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QUESTION.  What  is  the  chief  object  of  Sunday  school  music  ? 
Answer.  To  aid  in  worship  and  to  make  more  impressive  and  enduring  the 
lessons  which  are  taught  in  the  school. 

Q.  What  kind  of  songs  or  hymns  should  be  used  ? 

A.  Such  as  will  be  attractive,  interesting,  and  profitable  to  children,  and  which 
will,  at  the  same  time,  instruct,  elevate,  and  make  better. 

Q.  Should  we  ever  in  our  Sunday  schools  use  music  that  serves  only  for  pastime, 
recreation,  or  amusement  ? 

A.  Never.  The  Sunday  school  is  no  place  for  music  of  a  mere  pleasure-inspiring 
nature  ;  and  we  should  have  a  higher  and  holier  mission  for  our  music — "  All  must  be 
earnest  in  a  world  like  ours." 

Q.  How  can  we  best  interest  our  Sunday  schools  in  our  hymns  and  tunes  ? 

A.  By  giving  them  first  a  clear  understanding  of  what  they  are  about  to  sing. 

Q.  How  can  we  best  do  this,  so  as  "  to  sing  with  the  spirit  and  with  the  under- 
standing also  ?" 

A.  By  a  practical  and  spiritual  exposition  of  the  hymn,  either  verbal  or  written. 

Q.  How  can  we  make  our  singing  profitable  as  well  as  interesting  ? 

A.  By  making  it  a  regular  part  of  the  exercises,  and  during  the  time  allotted  to 
this,  laying  every  thing  else  aside,  and  every  soul  in  the  house  heartily  engaging  in 
singing  the  hymns,  or  in  reading  them  if  they  can  not  sing. 

Q.  How  much  time  should  be  devoted  to  singing  in  the  Sabbath  school  ? 

A.  This  must  depend  on  circumstances  and  the  wise  judgment  of  the  officers  of 
the  school.  It  should  not  take  the  place  of  the  lessons,  nor  should  it  ever 
become  a  Sunday  school  hobby. 

Q.  How  shall  we  from  time  to  time  select  the  proper  music  for  the  occasion  ? 

A.  By  considering  carefully  the  circumstances  of  the  occasion,  and  the  spiritual 
condition  of  the  school,  as  far  as  possible.  A  happy  adaptation  of  the  right  song  in 
the  right  place  often  itself  proves  a  great  blessing  to  the  school. 

Q.  How  can  we  make  our  Sunday  school  music  a  power  for  good  ? 

A.  By  observing  carefully  the  above  suggestions,  and  holding  a  meeting  every 
week  for  the  purpose  of  learning  new  pieces  and  improvement  generally  in  music.  It 
is  at  these  meetings,  rather  than  in  the  Sunday  school,  that  new  pieces  and  new  music 
ought  to  be  learned. 

It  is  for  the  public  to  examine  and  judge  for  themselves  whether  the  Singing  Pilgrim 
is  in  accordance  with  the  above  suggestions. 

EXPLANA  TION. 

The  Singing  Pilgrim  consists  of  three  parts  :  First.  The  Singing  Pilgrim  proper,  in  which  the  design 
has  not  been  to  paraphrase  the  famous  Pilgrim's  Progress,  or  to  change  it  into  poetry,  but  to  furnish 
hymns  illustrative  of  the  same  features  of  Christian  experience  as  are  illustrated  by  the  allegories  of 
Bunyan.  Each  page  contains  a  hymn,  an  appropriate  passage  of  Scripture,  and  a  condensed  note  from 
Bunyan,  each  illustrating  the  same  phase  of  Christian  experience.  In  this  way  is  provided  a  solid, 
substantial  hymn  on  each  shade  of  Christian  experience  from  the  awakening  of  the  sinners  to  the  arrival 
of  the  Christian  in  the  celestial  city.  In  using  this  part  of  the  book  the  passage  of  Scripture  and  the  note 
should  always  be  read  before  singing  the  hymn.  The  second  part  consists  of  a  large  and  new  collec- 
tion of  Sunday  school  hymns  and  music,  on  subjects  adapted  for  all  religious  occasions.  The  third  part 
is  a  choice  collection  of  our  best  and  most  substantial  hymns  for  various  purposes  of  Christian  worship. 
A  complete  classified  index  of  subjects  will  be  found  in  the  book,  which  will  facilitate  the  finding  of  an 
appropriate  hymn  for  any  occasion.  There  is  also  a  large  variety  of  opening  exercises  which  maybe 
u  -ed  at  the  discretion  of  the  Superintendent.  The  hymns  and  music  are  believed  to  be  of  the  very  best 
a  id  most  substantial  kind,  such  as  will  aid  in  elevating  the  standard  of  Sunday  school  music,  and  will 
not  minister  to  a  false  and  transient  taste. 

PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


Entered,  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  tbe  yew  1866,  by  Philip  Phillips,  in  the  Clerk'e  Office  of  the  U.  6.  District  Oonrt  for 
the  Southern  District  of  Ohio. 
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1.  A        sing    -    ing       pil  -   grim,    glad        and     free,        As        yon   -   der       bird       that 


2.  A  sing  -  ing        pil  -  grim—       O,      how    sweet       To  teach    the   young     those 
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songs       of      praise,     That       win        them 
ten     -    der      youth,     The         rim     -    pleat 


to  a  Sav    -    ior'a        feet       In 
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hap   •   py    childhood's    sun  -  ny     days.      In       hap  -  py     childhood's    sun  •   ny     days, 
pre  •  eept      of  e    -    ter   -   wil    truth,      A         pro  -  cept      of  e    •    ter  •    nul     truth. 


ERCFTANOK  mv  pilcrrim  sons*  mnv  had 
c^5      A  wan. l.-r-r  to  the  fold  abore; 
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By  fountains  of  immortal  love. 
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Jte&Itetieb  Sinner. 


Wlxat   feliall   I   do   to  be  savedP" 
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1.  What  shall     I     do       to      be  saved?  Weeping    and  trembling  with  fear:  Boused  by   con- 


vie  -  tion      I  wake.    Si  -  nai's  load  thun-der       I    hear.  Now  on     the  brink  of    despair. 


HAVE  rejected  with  scorn 
Blessings  I  might  have  received; 
Often  the  spirit  of  grace 

Wounded,  insulted,  and  grieved. 
Broken  the  law  of  my  God, 

Nailed  him  again  to  the  tree; 
Can  I  forgiveness  implore? 
Is  there  salvation  for  me? 
What  shall  I  do,  etc. 


%  TO  my  Father  will  go, 

Now,  like  the  prodigal  son  ; 
Down  at  his  feet  I  will  fall. 

Tell  him  the  wrong  I  bave  done. 

There  if  I  perish,  I  'II  pray, 

This  my  petition  shall  be: 

Lord,  I  repent  and  believe; 

Jesus,  have  mercy  on  me. 

This  will  I  do,  etc. 


"  T  dbrahed.  and  behold  I  saw  a  Man 
cloth«d  with  Rags,  standing  in  a  certain 
planp,  with  his  face  from  his  own  house,  a 
Book  in  bis  hand,  and  a  great  Burden 
upon  his  back;  and  as  he  read,  he  wept 
and  trembled  And  I  saw  again,  when  be 
W'ia  walklag  in  the  fields,  that  he  was,  as 
he  was  wont,  reading  in  bis  Book,  and 
greatly  distressed  in  his  mind;  and  as  he 
read,  he  burst  out,  as  he  had  often  done 
before. orying.  What  thall  I  do  to  be  tavedt 


I  saw  also  that  he  looked  this  way  and 
that  way,  as  if  he  would  run ;  yet  he  stood 
still,  because  as  I  perceived,  he  could  not 
tell  which  way  to  go.  I  looked  then,  and 
saw  a  man  named  Evangelist,  coming  to 
him,  and  asked,  Wherefore  dod  thou  cry? 
He  answered,  Sir,  I  perceive  by  the  Book 
in  my  hand,  that  I  am  condemned  to  die, 
and  after  that  to  come  to  judgment,  and  I 
find  that  I  am  not  willing  to  do  the  tim, 
nor  able  to  do  the  second. 


Hon.— Superintendent  always  read  the  Note  and  Scripture  before  singing  the  Hymn. 
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Fraught  with      hor  -  ror      and    with 
Faa    •     ter        speed  thee    from    the 


Haste    thee   from    the  wrath 
gloom,    Haate    thee    from    the  wrath 
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to        come, 
to        come. 


^WO-OK  not  hack  when  cloudB  of  wrath 
f*p    Roll  and  gather  in  thy  path 
T    And  the  fires  of  hell  consume, 

Haate  thee  from  the  wrath  to  come, 


^Y  the  life  that  gleams  hefore, 
y    When  the  struggle  shall  he  o'er, 
By  the  hopes  in  Christ  that  hloom. 
Haste  thee  from  the  wrath  to  come. 
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1.  Come,  said    Je  •  bus'     aa  -  cred  voice, 

2.  Thou    who,  homeless     and     for  -  lorn, 


Come,     and 
Loiia^      hast 
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make 
borne 


paths    your  choice; 
proud  world's  scorn, 
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I       will  guide     you        to         your  home, 
Long  hast  roamed  the     bar    -    ren    waste, 
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Wea   -    ry       wanderer,  hith  -  er  cornel 
Wea    -    ry       wanderer,  hith  -  er  haste! 
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JK  who  tossed  on  beds  of  paia, 
peek  for  ease,  but  se<-k  in  vain; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 
In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn: 


frlTHEK  cornel  for  here  ia  found 
>  liul iii  that  (lows  for  every  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Best  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


"This  said  Evanoeliet,  Why  not  willing 
to  die,  since  this  life  is  attended  with  so 
iii<xn\  -vi!s?  The  Man  said.  Because  I  fear 
that  this  Burden  that  is  upon  m>  back  will 
sink  me  lower  than  the  Grave,  and  1  shall 
fall  into  Tophet.  And,  Sir,  if  I  be  not  fit 
to  go  to  Prison,  1  am  not  fit  to  go  to  Judg- 
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ment,  and  from  thence  to  Execution.  Then 
said  EvanutliM,  If  this  be  thy  condition, 
why  stan.li-st  thou  still?  He  ftiuwered, 
Because  I  know  not  whither  to  go.  Then 
he  gave  him  a  ParchmmU  nil,  and  there 
was  written  within,  Fly  from  tht  ufrath  to 
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Fight   the   good   fight   of  faith.;   lay   hold   on   eternal   life." 


SOLO. 


Evangelist.  Wonldst  thon  be  saved 7  no     time     to     lose,  A  -  rise,  and  rnn     the      heavenly  road; 
Pilqeim.         0,  ♦ell  me  howl     0,        tell     me  where !  The  way    I     loug  have    Bought  to  know; 


Wouldst  thor     be    blest?   then,      pil  •  grim,  haste  To      leave  destruction's  dread  a-bode. 
But  feai     the   guilt      and       Bin       I      bear     Will    sink  me     in    the  depths  of  woe. 


CHORUS.     Very  toft,     pp 


Hotb.— The  Chorus  should  be  suns  from  another  room,  or  gallery,  as  an  echo,  only  after  Pilgrim's  vers©. 


Evangelist. 

■&  OD'S  word  will  guide  thee ;  dost  thou 
A  light  from  yonder  distant  hill  ? 
On,  Pilgrim,  oul  it  shines  for  thee. 
With  steady  course  pursue  it  still. 


Pilgbim. 

OD'S  word  shall  guide  me;  yes,  I  see 
A  light  from  yonder  distant  hill; 

O, tell  me,  does  it  shine  for  me? 
Hail,  glorious  light  I   I  will,  I  will! 
0,  come,  etc. 


IK 


Evangelist  and  Pilgrim. 

jAREWELL,  a  long  farewell  to  tnose 
Who  seek  to  stay  me  as  I  fly; 

My  ears  against  their  call  1  close, 
Life,  life,  eternal  life  I  my  cry. 
0,  come,  etc. 


iYlHE  Man,  therefore,  looking  npon  Evangelist  very  carefully,  said.  Whither  must  I  fly?  Then  said 
u*$-  Evangelist,  pointing  with  his  finger  over  a  very  wide  field,  Do  you  see  yonder  W'icket-gatef  The  Man 
v  said.  No.  Then  said  the  other,  Do  you  see  yonder  shining  Light?  He  said.  I  think  I  do.  Then  said 
EcimgeliM,  keep  that  Light  in  your  eye,  and  go  up  directly  thereto:  so  shalt  thou  see  the  Gate;  at  which 
when  thou  knockest,  it  shall  be  told  thee  what  thou  shalt  do.  So  I  saw  iu  my  Dream  that  the  man  began 
to  run.  Now  he  had  not  run  far  from  his  own  door,  hut  his  Wife  and  Children,  perceiving  it,  began  to  crv 
after  him  to  return ;  but  the  man  put  his  fingers  in  his  ears,  aud  ran  on,  crying,  Life!  Life!  Eternal  Life!  So 
lie  looked  not  behind  him,  but  fled  towards  the  middle  of  the  Plain.  On  the  Plain  he  was  joined  by  two  com- 
panions, whose  names  were  Obstinate  and  Pliable,  but  ObstuuUe  soon  grew  tired  of  the  way.  and  turned  back  " 

—  Tift 
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'Having    promise    of  the    life    that    now    is,    and    of  that    which    is    to 

come." 


CM. 


?*=*= 


**=*- 


z~Z 


P^» 


1.  These  are       the    crowns  that     we    shall  wear    When     all    thy  saints  are    crowned;  These 

2.  These  are       the     robes,    nn  -soiled  and    white,  Which    we  shall  then    pnt  on,         When 

3.  That      is        the       cit    -    y         of      the   saints,  Where   we    so      soon  shall      stand,      When 
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are  the  palms  that  we  shall  bear  On  yon-der  ho  -  ly  ground,  On  yonder  ho  -  ly  ground,  On 
foremost 'raong  the  sons  of  light.  We  sit  on  yon-der  throne,  We  sit  on  yonder  throne.  We 
we  shall  strike  these  desert-tents,  And  quit  this  desert-land.      And  quit  this  desert  -  land,     And 
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yon-der  ho  -  ly  ground;  These  are  the  palms  that  we  Bhall  bear  On  yonder  ho  -  ly  ground, 
sit  on  yonder  throne;  When,  foremost  'mong  the  sons  of  light,  We  sit  on  yon-der  throne, 
quit  this  desert  -  land;      Wrher.  we  shall  strike  these  desert-tents.  And  quit  this  desert-land. 
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rf^nEN  welcome  toil  and  care  and  pain  ! 
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And  welcome  sorrow  tool 

All  toil  is  re«t,  all  grief  is  gaii 

With  such  a  prize  in  view. 


'OME,  crown  and  throne;  come,  robe  and  palm  , 
;     Burst  forth,  glad  stream  of  peace  I 
Come,  holy  city  of  the  Lamt  I 
Rise,  Sun  of  Righteousness  I 


OW  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  when  Obitlmate  was  gone  back,  Christian  and  Pliable  went  talking  over 

the  riain  to  enconni  -  by  the  way  with  the  good  things  that  had  been  promised  them. 

TVn  said  Pliahle,  Tell  me,  Neighbor  Christian,  what  the  things  are,  and  how  to  be  enjoyed,  whither 

we  are  goir.g  ?     I  can  better eonortre  Of  th<-ra  with  my  Mind,  said  Ckritttmm,  than  speak  of  them  with  my 

Tongue;  bnt  yet,  -iri'-e  v.>n  are  deelrooi  to  know    1  will  read  of  them  in  niy  If. ok.     There  is  an  endless 

Kingdom  to  be  inhabit'  d.  and  everlasting.  Llfc  to  be  given  ns,  that  we  may  inhabit  that  Kingdom  for.\.  i  . 

Then  ar-  «'rowns  of  Glory  to  be  given  OS,  and  Garments  vhat  will  make  ns  shine  like  the  Sun  in  the  hrini- 

'  H'-aven.     There  shall  be  no  more  crying,  nor  sorrow  ;  for  He  that  is  owner  of  the  place  will  wipe 

all  tears  from  our  eyes." 
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Full    of     trembling      ex  -  pect  -   a    -    tion,  Feel  -  ing    much,  prd    fear  -  lng    more, 
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(?  ALL  to  mind  that  unknown  anguish 
§«     In  thy  days  of  flesh  below, 
v  When  thy  troubled  soul  did  languish 
Under  a  whole  world  of  woe : 
When  thou  didst  our  curse  inherit, 

Groan  beneath  our  guilty  load, 
Burdened  with  a  wounded  spirit. 
Bruised  by  all  the  wrath  of  God. 


>  Y  thy  most  severe  temptation, 
'    In  that  dark,  satanic  hour; 
By  thy  last,  mysterious  passion, 

Screen  me  from  the  adverse  power. 
By  thy  faiotiug  in  the  garden, 

By  thy  bloody  sweat,  I  pray, 
Write  upon  my  heart  the  pardon, 

Take  my  sins  and  fears  away. 


"Now  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  just  as 
they  had  ended  this  talk,  they  drew  near 
to  a  very  miry  Slough  that  was  in  the 
midst  of  the  plain ;  and  they,  being  heed- 
less, did  both  fall  suddenly  into  the  bog. 
The  name  of  the  Slough  was  Dispotid. 
II ore  therefore  they  wallowed  for  a  time, 
being  grievously  bedaubed  with  the  dirt; 
and  Cltristian,  because  of  the  Burden  that 
was  on  his  back,  began  to  sink  in  the 
mire.    But  still  he  endeavored  to  struggle 


to  that  side  of  the  Slough  that  waa  still 
further  from  his  house,  and  next  to  the 
Wicket-gate;  the  which  he  did,  but  could 
not  get  out,  because  of  the  Burden  that 
was  upon  his  back.  But  I  beheld  in  my 
Dream,  that  a  man  came  to  him,  whose 
name  was  Help,  and  said,  Give  me  thy  hand; 
so  he  gave  him  his  hand,  and  he  drew  him 
out,  and  set  him  upon  sound  ground,  and 
bid  him  go  on  his  way." 


:£i£ 


THE  SINGING  FILGRIM. 


\i  (£bz  it  iWl  bt  ft igty. 


I  will   turn   their  mourning   into  joy,   and   -will   comfort   them.' 


C.  M.  D. 


ig^gS^^ 


And     world  -ly    cares, 


I 
world  -  ly    fears,      Go      with    us       to       the 


last. 


£fejfe*=»    dN,_J3 


?^*: 
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3     J- 


Not        to     the     last!    Thy    word    hath  said,   Could     we     but    read 
J"      -  J       JP     £      £:     * 


a    -     right— 

ft     ^V: 


pil  -  grim,  lift 


r,=^, 


hope  thy    head;     At     eve 


shall    be        light. 


priWirCiTl  earth-born  shadows  now  may  shroud 
-A-     Thy  thorny  path  awhile, 

Qod'i  bleaaed  word  can  part  each  cloud, 
And  bid  ilm  —  iialiiim  ■mile. 

Only  believe  in  living  faith, 

His  love  and  power  divine; 
And  ere  thy  sun  shall  set  iu  death, 

His  light  shall  round  thee  shine. 


W 


JHEN  tempest  clouds  are  dark  on  high. 

His  bow  of  love  and  peace 
Shines  sweetly  iu  the  vaulted  sky— 

A  pledge  that  storms  shall  cease. 
Hold  on  thy  way,  with  hope  uuchilled. 

By  faith  and  not  by  sight, 
And  thou  shalt  own  his  word  fulfilled— 

At  eve  it  shall  be  light. 


fv&9  I  was  in  ray  sleep,  I  dreamed,  and  behold  the  Heavens  grew  exceeding  black;  also  it  thundered 
i%&  and  lightened  in  most  fearful  wise,  that  it  put  me  into  an  agony;  so  I  looked  up  in  my  Dream,  and 

saw  the  Clouds  ra<k  at  an  unusual  rate,  upon  which  I  heard  a  great  sound  of  a  Trumpet,  and  caw 


al«o  a  Man  sit  upon  a  Cloud,  attended  with  the  thousands  of  II  iv.-ti ;  they  were  all  in  flaming  tire,  als 
th-  Heaven*  wire  la  a  burning  flame.  I  heard  then  a  Voice  saying,  ArUe  ye  Dead,  and  come  to  Judgment; 
and  with  that  the  Rockl  rent  the  Graves  opened,  and  the  Dead  that  were  therein  came  forth.  Sonie  of 
them  vara  exceeding  Klad.  and  looked  upward;  and  some  sought  to  hide  themsolvs  under  the  Mountains. 
Ami  I  heard  it  proclaimed  to  them  that  attended  on  the  Man  that  sat  on  the  cloud,  (iather  my  MaeaJ 
v*  Garner'  Anrl  I  Baw  ™»ny  catched  up  and  carried  away  into  the  clouds,  to  be  forever  with  the  Lord 
lnow  when  the  morning  was  come  (Mrittiam  again  took  to  his  journey." 


A 


■ 


S^S^= 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


'\txt  to  mu  %mxm^9  m$  wx®t^u? 


"While  they  communed  together  and.    reasoned,  Jesus  himself  drew 
n«-   or  and    went   -with  them." 


SOLO. 


^  —  w 

1.  Where  do    yon  jour- ney,  my   broth  -  er,  0,    where  do  you  journey,      I         pray? 


Where  do   you     jour -ney,  my     sis     -     ter?        For  storm -y    and  dark   is     the        way. 
DUET. 


We're  jour  -  ney-ing    on  -  ward  to 


Ca  -  naan,  Through  sun" ring  and  tri  -  al     and 


i§=?*&ffzm 
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&=* 


^=* 


say,  shall  we  meet  you  all       there? 


And    when  we    get    safe  -  ly 


glo   -    ry, 


^ 
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say 
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0      say,  shall  we  meet 

you 

-4 
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all 
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there? 
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And  when   we  get  safe  -  ly     to      glo 


#H 


AT  is  yonr  mission,  my  brother, 

What  is  your  mission  below? 
What  is  your  mission,  my  sister, 

As  journeying  onward  you  go  ? 
Our  mission  is  practicing  mercy, 

Sweet  charity,  patience,  and  love, 
And  following  the  footsteps  of  Jesus, 

That  lead  to  the  mansions  above. 
0  say,  shall  we  meet,  etc. 


ry,         0      Bay,  shall  we  meet  you   all      there? 

-*-•  -*-  -m-  *£  -m- 


I      1 


V  YES  I  yon  will  meet  us,  my  brother, 
f  God  helping  our  weakness  and  sin ; 
Bearing  the  cross,  we,  my  sister, 

The  crown  will  endeavor  to  win. 
We'll  walk  through  the  vale  and  the  shadow, 

Through  suflf'rings  and  trials  and  care. 
And  when  you  get  safely  to  glory, 

You  '11  meet,  yes,  you  '11  meet  us  all  there  I 
0  say,  shall  we  meet,  etc. 


^YJSHEN  one  asked  him  whence  he  was,  and  whither  he  was  going. 
-*$£  struction,'  said  Christian,  'and  am  going  to  Mount  Zion.'    'Wh 


yjoniiiiN  one  asKea  n  im  wnence  ne  was,  ana  wmtner  ne  was  going.    'I  am  come  from  the  City  of  De- 

^£>  struction,'  said  Christian,  'and  am  going  to  Mount  Zion.'    'What  is  your  name,  Pilgrim?'    'My 

v     name  is  now  Christian,  but  my  name  at  the  first  was  Graceless.''    '  But  what  moved  you  at  first  to 

betake  yourself  to  a  Pilgrim  s  life? '    '  I  was  driven  out  of  my  Native  Country  by  a  dreadful  sound  that 

was  in  mine  ears,  that  unavoidable  destruction  did  attend  me,  if  I  abode  in  that  place  where  I  was.'    '  Do 

011  not  think  sometimes  of  the  country  from  whence  you  came  ? '    '  Yes,  but  with  shame  and  detestation ; 

ut  now  I  desire  a  better  country,  that  is  an  Heavenly.'  'And  what  is  it  that  makes  you  so  desirous  to  go 
to  Mount  Zion  ? '  '  Why,  then*  I  hope  to  see  Him  alive  that  did  hang  dead  on  the  Cross ;  there,  they  say, 
there  is  no  death ;  and  there  I  shall  dwell  with  such  Company  as  I  like  best.  I  iove  Him  because  I  was 
redeemed  by  Him,  and  1  am  weary  of  my  inward  sickness ;  I  would  fain  be  where  I  shall  die  no  more,  and 
with  the  Company  that  shall  continually  cry,  Holy,  Holy,  HolyP" 


-Q^vj-^^" 
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THE  SINGING   FILGItlM. 


3,  iroiGrr. 


He   will   grtiide   you.   into    all    truth. 


J=J= 


s^s 


1.  God       has  said,    "For-  ev    -   er     bless  -  ed    Those  who   seek    me       in      their  youth; 

2.  Be         our  strength,  for     we      are    weakness;   Be        our    wis  -  dom    and     our    guide; 
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They      shall  find       the 
May       we     walk      in 

1            _    Yim     m 
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path    of      wis  -  dom, 
love  and   meek  -  ness, 
f=.      £=      ^      -*- 
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And    the 

Near  -  er 
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nar  - 
to 

row    way      of 
our    Sav  -  ior's 

truth." 

side. 

£3~ T—  H 

,m    ,    , — r— r — 

— i 

— J 1- 

— |»— 

~r — r — p-i 

^=^=1 

> 

>    >    u 

^^=^feg 


Guide  us,  Sav  -  ior,     Guide  us,  Sav  -  ior.     In    the  nar  -  row  way  of       truth  ;       Guide  us, 
Naught  can  harm  us,   Nanght  can  harm  us,  While  we  thus  in   thee   a    -    bide;       Naught  can 

>Xh   •  ■* — ST  i        i  -  T      £-LS — w      i      i 


■'AY  thy  watchful  angels  hover 

Round  us,  when  there's  evil  near; 
May  ire  hide  beneath  the  cover 
Of  thy  wings,  in  time  of  fear; 
And  in  sorrow, 
And  in  sorrow, 
Comfort  our  sad  hearts,  and  cheer. 


when  death  at  last  o'ertakes  ns, 
jaj;     And  we  Hitik  beneath  his  might, 
May  that  blessed  morn  awake  us, 
Safe  in  yonder  realms  of  light ; 
There  forever, 
There  forever. 
Chant  thy  praise  with  angels  bright. 


'  Thfn  was  Christian  met  by  one  Worldly 
Wurman,  win.  began  sorely  to  tempt  him 
to  turn  out  of  the  «av  saying,  Tin-re  i-  u,,\ 
k  more  dangerous  and  troublesome  way  in 
the  world,  than  that  unto  which  Fwwyi litt 
has  directed  the*.  Thou  hast  not  with 
something  ■  as  I  perceive)  already:  for  I 
p- reive  the  dirt  of  the  Slough  "I  l>, ■,,.,,<<{ 
i-  IDM  thee;  but  that  SloiiL'h  is  only  the 
\» sinning  of  s<irr<>ws  that  do  attend  thiMe 
that  go  on  in  that  way:  Hear  me  I  am 
older   than  thon ;    thou  art   like   to   Met 


with,  in  the  way  which  thou  goest,  Weari- 
liaomeneM,  Pain  fulness,  Hunger,  Perils, 
Sword,  Lions,  Dragons,  Darkness,  and  in 
a  word,  Death,  and  what  not!  Th-se 
things  are  certainly  true,  having  !■■ 
firmed  by  many  teatimoniea.    So  ChrUtinn 

tamed  out  of  his  way.  But,  behold,  when 
he  had  got  but  a  little  way,  he  found  th>- 
road  so  hard  and  so  steep,  that  lie  stood 
still  and  wot  not  what  to  do,  and  did  ijiiake 
for  bar.  And  with  that  he  saw  Seaayelutf 
_^  coming  to  meet  hiiu." 


£*& 


i*. 
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THE  SIXGIXG  PILGRIM. 


\\i  mv&t  ra&  t\t  fm%% 


Strive    to   enter   in    at    tlie   strait   gate,    for   many,    I    say   unto   you.,    -will 
seels    to   enter   in,   and   sliall    not   be   able." 


1.  Strive  to      en   -    ter      at        the    gate.       Following  those  who 've  gone     be   •   fore; 
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I                                                                              i 
Pil  -  grims,  poor       and      dcs     -     o    -    late, 
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Now      their       work     ia 
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See  their  tracks  upon  the  way,  Fol-low     to    the 

*-  *  * 
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ait 
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gate, 
3& 


0 !    fol  -  low  to    the    gate. 


m 


fOiTRIYE  to  enter  at  the  gate, 

^j    Casting  every  burden  down  ; 

*  'Tis  but  changing  poor  estate 

For  a  heavenly  crown. 

Few  there  be  upon  the  way. 

Not  for  friends  or  kindred  wait ; 
While  upon  the  waste  they  stray, 
Christ  may  shut  the  gate. 


STRIVE  to  enter  in  to-day ; 
a    Almost  now  we  hear  the  voice 
'  At  the  limit  of  the  way 
Bidding  us  rejoice. 
Every  step  the  anthem  swells- 
Can  we  falter,  can  we  wait  ? 
Yonder,  where  the  Savior  dwells, 
Enter  at  the  gate. 


1 


"And  Evangelist  said,  What  doest  thou 
here,  Christian?  Art  not  thou  the  man 
that  I  found  crying  without  the  walls  of 
the  City  of  Destruction?  Did  I  not  direct 
thee  the  way  of  the  little  Wicket-gate? 
How  is  it  thou  art  so  quickly  turned  aside? 
fur  thou  art  now  out  of  the  way.  Thy  sin 
is  very  great,  for  by  it  thou  hast  committed 
two  evils  :  thou  hast  forsaken  the  way  that 
is  good,  to  tread  in  forbidden  paths.  Yet 
will  the  mau  at  the  gate  receive  thee,  for 
he  has  good-will  for  men;  only,  said  he, 
take  heed  that  thou  turn  not  aside  again, 


lest  thou  perish  from  the  way,  when  his 
wrath  is  kindled  but  a  little.  For  the 
Lord  says,  Strive  to  enter  in  at  the  strait  gate, 
the  gate  to  which  I  sent  thee; /or  struit  is 
the  gate  that  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few  tliere  be 
that  find  it.  From  this  little  Wicket -gate, 
and  from  the  way  thereto,  hath  this  wicked 
Worldly  Wiseman  turned  thee,  to  the  bring- 
ing of  thee  almost  to  destruction;  hate 
therefore  his  turning  thee  out  of  the  way, 
and  abhor  thyself  for  .hearkening 
him." 


£4$ 


THE  SINGING   PILGRIM. 


'zsm  j&Lm*  fen  mibz. 


Being  justified  toy  faith,  we   have  peace   witb.   God    tlirontili    our  Lord 

Jesus   C/lirist." 

12  »•  M. 

Sot  too  f att. 


1    God's        ho 
2.  Not  all 


If        law     trans  -  greased,    Speaks    noth  -   ing      but       de 
our    groans   and       tears,      Nor        works  which    we      have 


spair; 
done, 
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s.  Re     •     lief 
4.  This  is 


lone       is        found 
va  •  tion's    source. 


In  Je    -   bos'       pre    •    cious     blood; 

And       all       our     hopes  .       a    -     rise 


i^^^^j^^^^^gj 


Convinced     of      guilt,   with       grief      op  -  pressed.    We     find      no     com  -  fort    there. 
Nor    tows,  nor     prom  -  i     •      ses,       nor  prayers.   Can    e'er     for     sin         a   •   tone. 


1=— I «— 
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'Tis   this     that     heals       the       mor  -  tal    wound.    And     rec   •   on  -  ciles       to      God. 
From  Him,  who,    hang  •  ing         on       the     cross,      A        spot  -  less     vie    -  tim     dies. 


m 
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13  Diligence  and  Watchfulness, 

fit  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 
c/>>    A  God  to  glorify : 
^  A  never-dying  soul  to  save. 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 


2  To  serve  the  present  age, 
My  calling  to  fulfill— 
0  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 


X  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live; 
And  0,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 


4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  on  thyself  rely  ; 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 


14  Horrors  of  the  Second  Death. 

WHERE  shall  rest  be  found— 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
T  were  vaiu  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound. 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh  : 
'T  is  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live. 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

8  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above. 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years. 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 
4  There  is  a  death,  whose  pang 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath: 
0  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death  1 
ft  Thou  God  of  truth  and  grace, 
Teach  us  that  death  to  shun: 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face. 
For  evermore  undone. 


rf^HI8  Worldly  WUeman  bid  me  with  speed  get  rid  of  my  Burden ;  and  I  told  him  't  was  ease  that  I 
£+?.  sought.    And,  said  T,  I  am  therefore  going  to  yonder  Gate,  to  receive  further  direction  huw  1  may 

^  j>t  to  the  place  of  deliverance.  So  he  said  that  he  would  show  me  a  better  way,  and  short,  not  so 
attended  with  difficulties  as  the  way  that  you  set  In-fore  me:  which  way,  said  he,  will  direct  thee  to  a  (Jen- 
tleman's  house  that  hath  skill  to  take  off  these  Burdens:  So  I  believed  him,  and  turned  ont  of  the  way, 
if  haply  I  might  be  soon  ea«<-d  of  my  Burden.  But  when  I  came  to  this  place,  and  beheld  things  as  they 
are,  I  stopp«*d  for  fear  of  danger.  Then  said  Erangelial,  Believe  me,  there  in  nothing  in  all  this  tinine,  that 
thou  hast  heard  of  this  sottish  man,  but  a  design  to  beguile  thee  of  thy  Salvation,  by  turning  thee  from 
the  way  in  which  I  had  set  thee." 


h. 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


lhu  fat  mum. 


Thy   mercy,  O    Lord.,  held    me   Tip, 


Moderate  Legato. 


p^^s§ 


I 

1.  Depth  of   mer  -  cy,    can  there     be. 

Can     my  God    his  wrath  for  -  bear, 
2.1        have  long  withstood   his    grace,     Long  provoked  him  to    his  face;' 

Would  not  hearken     to       his     calls;      Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 


Mer  -  cy    still    re  -  served  for  me  1 
Me,    the  chief  of   sinners  spare  ?  j 


God   is  love, 
God    is  love, 


know,  I  feel;  Jesus  weeps  and  loves  me  still;  Je  •  bus    weeps,  He  weeps  and  loves  me   still. 

-{*-  -f  -f+    -m-  -»■  '^--m-  -m-    -m~^  _     _  f* 
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toW  incline  me  to  repent; 

'Let  me  now  my  sins  lament  I 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 
God  is  love,  etc. 


1 — r 


<5Y»HERE  for  me  the  Savior  stands; 
-A^Sbows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his  hands; 
v  God  is  love,  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
God  is  love,  etc. 


^1 


'aite  fax 


Ye  -vv<yu.ld  not  oome  to  me   that  ye  might  have  life.' 


Tenderly 


6,  6,  ft,  6. 
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1.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  1  He  waits  to  welcome  thee,  0  Wand'rer  I  eagerly ;  Come,  come  to 

2.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  I  He  waits  to  ransom  thee,  0  Slave  I  e-ter-nal-ly;  Come,  come  to 

3.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  I  He  waits  to  lighten  thee,  0  Burdened !  graciously ;  Come,  come  to 


Jesus  I 
Jesus  I 
Jesus  I 


yJW 


4.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  I  He  waits  to  give  to  thee,  0  Blind  I  a  vision  free;  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
6.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  t  He  waits  to  shelter  thee,  O  Weary  I  bless-ed  -  ly ;  Come,  come  to  Jesu.s  I 
6.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  I  He  waits  to   carry  thee,  O  Lamb  I  so  loving-ly;  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 


^f^HEN  said  Evangelist,  Stand  still  a  little,  that  I  may  show  thee  the  words  of  God.  So  he  stood  trembling. 

4«A£  Then  said  Evangelist,  See  that  ye  refuse  not  him  that  speaketh ;  for  if  they  escaped  not  who  refused 
v  him  that  spake  on  Earth,  much  more  shall  not  we  escape,  if  we  turn  away  from  him  that  speaketh 
from  Heaven.  He  said  moreover.  Now  the  just  shall  live  by  faith:  but  if  any  man  draws  back  my  soul 
shall  have  no  pleasure  in  him.  He  also  did  thus  apply  them:  Thou  art  the  man  that  art  running  into  this 
misery ;  thou  hast  begun  to  reject  the  counsel  of  the  Most  Hish,  and  to  draw  back  thy  foot  from  the  way 
of  peace,  even  almost  to  the  hazarding  of  thy  perdition.  Then  Christian  fell  down  at  his  feet  us  dead,  cry- 
ing, Lord,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner.  Woe  is  me,  for  I  am  undone.  At  the  sight  of  which,  Evangelist  caught 
him  W  the  right  hand,  saying,  All  manner  of  sin  and  blasphemies  shall  be  forgiven  unto  men;  be  not 
faithless,  but  believing.  Now  OhritHan  was  walking  solitary  by  himself,  and  in  process  of  time  met  Evan- 
gelist again." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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They  that  trust  in  the  Lord   elio.ll    be    as   Mount  Zion,  -which  can    not 
be  removed,  but  abideth    forever." 


And      man  -  sions    bright      are       wait    -    ing,  wher«        We        all        shall       rest    when 


Re/rain 


DESERT  wide  before  ns  liee, 

But  when  its  barren  sands  are  passed, 
Beyond  the  Jordan  we  shall  see 

The  Canaan  that  we  love,  at  last. 
Its  fields  of  fadeless  green,  its  flowers, 
If  faithful,  shall  at  last  be  ours; 
Whan  we  get  there,  when  we  get  there. 
Uow  sweet  our  rest  when  we  get  there. 


ERE  we  must  bear  the  cross,  and  in 
1  The  path  our  Master  trod  pursue. 
And  'mid  reproach  and  shame  atill  keep 

His  bright  example  in  our  view. 
When  we  get  there  we  thai!  lay  down 
The  cross  and  wear  a  glorious  crown  ; 
When  weget  there,  when  we  get  there, 
How  bright  our  crown  when  we  got  theie. 


"  Right  glad  am  I,  said  Evangelist,  not 
that  you  have  met  with  trials,  but  that 


rou  have  been  victors:  and  for  that  you 
I  way  t 

day.    I  say,  right  glad  am  I  of  this  thing, 


you 
have 


continued   in   th« 


to   this   very 


and  that  for  mine  own  sake  and  yours:  I 
have  sowed  and  you  have  reaped;  and  the 
day  is  coming  when  both  he  that  sowed 
and  they  that  reaped  shall  rejoice  together ; 
is,  if  you  hold  out;  for  in  due  time 
l  shall  reap,  if  you  faint  not.  The  Crown 
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Is  before  you,  and  It  is  an  incorruptible 
one;  ho  run  that  yon  may  obtain  it  Soin- 
there  be  that  sot  nnt  for  this  Crown,  and 

after   they   have    gyue   far   for    it,    another 

c  >mes  hi  and  takes  it  from  them  ;  hold  fast 

therefore  that  roo  have,  let  no  Qieq  take 
your  Crown.  Let  the  Kingdom  he  always 
before  you.  and  believe  steadfastly  concern- 
ing things  that  are  Invisible.  Mel  vonrfares 
like  IliDI  :  \  on  have  :i!l  power  in  Heaven  and 
Earth  on  your  irae." 
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to  saJbijcrr's  femraA 


Knock    and.   it   shall    be    opened    uuto   you.." 


O'er  the  portals  of  mer-cy  these  words  are  inscribed,  And  written  in  let-ters  of  gold; 
2.0,  ye  wea-ry,  draw  nigh,  't  is  the  place  of  re -pose;  Ye  footsore  yonr  journey  ings  ceaso; 
3.  All    ye  mourners,  bo  -  liev-ing,   in    con-fi-dance  come;  Te  des  -  o  -  late,  haste  to  look  up; 
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r 

The  way-far-ing  man  may  be-hold  them  a  -  far,  And  knock  at  the  hea  -  ven  -  ly  fold. 
Te  toilworn  with  la  •  bor,  new  vig  -  or  put  on,  And  knock  at  the  port  -  als  of  peace. 
Ye       troubled    in  heart  be     resigned  to  his  word,  And  knock  at  the  port  -  als     of   hope. 
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CHORUS. 


Knock,  knock,  knock,  't  is  the  Savior's    command, 
»  i  t 
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Knock  at     the    port  -  als      a-bove; 
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&M>ND  ye  sinners,  0  come!  there 's  a  palace  for  you,  cYKHEY'RE  all  waiting  within,  and  the  feast  is 

c^jy     Prepared  by  the  Builder  above;  ■£££           prepared, 

^  Approach  with  your  burden,  in  meekness  sub-  v      what  folly  to  tarry  and  wait  I 

mit,  Let  every  one  come  in  obedient  haste, 
And  knock  at  the  portals  of  love.  And  knock  at  the  heavenly  gate. 
Knock,  knock,  knock,  'tis  the  Savior's  com-  Knock,  knock,  knock,   'tis  the  Savior's  com- 
mand, mand, 
Knock  at  the  portals  above,  etc.  Knock  at  the  heaveuly  gate,  etc. 


"Then  said  Evangelist,  pointing  with  his 
finger  over  a  very  wide  field,  Do  you  see 
yonder  Wicket-gate f  The  Man  said.  No. 
Then  said  the  other,  Do  you  see  yonder 
Shining  Light?  He  said,  I  think  I  do. 
Then  said  Evangelist,  Keep  that  Light  in 
your  eye,  and  go  up  directly  thereto:  so 
shalt  thou  see  the  Gate;  at  which,  when 
tl.ou  knockest,  it  shall  be  told  thee  what 
thou  shalt  do.  So  in  process  of  time  Chris- 
tian got  up  to  the  Gate.  Now  over  the 
Gate  there  was  written,  Knock  and  it  shall 


be  opened  unto  you.  He  knocked  therefore 
more  than  once  or  twice,  saying,  Here  is  « 
poor  burdeued  Sinner.  I  came  from  the 
City  of  Destruction,  but  am  going  to  Mount 
Zion,  that  I  may  be  delivered  from  the 
wrath  to  come.  I  would  therefore.  Sir, 
since  I  am  informed  that  by  this  Gate  is 
the  way  thither,  know  if  you  are  willing 
to  let  me  in.  Then  said  he  that  kept  the 
Gate,  I  am  willing  with  all  my  heart;  and 
with  that  he  opened  the  Gate. 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


nst  shhrag. 


Thex-e   is    a   way    tliat    seemeth    right   xinto   a   man,    but    the    end    thereof 
are    the    ways   of  death." 
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yYvRANQUIL  honrs  now  greet  thee 
-<~A    In  thy  calm  abode; 
~  Gracious  looks  now  meet  thee 
From  thy  loving  God. 
These  vanities  how  vain  I 
Wander  not  again. 


^IERCE  these  mists  that  blind  thee; 
Press  to  yonder  prize ; 
Break  the  bonds  that  bind  thee: 
Bise,  my  soul,  arise  1 
These  vanities  how  vain ! 
Wander  not  again. 


fV^OU  are  welcome  here,  Christian,  though  you  have  wandered  from  the  right  way.  We  make  no  objec- 
ts? tions  against  any ;  notwithstanding  all  that  they  have  done  before  they  come  hither,  they  in  no 
^•^  wiHe  are  cast  out;  and  therefor*,  good  Christian,  come  a  little  way  with  mo,  and  I  will  teach  thee 
about  the  way  thou  must  go.  Look  before  thee:  dost  thou  see  this  narrow  way?  That  is  the  way  thou 
must  go;  it  was  cast  up  by  the  Patriarchs,  Prophets,  Christ  and  his  Apostles;  aud  it  is  as  straight  as  a 
rule  can  make  it.  This  is  the  way  thou  must  go.  But  said  Christian,  are  there  no  turnings  nor  windings, 
by  which  a  stranger  may  lose  the  way?  Yes,  there  are  many  ways  bear  down  upon  and  lead  away  from 
it,  and  they  are  crooked  and  wide.  But  thou  mayest  easily  distinguish  the  right  from  the  wrong,  the 
right  only  being  straight  and  narrow.     Walk  thou  ir.  the  right." 


f'\ 


1.  By     thy    birth,     and     by     thy    tears;  By     thy      hu    -    man  griefs  and   fears; 

2.  By      the     ten     -    der  -  ness    that  wept  O'er   the    grave      where  Laz'rus      slept; 


I 


^m 
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By      thy      con   -   flict     in       the     hour  Of     the       sub    -    tie     tempter's    power- 

By      the      bit    -    ter     tears  that  flowed  0  -  ver        8a    -    lem's  lost       a  -  bode— 


m 


i      i      i- 
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Sav  -  ior,     look      with    pity  -  ing      eye;  Sav  -  ior,     help        me,     or       I        die. 


>Y  thy  lonely  hour  of  prayer; 

>By  the  fearful  conflict  there ; 
By  thy  cross  and  dying  cries ; 
By  thy  one  great  sacrifice- 
Savior,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Savior,  help  me,  or  I  die. 
Savior,  help  me,  etc. 


►  Y  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave; 

>By  thy  power  the  lost  to  Bave; 
By  thy  high,  majestic  throne; 
By  the  empire  all  thine  own- 
Savior,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Savior,  help  me,  or  I  die. 
Savior,  help  me,  etc. 


fOW  I  saw  as  he  went  by  the  way,  that  he  was,  as  he  was  wont,  reading  In  his  Book,  and  greatly 
distressed  in  bin  mind ;  and  as  he  read,  he  burst  out,  as  he  had  done  before,  crying,  What  shall  I  do 
to  be  saved?  Ant  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  the  highway  up  which  Christian  was  to  go  was  fenced  on 
either  side  with  a  Wall  and  that  Wall  is  called  Salvation.  Up  this  way  therefore  did  burdened  Christian 
run,  but  not  without  great  difficulty,  because  of  the  load  on  his  back.  He  ran  thus  till  he  cam,e  to  a  place 
somewhat  ascending,  and  upon  that  place  stood  a  Cross,  and  a  little  below  in  the-bottom,  a  Sepulcher. 
So  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  just  as  Christian  came  up  with  the  Cross,  his  Burden  loosed  from  off  his  shonl- 
ders,  and  fell  from  off  his  back,  and  began  to  tumble,  and  bo  continued  to  do,  till  it  came  to  the  moutn  or 
the  Sepulcher,  where  it  fell  in  and  I  saw  it  no  more." 
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I  -write  unto  you,  little  children,  because   your  sins  are  forgiven 
for  his  name's  salie." 


you 


21 


1.  I         now    have  found   a   -    bid  -  ing     rest      For   which    I       long    was       sigh 
Now,  on       my      Sav  -  ior's   faith  -  ful    breast    My     wea  -  ry      head      is  ly 

D.  0.  I        now     am     safe,    by       Je  -  bus'  power,  From  all    that     else  would   harm 


^Fine. 


ing, 
ing: 


2.  He     whis-pers    me — "  I 'm  whol  -  ly    thine,  And     thou    art    mine     for   -    ev    -     er; 
Henceforth  all     fear    and    doubt    re  -  sign,    Con   -   fid  -  ing     in        my        fa    -    vor! 
D.  C,  I'll     fill      thy    spir  -  it      with    my   joy,     The    pledge    of     end  -  less     pleas  -  uree.' 
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D.  C. 


W 


m — ».- 


-* — *- 


:g *- 


This      is        the    place  where  sin        no    more,     And    deatk  and    hell      a   -   larm       mo; 
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Thy      ev'  -   ry    want  shall     find      sup  •  ply      From     my      ex  -  hanst-less    treas   -  ures; 
I 
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IROM  Jesus  and  his  love,  who  now. 

By  terrors  to  divide  me. 
My  great  and  many  sins  would  show! 

His  wounds  from  vengeance  hide  me: 
My  sins  are  great— I  '11  not  despair, 

Though  conscience,  too,  arraigns  me, 
Nor  doubt  my  Savior's  watchful  care — 

His  arms  of  love  sustains  me. 


b  THANK  thee,  God's  beloved  Son, 
i     Thy  boundless  grace  adoring. 
Which  brought  thee  from  thy  glorious  throne, 

Our  peace  with  God  restoring: 
0  make  my  heart  a  shrine,  where  peace 

Shall  kt-ep  her  constant  dwelling! 
Where  grateful  praise  shall  never  cease, 
Abroad  thy  glories  telling. 


*'  Then  was  Christian  glad  and  lightsome, 
and  said  with  a  merry  heart.  He  hath  piven 
me  rest  by  his  Borrow,  and  life  by  his  death. 
Then  I  stood  still  awhile  to"  look  and  won- 
der; for  it  wa*  very  surprising  to  him  that 
the  sight  of  the  Cross  should  thus  ease  him 
of  Me  Burden.  He  looked,  therefore,  and 
.rain,  even  till  the  springs  that 
were  in  his  head  sent  the  waters  down  his 
cheeks.     Now  as  he   stood    looking   and 


weeping,  behold  three  Shining  Ones  came 
to  him  and  saluted  him  with  Peace  be  to 
thee;  so  the  first  said  to  him.  Thy  sitis  be  for- 
ijirt-n:  the  second  stript  him  of  his  Hags, 
end  clothed  him  with  (  hange  of  Raiment  : 
the  third  eleo  set  a  mark  in  his  forehead, 
and  gave  him  a  Roll  with  a  .Sal  upon  it. 
which  he  bid  him  look  on  as  he  ran,  and 
that  he  should  give  it  in  at  the  Celestial 
Gate.    So  he  went  on  his  way.'- 
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Be   sober,   "be    vigilant,   "because   your   adversary,    tlie    devil,   as   a   roaring 
lion,   -walkieth   about,   seeking   whom    he    may  devour." 
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'Tis         on    -    ly     then     in 


safe  -  ty         And       peace       I      can       a     -     bide. 
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What       foes      and    snares     snr 
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The     grace  that  sought  and 
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found  me, 
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A    -     lone    can    keep        me        clean 


»^ft>  TS  only  in  thee  hiding 
■+*£     I  feel  my  life  secure— 


Only  in  thee  abiding 
The  conflict  can  endure. 

Thine  arm  the  victory  gaineth 
O'er  every  hateful  foe; 

Thy  love  my  heart  sustaineth 
In  all  its  cares  and  woe. 


£&00N  shall  my  eyes  behold  thee, 
£'w^    With  rapture,  face  to  face; 
n  One  half  liath  not  been  told  me 
Of  all  thy  power  and  grace. 
Thy  beauty,  Lord,  and  glory, 

The  wonders  of  thy  love, 
Shall  be  the  endless  story 
Of  all  thy  saints  above. 


g^f 


"  Now  before  he  had  gone  far,  he  entered 
into  a  very  narrow  passage,  which  was 
about  a  furlong  off  of  the  Porter's  lodge, 
and  which  led  to  the  Palace  called  Beauti- 
ful; and  looking  very  narrowly  as  he  went, 
he  espied  two  Lions  in  the  way.  The  Lions 
wore  chained,  but  he  saw  not  the  chains. 
Then  he  was  afraid,  and  thought  to  go 
back,  for  he  thought  nothing  but  death 
was  before  him ;  But  the  Porter  at  the 
lodge,  whose  name  is  Watchful,  perceiving 
that  Christian  made  a  halt  as  if  he  would 


^ 


go  back,  cried  unto  him,  saying,  Is  thy 
strength  so  small?  Fear  not  the  Lions, 
for  they  are  chained,  and  are  placed  there 
for  the  trial  of  faith  where  it  is,  and  for 
the  discovery  of  those  that  have  none. 
Keep  in  the  midst  of  the  Path,  and  no 
hurt  shall  come  unto  thee.  Then  I  6aw 
that  he  went  on,  trembling  for  fear  of  the 
Lions,  but  taking  good  heed  to  the  direc- 
tions of  the  Porter;  he  heard  them  roar, 
but  they  did  him  no  harm." 
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''And   tahe    the   helmet   of  salvation,   and.   the   sword   of  the   spirit,   which 
is   the   word   of   God." 


S.  M.D. 


I  I 


^35 


-*=?- 


*=F^ 


3=5^ 


-r-y 


f—     | — i    -  u  Q» 

Strong   in    the     Lord     of    Hosts,  And      in     his    might  -  y    power,  Who 

Strong  in   the    Lord    of   Hosts,  And     in    his  might  -  y 
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iTAND  then  in  his  great  might, 
With  all  his  strength  endued  ; 
Bat  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight. 

The  panoply  of  God: 
That  haviug  all  things  done, 
And  all  your  conflicts  past. 
Ye  may  o'ercome,  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  entire  at  last. 


cTbiEAYE  no  unguarded  place— 
vtp    No  weakness  of  the  soul ; 

Take  every  virtue,  every  grace, 

And  fortify  the  whole: 
I ndissoluhly  joined, 

To  battle  all  proceed  ; 
But  arm  yourselves  with  all  the  mind 
That  was  in  Christ  your  Head. 


£YJHEN  the  Interpreter  took  him  and  led  him  up  toward  the  door  of  the  Palace;  and  behold,  at  the 
iAi  door  stood  a  great  company  of  men,  as  desirous  to  eo  in,  but  durst  not.  In  tin-  doorway  stood  «Ku 
v  many  men  in  armor  to  keep  it,  being  resolved  to  do  the  men  that  would  enter  what  hurt  and  mis- 
ehief  they  could.  At  last,  when  every  man  started  back  fur  fear  of  the  arnr«d  men,  Ckriutiam  saw  a  man  of 
a  very  stout  countenance  coin-  up  to  the  man  that  sat  there  to  a  rite,  Miring,  S?l  <lmcn  my  tiame.  Sir :  the 
which  when  he  had  doae,  lie  saw  the  man  draw  hie  Sword,  and  put  an  Helmet  npou  his  head,  ami  rash 
toward  the  door  upon  the  arni-d  men,  who  laid  upon  him  with  deadly  force.     So  after  he  had  received  and 

Sven  many  wounds  to  those  that  attempted  tokei-phim  out,  he  cut  his  way  through  them  all,  and  i 
rward  into  the  Palace.    And  those  that  were  within  naid,  Came  in,  Come  in!  Eternal  Glory  thou  ifiah  win." 


j%7g% 


THE  SINGING  JPILGKIM. 


|je  m$m&n§  Sta. 


We   are   troubled    on   every   si<le,   yet   not   distressed:    -we    are    perplexed, 
but    not  in    despair." 
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1.  Sol  -  dier       of     Christ,  why    thus     cast    down?  Why  drops    thy    nerve  -  less      hand? 

2.  Seek  not       the    ground   in      weak     de   -  spair.    Nor   break  'neath  suff'-ring's      rod; 

£•><*•*!>  ja  m         ta  m  a  <m         a   .       -P-  -.^-  •)•-  -^-     * 
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Take  heart,  't  will  not     be       al  -  ways  night :  Thro'  riv  -  en    clouds 
Joy  conies  through  sor-row ;  death  brings  life ;    Peace  rides  on     bat  - 
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far 
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down  in  rays   of  diamond  light,  The  bright  and  morning  star,    The  bright  and  morning  star, 
beams,  on  darkest  night  of  strife,  The  bright  and  morning  star,    The  bright  and  morning  star, 

■fff    '  *    * 


■  RESS  on  the  foe  I  God  rules  the  years, 
"    Wrong  shall  not  triumph  long; 
Expectant  Faith  already  hears 
Truth's  glad,  victorious  song. 
The  nations  soon  shall  own  their  King 

The  wise  from  near  and  far, 
Once  more  to  him  their  offerings  bring- 
The  bright  and  morning  star ! 


HEN  fear  not,  Christian,  for  the  right  I 
£*$■    Nor  falter  'mid  the  fray : 
v  For  truth  is  victor:  error's  night 
Flies  from  the  coming  day. 
Thine  eye,  through  dust  and  tears,  may  see 

On  heaven's  broad  scroll  afar, 
The  promise  sure :   "  I  '11  give  to  theo 
The  bright  and  morning  star  1 " 


"  Then  was  Christian  led  into  a  very  dark 
room,  where  there  sat  a  Man  in  an  Iron 
Cage.  Now  the  Man,  to  look  on,  seemed 
very  sad ;  he  sat  with  his  eyes  looking 
down  to  the  ground,  his  hands  folded  to- 
gether; and  he  sighed  as  if  he  would  break 
his  heart.  Then  said  Christian,  What  means 
this?  The  Man  said,  I  am  what  I  was  not 
once.  I  was  once  a  fair  and  flourishing 
professor,  both  in  mine  own  eyes,  and  also 
in  the  eyes  of  others ;  1  once  was,  as  I 
thought,  fair  for  the  Celestial  City,  and 
had  then  even  joy  at  tho  thoughts  that  I 


-ty^\j)o^°s~ 


should  get  thither.  I  am  now  a  man  of 
Despair,  and  am  shut  up  in  it,  as  in  this 
Iron  Cage.  I  can  not  get  out;  0  now  I 
can  not.  I  left  off  to  watch  and  be  sober ; 
I  laid  the  reins  on  the  neck  of  my  lusts: 
I  sinned  against  the  light  of  the  \Y  ord  and 
the  goodness  of  God ;  I  have  grieved  the 
Spirit,  and  he  is  gone;  I  have  provoked 
God  to  anger,  and  he  has  left  me.  Then 
said  the  Interpreter  to  Christian,  Let  this 
man's  misery  be  remembered  by  thee, 
be  an  everlasting  caution  to  thee." 


<Ae_: 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


fob  itarati&I  Mmm  &lb;isrte. 

God.   laatli    set   the   land,   before  th.ee,  go  vip  and   possess   it.' 


1.  0,      how  my  spir  -  it  longs  for  thee,  Beauti  -  ful  home  a  -  bove  I    Whore  I     may  rest  from 


sorrow  free,  Beautiful  home  a  -  bove  I     Within  the  golden  gates  of  light,  Arrayed  in  garments 
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bove,    Beautiful  home  above— O,  come  and  take  me,  Savior  come;  I  love  my  beautiful  home. 


yp$0  reach  thee  Bafe  I  daily  pray, 
oi       Beautiful  home  above! 
v  And  travel  in  the  toilsome  way, 
Beautiful  home  above! 
My  weary  feet  are  bruised  and  sore, 
Bnt  Jesm?*  feet  were  bruised  before. 
To  bring  me  to  the  open  door 
Of  my  hom»  above. 
Beautiful  home,  etc 


<j^/IIY  shining  walls  by  faith  1  see, 
£j*£       Beautiful  home  above! 
v  The  mansions  fair  prepared  for  me, 
Beautiful  home  above! 
0  let  me  keep  my  longing  eyes. 
Intently  fixed  upon  the  prize, 
Till  angels  bear  me  to  the  skies, 
•  In  in v  home  above. 

Beautiful  home,  etc. 


"Then  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  on  the 
morrow,  when  the  morning  wan  up,  they 
\i      had  him  to  the  top  of  th<-  HOUM,  and  bid 
him  look  South;  bo  he  did:  and  behold  at 

i  a  great  distance  ho  saw  a  most  pleasant 
T,  Mountainous  Country,  beautified  with 
»*  Woods,  Vineyards,  fruits  of  all  Borts, 
^    Flowers  also,  with  Springs  and  Fountains, 


g§^3^fe^ 


very  delectable  to  behold.  Then  he  ashed 
the  name  of  the  Country  :  They  said  it  was 
Iiiuii'ttni'-l'*  I.nii'l;  and  it  is  as  common, 
said  they,  as  this  Hill  is    to  and  for  all  the 

PilgrimB.    And  when  thou  contest  there, 
from  thence,  said  they,  thou  may 
the  gate  of  the  O  lestial  City,  as  the  Shep- 
herd! that  live  there  will  make  appear." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


Wiio  is  a  God  like  unto  thee,  -who  pardoneth  iniquity." 


1.  My  doubts  are  gone,  my  fears  are  passed,  A  new-born  soul  at     Je  -  sus  feet 
By  grace  renewed,     I     feel    at    last,     A   pardon  sure,     a   joy  complet 
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ardor  warms  my  breast ;  0,  let  my  God,  my    Savior   reign.   Who,  in    his  sor- row  gives  me 
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rest,  And  in    his    death        I     live     a  -  gain.     I     live     again,      I    live  again ;     0,   let  my 
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JgM,  CHILD  of  God,  an  heir  of  heaven, 
c/jJm    Though  highest  hopes  my  bosom  swell, 
"^  The  rapture  of  a  soul  forgiven, 

No  tongue  can  sing,  nor  language  tell. 
A  sacred  love  inspires  my  breast ; 
0,  let  my  God,  my  Savior  reign, 
Who  in  his  sorrow  gives  me  rest, 
And  in  his  death  I  live  again. 
I  live  again,  etc. 


<^K)  'LL  sing  the  glory  of  his  name, 
d*>     Who  bids  the  storm  of  trouble  cease, 


V 


Who  doth  my  wandering  feet  reclaim, 
And  keeps  my  soul  in  perfect  peace. 

Transporting  thought,  divinely  blest, 
With  him  to  rise,  with  him  to  reign, 

Who  in  his  sorrow  gives  me  rest, 
And  in  his  death  I  live  again. 
I  live  again,  etc. 


"Thkn  in  the  evening  they  talked  to- 
gether, and  Christian  told  them  whence  he 
had  come  and  whither  he  was  going,  and 
he  said,  As  I  went  but  a  little  farther,  I  saw 
one,  as  I  thought  in  my  mind,  hang  bleed- 
ing upon  the  Tree;  and  the  very  sight  of 
him  made  my  burden  fall  off  my  back,  (for 
I  groaned  under  a  very  heavy  burden,)  but 
then  it  fell  down  from  off  me.  'Twas  a 
strange  thing  to  me,  for  I  never  saw  such 


^ 


a  thing  before ;  yea,  and  while  I  stood  look- 
ing up  (for  then  I  could  not  forbear  look- 
ing) three  Shining  Ones  came  to  me.  One 
of  them  testified  that  my  sins  were  forgiven 
me;  another  stript  me  of  my  Rags,  and 
gave  me  this  broidered  Coat ;  and  the  third 
set  the  Mark  which  you  see  in  my  forehead, 
and  gave  me  this  sealed  Roll ;  and  with  thai 
he  plucked  it  out  of  bis  bosom." 


T1IE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


jftttlfrig  for  t\t  ftarir. 


I   must   work   the   works   of  him    that    sent    mo,    while    it   is    day;    the 
night    cometh,    when    no   man    can    work." 

27 

SOW).  CHORUS.  SOLO. 


ter  •  nal  life,    e- 

2.  Un    -    der     onr  Captain,  Je-sus  Christ,  Battling     for    the    Lord!        We've  list  -ed    for   this 

3.  We'll  fight    a -gainst  the  powers  of  sin,  Battling     for    the    Lord!       In        fa  -  vor    of   our 
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ter-  nal       joy,  Battling       for    the     Lord  I     We'll  work  till     Je  •  bus     comes,    We'll 

mor  -  tal       life,  Battling       for    the     Lord!     We'll  work,  etc. 

heavenly      King,        Battling       for    the     Lord!     We '11  work,  etc. 


work  till   Je  -  sns    comes,     We '1J  work  till    Je-sus    comes,  And  then  we'll  rest  at  home. 

,J3,.  .  S3- 


Home,      home,    sweet,  sweet  home!  Pre-pare  me,  dear     Savior,     for     glo  -  ry,    my  home. 


.ND  when  onr  warfare  here  is  o'er 
\sjg)    Battling  for  the  Lord ! 
^  This  strife  we'll  leave,  and  war  no  mora, 
Battling  for  the  Lord! 
We'll  work,  etc. 


TTR  friends  and  kindred  there  we  '11  meet. 

On  the  heavenly  shore! 
And  gronnd  onr  arms  at  Jesus'  feet, 

On  the  heavenly  shore! 
We'll  work,  etc. 


"Now  Cftrifiinn  bcthoneht  himself  of  set- 
ting forward,  and  the*  were  willing  he 
■hould-  but  first,  said  lacy,  let  ns  go  into 
the  Armory:  for  yon  have  h'-itrtl  in  the 
words  of  the  truth  of  the  Go«pel,  that  you 
must  throneh  many  tribulations  enter  into 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.  And  again,  that 
City  bonds  and  affliction-  abide 
you  ;  and  therefore  you  can  not  expert  that 
you  should  go  long   on    your  Pilgrimage 


^ 


without  them,  in  some  sort  or  other.    Tout 
have  found  something  of  the  truth  of  these 
testimonial  upon  you  already,  and  more 
will  follow.    Bo  they  went  in  to  the  Armory: 

and  when  they  came  there,  they  barm 
him  from  head  to  fool  with  what  was  of 
proof,  IcHt  perhaps  he  should  meet  with 
aes&Uitl  in  the  way.  lie  l..-jng  therefore 
thtu  aoeoatered.  walketh  out  with  his 
to  the  Gate." 
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THE  SINGING  FILGKIM. 
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Whosoever  cLrinketh  of  the  water  that  I  shall  give  him,  shall  never 

thirst." 
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9th  P.  M. 


Cheerful 


)HOUGH  our  way  is  often  dreary, 
-^    And  in  gloom  the  sky  is  clad ; 
v  Though  the  steps  grow  faint  and  weary 
And  the  heart  is  sick  and  6ad ; 
There 's  a  well  of  living  pleasure, 

Every  night  and  morning  too, 
Flowing  in  exhaustless  measure, 
Ever  blessing,  ever  new. 
Drink,  and  you  '11,  etc. 


E  may  ever  have  that  fountain, 

Welling  with  exhaustless  flow, 
In  the  valley,  on  the  mountain, 

Wheresoe'er  our  steps  may  go. 
As  we  drink,  a  holy  beauty 

Fills  our  souls,  so  washed  and  blest, 
And  our  hands  grow  strong  for  duty, 

And  our  weary  hearts  find  rest. 
Drink,  and  you  '11,  etc. 


f  "I  beheld  then,  that  they  all  went  on 
till  they  came  to  the  foot  of  the  Hill  Diffi- 
culty, at  the  bottom  of  which  was  a  Spring 
which  is  called  the  Well  of  Living  Water. 
There  was  also  in  the  same  place  two  other 
ways  besides  that  which  came  straight  from 
the  Gate;  one  turned  to  the  left  hand,  and 
TI  the  other  to  the  right  at  the  bottom  of  the 
t  Hill ;  but  the  narrow  way  lay  right  up  the 
Hill,  and  the  name  of  the  one  going  up 


^f^FSr 


the  side  of  the  Hill  is  c-'.led  Difficulty. 
Christian  now  went  to  the  Spring,  and 
drank  thereof  to  refresh  himself,  and  then 
began  to  go  up  the  Hill.  Now  about  the 
midway  to  the  top  of  the  Hill  was  a 
pleasant  Arbor,  made  by  the  Lord  of  the 
Hill  for  the  refreshing  of  weary  travelers; 
thither  therefore  Christian  got,  where  also 
he  sat  down  to  rest  him." 
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THE  SINGING  JPILGMIM. 
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They  shall  mount  up  -with  wings  as   eagles,  and  they  shall  -wallr  and. 

not    faint." 
29 
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1.  "I'm    try-ing    to    climb     up      Zi  -  on's  Dill,"  For  the     Bar  -  ior    whispers  "Love  me; 

2.  I  know       I'm    but        a        lit  -  tie  child,    My        Btrength  will  not     pro  -  tect  me; 

3.  Then     come       with    me,    we'll    up -ward  go,      And  climb  this  hill      to   -  goth-er; 
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Though  all     be  -  neath     is       dark     as    death,  Yet    the      stars      are  bright      a  -  bove    me. 
But      then      I        am      the      Sav  -  ior's  Iamb,  And  he       will    not       neg-lect     me. 

And       as       we    walk,  we'll  sweet  -  ly      talk,   And  sing       as      we         go     thith  -  er. 
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Then    up  •  ward  still,      to       Zi  -  on's    Hill,    To     the     land      of      joy       and   beau  -  ty, 
Then    all       the     time     I'll     try      to     climb    This  ho    -    ly      hill        of      Zi    -   on, 

Then  mount  up     still    God's     ho  -  ly       hill,     Till   we     reach    the    pearl   -   y     port  -  als, 
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My     path    be  -  fore  shines  more   and     more,     As       it     nears     the    gold  -  en      cit  -    y. 
For      I      am    sure     the    way       is       pure,      And  on        it   comes  "no     li    -  on.' 

Where  raptured  tongues  proclaim  the     songs      Of     the      shi  •  ning-robed   im  •  mor-tals. 
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SOLO,  ob  Semi-chorus. 


DUET,  oa  2d  Semi-chobus.        FULL  CHORUS. 


Repeat  Chorus. 


'm  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill,  I  'm  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill,  Climbing,  climbing,  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill. 
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"  I  looked  then  after  Christian  to  see  him 

?;o  up  the  Hill,  where  I  perceived  he  fell 
rom  running  to  going,  and  from  going  to 
clambering  upon  his  hands  and  k 
cause  of  the  ■teepneai  of  the  pla. 
when  he  was  got  up  to  the  top  of  the  Hill, 
there  came  two  men  running  against  him 
amain  ;  to  whom  Christian  said,  Sirs,  what's 
the  matter  you  run  the  wrong  way?  Tim- 
orous answered  that  they  were  going  to  the 
City  of  Zion,  and  had  got  up  that  difficult 
place,  hut,  said  he,  the  farther  we  go,  the 
more  danger  we  meet  with.    Yes,  said  Mis- 
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trust,  for  just  before  us  lie  a  couple  of  Llona 
in  the  way,  (whether  sleeping  or  waking  we 
know  not,)  and  we  could  not  think,  if  we 
cam"-  in  reach,  but  they  would  presently 
pull  us  in  pieces.  Then  said  Christum,  If  I 
go  back  to  mine  own  country,  that  is  pre- 
pared lor  Kire  and  Brimstone.  If  I  can  get 
to  the  Celestial  City  1  urn  sure  to  be  in 
■afetj  there.  I  must  venture:  To  go  back 
is  nothing  hut  death  ;  to  go  forward  is  fear 
of  death,  hut  life  everlasting  beyond  it.  I 
will  yet  go  forward." 
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Ee    -   joio  -  ing        in       hope     of       my      glo 
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home, 


Be  -   joi    -   cing 
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HATE'ER  thou  deniest,  0,  give  me  thy  grace,    (jSa  LONG,  dearest  Lord,  in  thy  beauties  to  shine 
The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  thy     ^  No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine ; 


mC  The  Spirit 
face: 
Endue  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  thy  throne, 
And  find,  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of  home. 


And  in  thy  dear  image  arise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  thee  at  home. 


"Then  Christian  began  to  go  forward; 
bat  Discretion,  Pietyx  Charity,  and  Prudenoe 
would  accompany  him  down  to  the  foot  of 
the  Hill.  So  they  went  on  together,  reiter- 
ating their  former  discourses,  till  they 
came  to  go  down  the  Hill.  Then  said 
Christian,  As  it  was  difficult  coming  up,  so 
it  is  dangerous  going  down.  Yes,  said  Pru- 
dence, 60  it  is,  for  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  a 
man  to  go  down  into  the  Valley  of  Humili- 
ation, as  thou  art  now,  and  to  catch  no 
slip  by  the  way;  therefore,  said  they,  are 


we  come  out  to  accompany  thee  down  the 
Hill.  So  he  began  to  go  down,  but  very 
warily ;  yet  he  caught  a  slip  or  two.  Then 
I  saw  in  my  Dream  that  these  good  Com- 
panions, when  Christian  had  gone  down  to 
the  bottom  of  the  Hill,  and  was  wiak  and 
sorrowful  in  the  depth  of  the  Valley,  gave 
him  a  loaf  of  Bread,. a  bottle  of  Wine,  and 
a  cluster  of  Raisins ;  and  then  he  went  on 
his  way,  but  having  many  sore  conflicts  in 
this  Valley  of  Humiliation." 
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Yea,   though.   I   walh    through    tlio   valley   of  the   Shadow  of  Death.,    I 
■will    fear   no   evil." 


1.  I'm  walking    In    the  shadow,  How  lone-ly      is     my   way;  The  night  has  gathered  o'er  me, 

2.  I'm  walking    in    the  shadow,  But  whither  does    it      lead?  My   Father,  deign   to  help  me, 


1 — i — i — r-*i — i — n — i — r 


Nor  left  one  cheering  ray.      No  guiding     star     to  light  me     A-long   this  dreary  vale; 


Nor  left  one  cheering  ray.      No  guiding     star     to  light  me     A-long   this  dreary  vale; 
Thy  gen-tle    hand  I    need.     I     dare  not     ven-ture  onward,     Nor  would  I  turn  a  -  side; 


rny  gen-tle    nana  i    need,     l     aare  not     ven-ture  on 

,,   S££#f.£LtTy_iJ_Jlr_T<at 


Refrain,  very  softly. 


My  steps  are  weak  and  trembling,  I  feel     my  courage  fail.      I  'm  walking   in    the  shadow, 
Thou   only   canst   direct   me,   My  Shepherd  and  my  Guide.    I  'm  walking,  etc. 
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Of  darkness,  gloom,  and  woe;    Be  with   me, 


Be 


'*     »     g: 
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5  'M  walking  in  the  shadow, 
i     But  hark!  methinks  I  hear 
The  voice  of  one  before  me, 

That  tells  a  friend  is  near. 
A  Pilgrim  in  the  valley. 
And  yet  he  fears  no  ill. 
Wot  Qod  the  Lord  is  with  him, 
His  staff  a  comfort  still. 
I  m  walking,  etc. 


0  my  Savior,  And  show  me  where  to 
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S)'M  walking  in  the  shadow, 
,     But  lo!  the  morning  breaks* 
And  with  its  glad  returning, 
My  hope  renewed  awakes. 

The  Lord  from  every  danger 
Has  cleared  my  tangled  way  I 

He  brought  deep  things  from  darknose. 
And  turned  my  night  to  day. 
I  'm  walking,  etc. 


"When  Christian  had  traveled  in  this  dis- 
consolate condition  some  considerable  time, 
he  thought   he   heard   the  roice  of  man,  as 
going   before   him,  Haying,   Themgl 
through  the  Vnll^u  of  Uu  Shadow  o) 
trill  /Mr  no  HI,  for  thou  art  with   m 

,'lad,  because  be  gathered  from 
thence  that  tome  who  feared  God  were  in 
this  Valley  as  well  an  himself,  and  because 
ived  that  God  whs  with  them, 
though  in  that  dark  and  dismal  state.  So 
he  went  on,  and  called  to  him  that  was  be- 


fore: but  he  knew  what  to  answer,  for  that 
he  also  thought  himself  to  be  alono.  And 
by  and  by  the  day  broke;  then  said  Chris- 
tian, He  hath  turned  the  Shadow  of  Death  into 
morning.  So  he  saw  by  the  Ught  of  the 
day  what  hazards  he  had  gone  through  in 
the  dark:  the  Ditch  that  was  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  Quag  that  was  on  the  other. 
'I'll---'-  things  were  discovered  to  him  ac- 
cording to  that  which  is  written,  lie  ducoc- 
irrth  ittrp  thing*  ovl  of  darhw-M,  and  bringelh 
out  to  light  the  Bhadow  of  Death. 
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THE  SINGING  JPILGItlM. 


32 


With  simplicity 


'Cast   th.y   "burden   on.   tlie   Lord." 

Response. 


2.  But        en     -    e    -    mies     are         round; 

3.  My        Fa  -  ther,       it         is  dark; 


Yes,  child, 
Child,  take 
Response. 


I  know, 

my         hand, 


Thou  must  pass  through  this  tangled,  dreary  wild,  If  thou  wouldst  reach  the  |  cit  -  y        un  -  de  -  filed, 


*s# 


That  where  thou  least  expectst  thou'lt  find  a  foe ;  But  victor  shalt  thou  prove  |  o'er         all     be  -  low, 
Cling  close  to  me,  I  '11  lead  thee  through  the  land ;  Trust  my  all-seeing  care,  |  so         shalt  thou  stand 

cres. 
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w 


Thy     peace  -  ful 

JU i , 


home 


bove,      Thy     peace  -  ful 
P 


home 


bove. 


m^. 
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On     -     ly       seek    strength     a  -  bove,       On    -    ly       seek     strength     a    -     bove. 
Midst    glo  •   ry       bright        a  -  bove.       Midst  glo   -  ry        bright       a   -    bove. 

/ P  PP ^ 

— 1 ,  _ 
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T  footsteps  seem  to  slide. 

Response— Child,  only  raise 
f  Thine  eyes  to  me,  then  in  these  slippery  ways 
X     I  will  hold  up  thy  goings ; 
And  thou  shalt  praise 

Me  for  each  step  above, 

Me  for  each  step  above. 


f  FATHER,  I  am  weary ! 
Respome—  Child,  lean  thine  head 
f  Upon  my  breast ;  it  was  my  love  that  spread 
\     Thy  rugged  path ;  hope  on, 
Till  I  have  said : 
Rest,  rest,  forever  rest, 
Rest,  rest,  forever  rest. 


N.  B.— The  response  and  chant  should  be  sung  at  an  echo,  or  from  another  room  or  gallery,  just  so  as  to 
be  distinctly  heard. 


4- 

&X&  SAW  then  in  my  dream,  that  the  pathway  here  was  exceeding  narrow,  and  therefore  good  Chris- 
c&t   tian  was  the  more  put  to  it;  for  when  he  sought  in  the  dark  to  shun  the  ditch  on  the  o_ne  hand. 


^  he  was  ready  to  slip  into  the  mire  on  the  other.  Thus  ne  went  on,  and  I  heard  him  here  sigh 
bitterly;  for  besides  the  daneers  mentioned  above,  the  pathwav  was  here  so  dark,  that  ofttimes  when 
he  lift  up  his  foot  to  set  forward,  he  knew  not  where,  or  upon  what  he  should  set  it  next.  So  he  cried 
in  my  hearing— '0  Lord,  I  beseech  thee,  deliver  my  soul! 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


rf  mtxcn. 


'  Out  of  ttie  depths  have  I  cried   unto  th.ee,  O  Lord. 
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9th  P.  M. 


Andante. 
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BOM  the  depths  thy  hand  hath  brought  me 

To  a  bright  and  living  way; 
Crowned  my  head  with  richest  blessing, 

Turned  my  darkness  into  day. 


S.  AFELY  on  the  "  Bock  of  Ages," 
£T    Still  to  thee  my  voice  I  '11  raise ; 
r  Thou  didst  give  me  joy  for  sadness, 
And  for  mourning  songs  of  praise. 


OW  morning  being  come,  he  looked  back,  not  out  of  desire  to  return,  but  to  see,  by  the  light  of  the 
day,  what  hazards  he  had  gone  through  in  the  dark.  8o  he  saw  more  perfectly  the  Ditch  that  was 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  Quag  that  was  on  the  other;  also  how  narrow  the  way  was  which  led 
betwixt  them  both  ;  also  now  he  saw  the  Hobgoblins,  and  Satyrs,  and  Dragons  of  the  Pit,  but  all  afar  off; 
for  after  break  of  day  they  came  not  nigh  ;  yet  they  were  discovered  unto  him,  according  to  that  which  is 
written,  He  dUcoverelh  deep  things  out  of  darkness,  and  bringeth  otit  to  light  the  Shadow  of  Death.  How  WtM 
Christian  much  affected  with  his  deliverance  from  all  the  dangers  of  his  solitary  way,  and  he  Bftid,  His 
candle  shitteth  on  my  head,  and  by  his  light  I  go  through  darknesa." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


Stand,    therefore,    having    your    loins    girt    about    -with    truth.,    and. 
having    the    breastplate    of   righteousness." 
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fear  -  less   -    ly       go!     And   Btand     like    the    brave    with    thy    face       to       the 
thon  wouldst  o'erthrow,    Then  stand     like    the    brave  with    thy    face        to       the 
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foe. 
foe. 
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Stand  like  the  brave.    Stand  like  the  brave,    Stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to   the    foe. 


^)HE  cause  of  thy  Master,  with  vigor  defend,  i*0> 

^  Be  watchfnl,  be  zealous,  and  fight  to  the  end ;     c©? 
v     Wherever  he  leads  thee,  go,  valiantly  go. 

And  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  ftice  to  the  foe. 
Stand  like  the  brave,  etc. 


STRESS  on,  never  doubting,  thy  Captain  is  near, 
With  grace  to  supply,  and  with  comfort  to  cheer ; 
His  love,  like  a  stream,  in  the  desert  will  flow. 
Then  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the  foe. 
Stand  like  the  brave,  etc. 


"But  now  in  this  Valley  of  Humiliation, 
poof  (Christian  was  hard  put  to  it;  for  he 
had  gone  Dut  a  little  way,  before  he  espied 
a  foul  Fiend  coming  over  the  field  to  meet 
him  ;  his  name  is  Apollyon.  Then  did  Chris- 
tian  begin  to  bo  afraid,  and  to  cast  in  his 
mind  whether  to  go  back  or  to  stand  his 
ground:  But  he  considered  again  that  he 
had  no  Armor  for  his  back,  and  therefore 


^Oj^ 


thought  that  to  turn  the  back  to  him 
might  give  him  the  greater  advantage  with 
ease  to  pierce  him  with  his  darts.  There- 
fore he  resolved  to  venture  and  stand  his 
ground :  For,  thought  he,  had  I  no  more 
in  mine  eye  than  the  saving  of  my  life, 
'twould  be  the  best  way  to  stand.  T 
stood  having  on  the  whole  armor  of  God, 
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THE  SIXGIXG   PILGRIM. 


No   man,  having   pnt    his    hand    to   the    plow,    and   looking   back,    is    fit 
for   the    kingdom    of  God." 


1.  Conr  -  age,    bro  -  ther,     do      not    stnm  -  ble,  Though  thy  path    be     dark 


2.  Let       the    road      be     rough  and    drea  -  ry,    And       its     end     far     out 

3.  Per   •  ish     pol     -    i    -    cy      and    cun-ning!  Per   -    ish      all    that  fears 

4.  Trust   no     par   -   ty,    sect,     or      fac  -  tion ;  Trust     no     lead  -  era      in 


as    night; 

of  sight, 
the  light! 
tbi   fight: 
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Do    the  right, 


Do    the  right, 


Bit. 


'Trust  in  God,  and  do    the  right. 
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Do    the  right. 


Do  the  right, 


I        I 


jUMPLE  rule,  and  safest  guiding, 
Inward  peace,  and  inward  might, 
Star  upon  our  path  abiding, 
"Trust  m  God,  and  do  the  right." 
Do  the  right,  etc. 


:',OME  will  hate  thee,  some  will  lore  thee. 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight; 
Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee, 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 
Do  the  right,  etc. 


5Y1HEN  said  ApoUyon,  Thou  knowest  for  the  most  part,  the  Servants  of  Prince  Emanuel  come  to  an 
-dy-  ill  end,  because  they  are  transgressors  against  me  and  my  ways:  and  besides,  thou  countest  his 
service  better  than  mine,  whereas  he  never  came  yet  from  the  place  There  he  is  to  deliver  any  th.it 
served  him  out  of  our  hands;  but  as  for  me,  how  many  times,  as  all  the  YForld  knows,  have  I  delivered 
those  that  have  faithfully  served  me,  from  him  and  his,  though  taken  by  them.  But  Christian  answered, 
His  forbearing  at  present  to  deliver  them  is  on  purpose  to  try  their  love,  whether  thej  will  cleave  to  him 
to  the  end;  and  as  for  the  ill  end  thou  sayest  they  come  to,  that  is  most  glorious  in  their  account ;  for,  for 
present  deliverance,  they  do  not  much  expect  it,  for  they  stay  for  their  Glory,  and  then  they  shall  have  it, 
wht>n  their  Prince  comes  in  his  and  the  Glory  of  the  Angels." 
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ban    -   ner,      Ye       must     not      suf  -  fer  loss, 

con    -   flict,      In         this       his       glo  -  rious        day. 
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"Ye       that     are       men     now 
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serve      him,"  A 


A 


w 

ar    •    my      shall       he         lead, 
gainst     un  -  num  -  bered      foes ; 

r— t*- 


£= 


**-- 


jp*- 


r 


w 


-* -%r 


^ 


-  ,     ,       ,  I  i 

* g      r    » 


3: 


m 


Till  ev'    -    ry         foe         is  van  -  quired.  And    Christ      is       Lord      ia    -   deed 

Your      cour  -  age       rise      with        dan    -   ger,      And  strength  to    strength  op   -   pose, 
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IQITAND  up  1  stand  up  for  Jesus  t 
"   f    Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 
Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own. 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls  or  danger, 
Be  never  wanting  there. 


£TAND  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


"Then  Christian  stood  face  to  face  with 
Apollyon.  And  Apollyon  broke  out  into  a 
grievous  rage,  saying,  I  am  an  enemy  to 
this  Prince;  I  hate  his  Person,  his  Laws, 
and  People;  1  am  come  out  on  purpose  to 
withstand  thee.  Beware  what  ^you  do, 
Apollyon,  said  Christian,  for  I  am  in  the 
Kings  Highway,  the  way  of  Holiness, 
therefore  take  heed  to  yourself.  Then 
Apollyon  straddled  quite  over  the  whole 
breadth  of  the  way,  and  threw  a  flaming 
dart  at  his   breast,  but  Christian   had   a 


shield  in  his  hand,  with  which  he  caught 
it,  and  so  prevented  the  danger  of  that. 
Then  did  Christian  draw  his  sword,  for  he 
saw  it  was  time  to  bestir  him;  and  Apol- 
lyon as  fxst  made  at  him,  throwing  darts 
as  tMsls  as  hail.  But  Christian  at  last 
gave  him  a  deadly  thrust,  saying,  In  all 
'hese  things  we  are  more  than  Conquerors, 
through  tiim  that  loved  us.  And  with  that 
Apollyon  spread  forth  his  Dragon's  wings, 
and  sped  him  away." 
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"Many    are    the    afflictions  of*  the    righteous,  but   the    Lord  delivereth 

him    out   of  them   all." 
87  9th  P.  M. 


— & — 

1.  When    we  pass  through  yon-der      riv    -  er, 

2.  Af    -     ter  war  -  fare,    rest     is      pleas -ant; 

3.  "When  we  gain     the     heavenly        re  -  gions, 

4.  0,        that  hope,  how  bright,  how  gh?  -  rious! 
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When   we    reach  the      far  -  ther  shore, 

0         how  sweet  the  proa  -  pect'  is ! 

When  we    touch  the  heavenly  shore— 

'T  is      his     peo  -  pie's  blest      re    -  ward ; 

♦     ft     -<a     -o.  .a. 
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There's  an     end 

of     war     for 

-   ev   -   er, 

We    shall     lee     onr     foes      no 

more : 

Though  we     toil 

and  strive    at 

pres  -  ent, 

Let     us       not     re  -  pine     at 

this; 

Bless   -  ed  thought,  no    hos  -   tile 

le  -  gions 

Can      a  -  larm    or       trou  -  ble 

more: 

In          the     Sav  - 

ior's  strepgth  vio 

-  to  -  rious, 

They  at    length  be  -  hold  their 

Lord: 
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All  our      con  -  flicts  then  shall  cease, 

Toil  and    pain     and    con  -  flict  past, 

Far  be  -  yond     the  reach     of  foes. 

In  his    king  -  dom  they    shall  rest, 

I  I 


1  M-    %- 

Fol  -  lowed    by       e    -    ter  -  nal  peace. 

All       en  -  dear    re  -  pose       at  last. 

We     shall  dwell  in     sweet      re  -    pose, 

his      love     be      ful    •    ly  blest. 


In 


M 


:g=g: 


is: 


sol. 


DISMISSION. 

"MY  PEACE    I    LEAVE   WITH  TOO.' 


ORD,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 

Let  us  each  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace. 
O  refresh  us,  O  refresh  us, 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 


2  Thanks  we  give  and  adoration. 
For  thy  Gospel's  ioyful  sound; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 


In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ; 

May  thy  presence,  may  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  So.  whene'er  the  signal 's  given, 
Us  from  earth  to  draw  away, 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey— 

Mhv  we,  ready,  may  we,  ready, 
Rise  and  reign  in  endless  day. 


"  So  when  the  Battle  was  over,  Christian 
said,  1  will  here  give  thanks  to  him  that 
hath  delivered  me  out  of  the  mouth  of  the 
Lion,  to  him  that  did  help  me  against  Apot- 
lyon.  And  so  he  did,  saying,  Ureal 
fmb,  th»-  Captain  of  this  Fiend  designed  my 
ruin;  therefore  to  this  end  he  sent  him 
against  rue.  But  the  strong  one  helped 
me  and  I  did  prevail.  Therefore  to  him 
It  in--  give  lasting  praise,  and  always 
thank  and  bless  his    name.    Then  there 


came  to  him  a  hand,  with  some  of  the 
leaves  of  the  tree  of  Life,  the  which  Chris. 
Horn  took,  Hnd  applied  to  the  wounds  that 
he  had  revolted  in  the  battle,  and  was 
healed  immediately.  He  alao  sat  down  in 
thai  place  to  eat  bread,  and  to  dr'nk  of 
the  Bottle  that  was  given  him  a  little  be- 
fore; so  being  refreshed,  he  addressed  him- 
self to  his  journey  with  his  sword  draw  n 
in  his  hand." 


-gfcfrjg 


2^^£r: 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


And   that,  knowing  the   time,  that  now  it   is   high   time  to   awake   out 

of  sleep." 


-& & 

1.  Bid       me       of      men 

2.  0,        may      I        calm    -   ly 


wait 


And 
Thy 

A 


to  my  ways      take    heed; 

soc   -    cora  from        a    -  bove: 
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Dis  -  cern    their     ev'  -   ry        se  -  cret    snare, 
And  stand     a  •  gainst  their      o  -   pen     hate, 


And    cir 
And  well 


cum    -   spect  -  ly     tread, 
dis     -     sem  -  bled    love. 


&   PIT   UP^ 


s 


■>Y  spirit,  Lord,  alarm, 
)    When  men  and  devils  join; 
'Gainst  all  the  powers  of  Satan  arm, 
In  panoply  divine. 
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'ANG  on  thy  arm  alone, 
)    With  self-distrusting  care, 
And  deeply  in  tne  Spirit  groan 
The  never-ceasing  prayer. 


Nev   -    er        to      mur  -  mur      at 
Un  -  moved     by     threatening     or 


my     stay, 
re  -  ward. 


Or     wish       my      sun"  -  rings  less. 
To      thee        and     thy     great  name. 

♦  4 .  -^  ^  *-   J  -*■ 


JEALOUS,  just  concern. 
c^£>    For  thine  immortal  praise ; 
^  A  pure  desire  that  all  may  learn 
And  glorify  thy  grace. 


DT  let  me  still  abide, 
Nor  from  my  hope  remove, 

Till  thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 
Into  thy  perfect  love. 


TOOW  when  he  was  out  of  this  Valley  he  came  upon  a  pleasant  Hill  on  which  was  an  Arbor,  and  m  it 
is*/  he  sat  down  and  soon  fell  asleep;  but  when  he  woke  he  started  on  his  journey,  but  his  Boll  had 
*  fallen  from  his  bosom  and  he  knew  it  not.  When  Christian  found  his  Roll  was  gone  he  was  sore 
perplexed,  and  turned  back  with  sorrow  seeking  it  as  he  went.  Now  by  this  time  he  was  come  to  the 
Arbor  again,  where  for  awhile  he  sat  down  and  wept;  but  at  last,  looking  sorrowfully  down  under  the 
settle,  there  he  espied  his  Roll ;  the  which  he  with  trembling  and  haste  catched  up,  and  put  it  into  his 
bosom.  But  who  can  tell  how  joyful  this  man  was  when  he  had  gotten  his  Roll  again  !  for  this  Roll  was 
the  assurance  of  his  life  and  acceptance  at  the  desired  Haven.  Therefore  ho  laid  it  up  in  his  bosom,  gave 
thanks  to  God  for  directing  his  eye  to  the  place  where  it  lay,  and  with  joy  and  tears  he  took  himself  again 
to  his  journey.    But  oh  how  nimbly  now  did  he  go  up  the  rest  of  the  Hill." 


xSl^ 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


We  know  that  when  he  shall   appear,  we   shall  be   lihe   him,  fbr  -we 
shall   see   him.   as   he   is." 


i^imi 


My       life's       a        shade,   my        days       A    -    pace         to        death       de   -   cline; 


2.  My       peace  -  ful       grave   shall      keep     My       bones       till        that      sweet      day; 

3.  I  said     some  •  times   with      tears,    Ah        me,        I'm      loath       to  die  I 


I  wake    from       my        long      sleep,      And      leave       my  bed        of        clay. 

Lord,        si  -   lence     thou     these     fears,      My       life's      with         thee       on       high. 


se?^ 


CHORUS. 
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Sweet  truth  to    me!    I    shall      a  -  rise,  And    with  these  eyes  My    Sav  -  ior 


Sweet  truth  to     me  I    I       shall   a  -  rise,  And    with  these  eyes  My    Sav  -  ior 


-if-n*: 
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El^si 
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HAT  means  my  trembling  heart, 
To  be  thus  shy  of  death? 

My  life  and  I  shan't  part, 
Though  I  resign  my  breath. 
Sweet  truth  to  me,  etc. 


">" 


^HEN  welcome,  harmless  grave: 
•A    By  thee  to  heaven  I  '11  go; 


My  Lord  his  death  shall  save 
Me  from  the  flames  below. 
Sweet  truth  to  me,  etc. 


5YyHEN  some  began  to  wonder  at  the  Coat  that  was  on  Chrittian'i  back,  which  was  so  different  from 
£*■>■  theirs.  Then  Christian  said,  As  for  this  Coat  that  is  on  my  back,  it  was  given  me  by  the  Lord  of  the 
v  place  whither  I  go,  to  cover  my  nakedness  with,  in  order  that  I  might  appear  before  him  without 
shame.  And  I  take  it  as  a  token  of  kindness  to  me,  for  I  had  nothing  but  rags  before.  And  besides,  thus 
I  comfort  myself  as  I  go:  Barely,  think  I,  when  I  com-  to  the  gate  of  the  City,  the  Lord  thereof  will  know 
me  for  good,  since  I  have  his  Coat  on  my  back  ;  a  coat  that  be  gave  me  freely  in  the  day  that  he  stript  me 
of  my  rags.  I  will  tell  you  moreover,  that  I  had  then  given  me  a  Roll  sealed,  to  comfort  me  by  reading  as 
I  go  in  the  way :  I  was  also  bid  to  give  it  in  at  the  Celestial  Gate,  in  token  of  my  certain  going  in  after  it; 
for  in  this  Kofi  I  read  that  /  bhall  behold  hia  face  in  righleoumeu.  Now  Cfurittian,  being  thus  encouraged, 
went  on  his  journey,  and  saw  again  Evanaeltit  coming  to  him." 


H. 
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THE  SINGING  JPILGBIM. 


I    shall    be    satisfied    when    I    awake    with,    thy    lihenes*." 


EgEf^ggJ^4^=^=g=^^ 


1.  Through  the  love    of    God,  our    Savior,     All     will     be 


well; 


Free  and   changeless 
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is     his     fa  -  vor,       All,       all     is 


I   ^1 
well! 


-!>-£*-£ 


Precious     is     the    blood  that  healed"  ua, 


Per  -  feet        is      the  grace    that     sealed  us,  Strong  the  hand  stretched  out  to     shield  us ; 
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All  must  be     well.       Yes,  when  I      awake     in    thy  likeness,  Then  all  must  be     well. 


•^y- 


HOUGH  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well  I 
Happy,  still  in  God  confiding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, 

All  must  be  well. 
Yea,  when  I,  etc. 


E  expect  a  bright  to-morrow, 

All  will  be  well; 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well! 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying. 

All  must  be  well. 
Yes,  when  I,  etc. 


WKHEN  B&ld'Evangelist,  Right  glad  am  I  that  you  have  continued  in  the  way  to  this  very  day.  I  have 
i£2  sowed  and  you  have  reaped;  and  the  day  is  coming  when  both  he  that  sowed  and  they  that  reaped  - 
shall  rejoice  together;  for  in  due  time  you  shall  reap,  if  you  faint  not.  The  Crown  is  before  you,  \l 
and  it  is  an  incorruptible  one;  so  run  that  you  may  obtain  it.  Some  there  be  that  set  out  for  this  Crown,  j  £ 
and  after  they  have  gone  far  for  it,  another  comes  in  and  takes  it  from  them  ;  hold  fast  therefore  that  you  J  To 
havo.  let  no  man  take  your  Crown.  You  have  not  yet  resisted  unto  blood  striving  against  sin ;  let  the 
K  inedom  be  always  before  yon,  and  believe  steadfastly  concerning  things  that  are  invisible.  In  this  world 
ye  shall  have  tribulation ;  but  you  have  all  power  in  Heaven  and  Earth  on  your  side,  and  in  the  other 
world  ye  shall  have  rest  for  evermore.    So  Christian,  more  cheerful  than  ever,  went  on  his  journey. 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


WW  Jiranus  fe^%is:  to  Jstot 


Iron  sharpeneth  iron,  so  a  man.  eharpeneth  the  countenance  of  his 

friend." 


IT- 0     0    •*■•  0     0 0    0    0    0-0 7*"" ' 0    0    '0- 

1.  Wi'll  journey  together  to   Zion,  That  beautiful  city  of  light;  Whose  sky  is  unclouded  forever, 


Nor  Tailed  by  a  shadow  of  night.  We  '11  stay  not  to  drink  of  the  water,  Nor  rest  in  the  valley  below 

m  M-'M-  M-  -*k_    _  -m-    M-'  _    M.    JK' M.  **■---    .0^0. 
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Bat  cheered  by  the  cross  and  its  banner,  We  '11  sing  and  be  glad  as  we  go.  We  '11  journey  together  to  Zion, 

■3l_\±^.0  '0   0   '0   Sir    r    I    i  r ' ;    i    !    '    ■    i  ii    i)  0  i  S~S~fr 
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The  beautiful,  beautiful    Zion ;  We'll  journey  together  to  Zi-on,  The  beautiful  city     of    God. 


E  'LL  jonrney  together  to  Zion, 

Where  all  who  are  faithful  may  share 
A  place  in  the  mansion  of  glory 

Our  Savior  has  gone  to  prepare. 
FJi-  dock  he  will  fefd  like  h  Shepherd, 

And  guard  them  by  night  and  by  day; 
V  e  11  talk  of  his  goodness  and  mercy, 

And  tell  of  his  love  by  the  way. 
We'll  journey,  etc. 


I       I 


E'LL  journey  together  to  Zion, 

With  rapture  we  soon  shall  behold 
The  saints  who  have  reached  it  before  us. 

The  prophets  and  martyrs  of  old. 
We  11  learn  the  new  song  of  redemption. 

Which  only  the  ransomed  can  sing; 
Accriliing  all  honor  and  glory 

To  Jesus  on  r  Savior  and  K  ing. 
We  11  journey,  etc. 


"Now  as  Chrittxan  went  on  his  way,  he 
came  to  a  little  uscent,  which  was  ca-t  up 
on  purpose  that  Pilgrims  might  - - 
thflK.     I'p  there,  therefore,  ChrWian  went, 
and  looking  forward  he  -aw  FoUMmX  before 
him  upon  his  journey,  and  he  cr; 
good  Pilgrim,  whence  hast  thou  < 
whither  dost  thou  journey?    At  that  Faith- 
ful looked  behind  him,  and  said,  I  am  come 
from  the  City  of  Destruction,  and  I  journey 
to  the  City  of  the  Great  King.    To  whom 


ChriMan  cried  again,  Stay,  stay,  till  I  come 

"7  up  to  you.     But  Faithful  answered,  No,   I 

am  upon  my  life,  and  the  Avenger  of  BI<>o<l 

La  behind  me.     At  this  Christian  win  ^-"n   - 

what  in. -ved,  and  putting  to  all  hit  strength 
he  quickly  got  up  with  l'.iith/nl.  Then  1 
saw  in  my  Dream  they  went  very  lovingly 
on  together,  and  had  sweet  discourse  of  all 
things  that  had  happened  to  them  in  their 
Pilgrimage." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


\t  WLmXto 


Wherefore  let  him.  tliat  thinlieth.  lie    standeth.  talze    lieed   lest  h.e  fall. 
43 


1.  When  care  -  less    from     the     nar  -   row    way     Our   steps     we      turn        a  -   side, 

2.  If        wea  -   ry       in       our    work     of      love,    Or      Ian  -  guid       in        our     zeal, 


§^ii 
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And      sin  -   ful    pleas  -  ures     lure     the     soul      To     wan  -   der     from      its     guide, 
The     heart     is      cold     that    once     pro-fessed     A    heaven  -  ly       joy         to       feel, 


CHORUS. 
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^K)F  seldom  found  where  once  we  met 
<£,     To  ask  refreshing  grace, 
v  And  seek,  with  humble  Christian  faith, 
A  Father's  smiling  face, 
The  world  will  surely  mock  us  then, 
And  crucify  our  Lord  again. 


Ov,  LET  us  guard  our  every  thought, 
tea.     And  pray  for  strength  divine, 
^  That  like  a  city  on  a  hill, 
Our  light  may  ever  shine. 
Then  may  we  boast,  while  thus  we  live, 
A  joy  the  world  can  never  give. 


^raHEN  said  Christian,  Did  you  hear  no  talk  of  Neighbor  Pliable?  Yes,  Christian,  said  Faithful,  I  heard 
4£j.  that  he  followed  you  till  he  came  at  the  Slough  of  Dispond,  where,  as  some  said,  he  fell  in.  He  hath 
v  since  his  going  back  been  had  greatly  in  derision,  and  that  among  all  sorts  of  people;  some  do  mock 
and  despise  him  ;  and  scarce  will  any  set  him  on  work.  He  is  now  seven  times  worse  than  if  he  had  never 
gone  out  of  the  City.  They  say  he  is  a  Turncoat,  he  was  not  true  to  his  profession:  I  think  God  has 
stirred  even  his  enemies  to  hiss  at  him,  and  make  him  a  Proverb,  because  ne  hath  forsaken  the  way.  I 
met  him  once  in  the  Streets,  but  he  leered  away  on  the  other  »ide,  as  one  ashamed  of  what  he  had  done ; 
so  I  spake  not  to  him." 

•      ■  — <-— cu 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


to  k  n 


Whosoever,    therefore,    shall    confess    me    before    men,    him    -will    I    con- 
fess   also    before    my    Father   which    is    in    heaven." 


26th  P.  M. 


fraid       to      wear     thy    •    col    -    or,         Or     blush       to        fol  -   low       thee. 


§ 


SHAMED  to  be  a  Christian. 

To  love  my  God  and  King  1 
The  fire  of  zeal  is  burning. 

My  soul  is  on  the  wing. 
I  want  a  faith  made  perfect, 

That  all  the  world  may  see, 
I  stand  a  living  witness 

Of  mercy,  rich  and  free. 


^.SHAMED  to  be  a  Christian! 
9    My  guilty  fear  depart ; 
I  will  not  heed  the  tempter 

That  whispers  to  my  heart. 
Dear  Savior,  though  unworthy, 

Yet  this  my  only  plea, 
Thy  all-atoning  merit, 
If  or  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


5Y2/HKN  there  came  unto  Chrutian  one  whose  name  was  8hamex  and  he  spoke  great  swelling  words  even         ^ 
C*$.  against  Religion  itself;  he  said  it  was  a  pitiful,  low,  sneaking  business  for  a  man  to  mind  Religion,       >> 


^^  that  a  tender  conscience  was  an  unmanly  thing;  he  objected  "also  that  but  few  of  the  Mighty,  fii<  li,' 
or  Wise  were  ever  of  this  opinion,  and  ol.jected  to  the  base  a?id  low  estate  and  condition  of  those  that  were 
chiefly  the  Pilgrims  of  the  times  in  which  they  lived.  But  Christian  boldly  withstood  him  and  sai<l,  W  hut 
God  says  is  best,  though  all  the  men  in  the  world  are  against  it.  Seeing  then  that  God  prefers  his  Religion, 
seeing  God  prefers  a  tender  conscience.  Shame  depart,  thou  art  an  enemy  to  my  Salvation  :  shall  1  enter- 
tain thee  against  my  Sovereign  Lord?    How  then  shall  1  look  him  in  the  face  at  his  coming?  " 


<:>, 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM, 
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Persecuted,  but  not  forsaken;    cast  down,  but  not  destroyed.' 
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The    prom  -  ise      as  -  sures    ns- 
So       long     as      't  is  writ  -  ten- 


The 
The 


Lord  will     pro  -  vide. 
Lord  will     pro  -  vide. 


oft      he     has     tried),       The  heart-cheer  -  ing  prom  -  ise— The      Lord  will     pro  -  vide, 
gra  -  ces    have   tried,        This     an  -  swers    all  ques-tions—  The      Lord  will     pro  -  vide. 
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strength  of  our  own,  nor  goodness  we  claim ; 
Our  trust  is  all  thrown  on  Jesus'  name ; 
In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we  hide ; 
The    Lord    is   our   power— The  Lord  will   pro- 
vide. 


HEN  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  in  view, 
^CThe  word  of  his  grace  shall  comfort  us  through ; 
^r    Not  fearing  or  doubting,  with  Christ  on  our 
side, 

We  hope  to  die  shouting— The  Lord  will  provide. 


T  Sons,  said  Evangelist,  you  have  heard,  in  the  words  of  the  truth  of  the  Gospel,  that  you  must 
through  many  tribulations  enter  into  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.  And  again,  that  in  every  City 
bonds  and  afflictions  abide  you ;  and  therefore  you  can  not  expect  that  you  should  go  long  on  your 
Pilgrimage  withont  them,  in  some  sort  or  other.  You  have  found  something  of  the  truth  of  these  testi- 
monies upon  you  already,  and  more  will  immediately  follow ;  for  now,  as  you  see,  you  are  almost  out  of 
the  Wilderness ;  but  you  will  soon  come  into  a  Town  that  you  will  by  and  by  see  before  you ;  and  in  that 
Town  you  will  be  hardly  beset  with  enemies,  who  will  strain  hard  but  they  will  not  kill  you.  But  be  you 
faithful  unto  death,  and  the  King  will  give  you  a  Crown  of  life.  Quit  yourselves  therefore  like  men,  and 
commit  the  keeping  of  your  souls  to  your  God  in  well-doing,  as  unto  a  faithful  Creator. 
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THE  SINGING  FILGIIIM. 


Iix   the  world,  ye   shall  have    triVmlation ;  but   be  of*  good,  cheer,   I  liave 
overcome    the   -world." 

3d  P.  M. 


1.  Through     trib  -  u     -     la  -  tiona  deep, 

2.  Some    -     times  tempt  -  a  -  tions  blow 

3.  The  Bi   -  ble        is        my  chart, 

4.  When      through  the    voyage     I  get. 


The         way       to 
A  dread  -  ful 

By  it        the 

Though  rough,  it 


glo  -  ry  is; 

hur  -  ri  -    cane, 

seas      I  know ; 

is      but  short; 
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keep,          O'er  these  tem  -    pes  -  tuous  seas, 

flow,           And        o'er  the  sides  break         in. 

part,          It  rocks  and  sands  doth  show, 

meet,          To  bring  me  in    -   to  port; 
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By  waves  and  wind       I'm    tossed  and  driven,  Yet      full    of      hope,  and 

But  still    my     lit    -     tie       ship      out -braves  The    blustering  winds  and 

It       is        a     chart      and      com  -  pass      too,  Whose  needle     points  for 

And  when  I     land        on       that    blest    shore,  I         Bhall   be       safe    for 
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bound  for 
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heaven, 
waves, 
true, 
more. 
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SEEKING  RESTORATION. 

"MAKE    HASTE,   0  GOD,   TO  DELIVER   ME.' 


HERE  is  the  Savior  now, 
Whose  smiles  I  once  possessed? 

Till  he  return,  I  bow, 
By  heavy  guilt  oppressed: 

My  days  of  happiness  are  gone, 

And  I  am  left  to  weep  alone. 

2  Where  can  the  mourner  go, 
And  tell  his  tale  of  grief? 
Ah,  who  can  soothe  his  woe? 


Ah.  who  can  give  relief? 
Earth  can  not  heal  the  wounded  breast, 
Or  give  the  troubled  conscience  rest. 

Jesus,  thy  smiles  impart ; 

My  grsdona  Lord,  return; 
Bind  up  my  broken  heart, 

And  bid  me  COMO  to  mourn: 
Then  shall  this  night  of  sorrow  flee. 
And  peace  and  heaven  be  found  in  thee. 


vYwHEN  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  when  they  were  got  out  of  the  Wilderness,  they  presently  saw  a 
-**$■  Town  before  them,  and  the  name  of  the  Town  b  Vanitij;  and  at  the  Town  there  is  a  Fair  k.pt, 
v  called  Vanity  Fair-  it  is  kept  all  the  year  long;  it  beareth  the  name  of  Vanity  Fair,  because  the 
Town  where  it  is  kept  is  tigJUer  than  Vanity:  and  also  because  all  that  is  there  sold,  or  that  come  thither, 
in  Vanity  Now,  the  way  to  the  Celestial  City  lies  just  through  this  Town  where  this  lust v  Fair  i*  kept; 
and  he  that  will  go  to  the  City  and  yet  not  go  through  this  Town,  mn*t  n**>h  v..  out  of  the  world.  The  Prince 
of  Princes  himself,  when  here,  went  through  this  Town  to  hi*  own  Country.  Many  poor  Pilgrims  are 
sorely  beset  in  this  Town  to  this  day— some  are  seduced  to  turn  a«id.-  to  the  beholding  of  vami 
others  because  they  will  not  tarn  aside  have  been  scourged  and  buffeted,  and  Borne  have  been  stoned  with 
Stones,  and  some  have  been  burned  to  ashes  at  the  Stake." 
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THE  SINGING  FILGMIM. 


i®te  twri 


For    -wh.at    is    a    man    profited,    if  b.e    sliall    gain.   tb.o   -whole   "world.,   and 
lose    b.is    own.    soul." 


Why  should  we  covet  the      joy    of   a      day,       Things  that  will  fade  in  a  moment  a  -  way ; 


i    r»  i* 


Toiling  for  wealth  and  itB  honors  to     gain,        Why  are  we     liv  -  ing  for   trifles    so    vain. 


Trust  not  the  world  in  its    beau  -  ty   ar  -  rayed,  Though  at  our  feet  all  its  treasures  be     laid ; 
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What  would  it  profit  its  wealth   to  con  -  trol  ?    What  can  we  give     in  exchange  for  the  soul  ? 


E  have  no  promise  that  fame  will  endure ; 
Splendor  will  never  our  pardon  secure; 
Gold  can  not  brighten  the  gloom  of  the  grave ; 
Only  the  merits  of  Jesus  can  save. 
Trust  not  the  world,  etc. 


Sg&LESSE 

^fThey,  ^ 

T.darni 


LESSED  are  they  who  are  lowly  in  heart; 
They,  who  like  Mary,  have  chosen  their  part ; 
Learning  of  Jesus,  their  Master  above, 
Lessons  of  patience,  of  meekness,  and  love. 
Trust  not  the  world,  etc. 


(f^HEN  Christian  and  his  new  companion  Hopeful  went  on  together  till  they  came  to  a  delicate  Plain, 
£•*£  called  Ease,  where  they  went  with  much  content ;  but  that  Plain  was  but  narrow,  so  they  quickly 
v  got  over  it.  Now  at  the  farther  side  of  that  Plain  was  a  little  Hill,  called  Lucre,  and  in  that  Hill  a 
Eilver-mine,  which  some  of  them  that  had  formerly  gone  that  way,  because  of  the  rarity  of  it,  had  turned 
aside  to  see ;  but  going  too  near  the  brink  of  the  pit,  the  ground  being  deceitful  under  them,  broke,  and 
they  were  slain ;  some  also  had  been  maimed  there,  and  could  not  to  their  dying  day  be  their  own  men 
again.  And  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  a  little  off  the  road,  over  against  the  Silver-mine,  stood  Demas  to  call 
to  Passengers  to  come  and  see.  But  Christian  said,  Not  I :  I  have  heard  of  this  place  before  now,  and  how 
many  have  there  been  slain ;  and  besides,  that  Treasure  is  a  snare  to  those  that  seek  it,  and  hindereth 
them  in  their  Pilgrimage." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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And   he   showed   mo   a    pure    river   of*  water   of  life,    clear   as    crystal 

proceeding   ou.t   of*  the   throne   of  God   and   of*  the   Lamb." 
48  27th  P.  M. 
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1.  0 1  there  is    a    river  whose  fresh  waters  flow  O'er  earth's  broadest  surface,  a  cure  for  all  woe ; 

-e  -ft 


tunc  in      e»      inoi    nuun  ncou  nnicio   hub     \j  oi  coi 


Its  streams  are  all  healing,  there's  life  in  each  wave,  0,  try  it,  and  prove  it,  't  is  mighty  to  save  I 


\  DRINK  of  this  river,  its  full  crystal  flood 
'Refreshes  and  lightens  of  sin's  weary  load; 
Its  ripples  ne'er  mix  with  the  billows  of  strife, 
This  is  the  "  Pu*e  Rive*  of  Water  of  Life." 


<S?S)HIS  beautiful  river  our  boast  well  may  be, 
i£>Tis  fresh,  overflowing,  and  better,  't  is  free; 
v  The  sin-sick  rejoice  in  this  "peace-speakiug"  tide, 
This  river  is  Jesus,  the  "once  crucified." 


1.  There  is     a    stream,  whose  gentle     flow      Sup  -  plies  the        cit   -   y. 

2.  That    sacred  stream,  thy    ho  -  ly     word,    Sup  -  ports  our      faith,  our 
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"I  baw  then  that  as  they  went  on  the*r 
way,  and  were  weary  by  reason  of  the 
roughness  of  the  way,  and  their  feet  were 
tender  by  reason  of  their  travels,  they  ar- 
rived at  a  pleasant  River,  which  David,  the 
King,  called  the  River  of  (iod,  bnt  John, 
the  Itirrr  of  the  Water  of  Lift.  Now  tli»-ir 
way  lay  just  upon  the  Lank  of  the  River; 
here  therefore  ChrvXum  and  his  Companion 
walked  with  great  delight;  th>-y  drank 
also  of  the  water  of  the  River,  which  was 
pleasant  and  enlivening    to  their  weary 


/3%         mm. 
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spirits;  besides,  on  the  banks  of  this  River 
on  either  side  were  green  Trees,  that  bore 
all  manner  of  fruit ;  and  the  Leaves  of  the 
Trees  were  good  for  Medicine;  with  the 
Fruit  of  these  Tree*  they  were  also  much 
delighted;  and  the  Leaves  they  ate  to  pre- 
vent Surfeit-,  and  other  Diseases  that  ere 
Incident  to  those  that  beet  their  blood  by 
travels.  So  they  ate  of  the  Fruit*  and 
drank  of  the  Water  and  were  filled  with 
gladness." 
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1.  The  Lord,     my     Shep-herd,  will    sup -ply     The  com  -  fort  which  his    ser  -  vant  needs; 

2.  He    doth      my    wandering  soul      re-claim,    That  I        his    wondrous  love      may  praise, 
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3.  Yea,  though  I       tread    the  lone  -  ly    vale,  And    shade  of   death,    I       fear     no     ill ; 

4.  A  ta  -  ble       he       has  rich  -  ly  spread,  Lo  1       in      the   pres  -  ence     of       my    foes, 
6.  0,       sure  -  ly        till      my  life      is     past,  I  '11 .  sing    his  good  -  ness     o'er    and    o'er ; 
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In     pas  -  tures   green    he  makes   me    lie,      Be  -  side    still    wa  -  ters  gent   -   ly    leads. 
And  for       the      glo  -    ry      of        his  name,  He  guides   me      in       his  right -eous    way. 

r 


His  lov  -  ing  kind-ness  will  not  fail,  His  rod  and  staff  my  com  -  fort  Btill. 
With  ho  -  ly  oil  a  -  noints  my  head,  My  cup  with  bless  -  ings  o  -  ver-flows. 
Then  in        thy    home,  O      God,      at     last,    My      soul  shall  dwell    for      ev    -    er-more. 
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WAITING   S AVIOJi. 

BEHOLD  I  STAND  AT  THE  DOOR  AND  KNOCK. 


KlIOLD I  a  stranger's  at  the  door! 
fjr^He  gently  knocks;  has  knocked  before; 
^    Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still; 

You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 


But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will !  the  very  friend  you  need  1 
The  Man  of  Nazareth !  't  is  he, 
With  garments  dyed  at  Calvary. 


3  0,  lovely  attittide !  he  stands 
\\  ith  melting  heart,  and  laden  hands! 
O,  matchless  kindness  I  and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 


4  Admit  him,  ere  his  anger  burn— 
His  feet  departed  ne'er  return , 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour 's  at  hand 
When  at  his  door  denied  you  '11  stand  I 


>  Y  this  River  there  were  Cotes  and  Folds  for  Sheep,  an  House  built  for  the  nourishing  and  bringing 
up  those  Lambs,  the  Babes  of  those  Women  that  go  on  Pilgrimage.  Also  there-was  here  one  that 
was  entrusted  with  them,  who  would  have  Compassion,  and  that  could  gather  these  Lambs  with 
his  Arm,  and  carry  them  in  his  bosom.  Here  they  will  never  want  Meat  and  Prink  and  Clothing:  and 
here  were  delicate  Waters,  pleasant  Paths,  dainty  Flowers,  variety  of  Trees,  and  such  a6  bear  wholesome 
Fruit.  On  either  side  of  the  River  was  also  a  Meadow,  curiously  beautified  with  Lilies  ;  and  it  was  green 
all  the  year  long.  In  this  Meadow  the  Pilgrims  lay  down  and  slept,  for  here  they  might  lie  down  safely. 
When  they  awoke,  they  gathered  again  of  the  Fruit  of  the  Trees,  and  drank  again  of  the  Water  ol  the 
River,  and  then  lay  down  again  to  sleep." 
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Lord,   I   believe  1    help   tliou.   mine  -unbelief." 


52 


9th  P.  M. 


1.  Chris  -  tian,  why  should  earthly       tri   -  al       Make      ub     lose    our      trust      in      God?) 
Can        we  douht    a       Father's    good-ness,    Though  we    feel    his      chastening     rod?j 

2.  If  we    lack     a       firm     re   -   li  -  ance     On  his     ev  -  er        pres  -  ent     aid,  \ 
He        may  leave    us        in     the     darkness      Which  our     un  -  be   -     lief      has  made.) 

3.  Have     we  proved  his       sa  -  cred    promise:       If  ye     ask,    ye       shall      re-ceive?l 
Have     we  found  his    grace  suf   -   fi-cient?Be          not   faithless,      but        be  -  lieve. 


He  has  said,  and  will  per 
Gold  -  en  mo-ments,  rich  in 
God     will   ne'er    for  -  sake  his 


form    it;       He       has     spo  -  ken,    it     shall  stand; 
mer  -  cy,       We      are    wast  -  ing    day      by     day ; 
peo-ple;      They  shall     o   -  ver-come    at       last, 


I  will  com  -  fort,  help,  and  guide  you  By  my  own  al  -  might  -  y  hand. 
How  we  wrong  our  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  ior,  When  we  doubt,  and  fear  to  pray. 
If      they  trust  him    for     the     fu  -  ture,      If        they  praise  him      for       the     past. 


QUICKENING    INFLUENCES. 


<,OME,  thou  everlasting  Spirit. 
;     Bring  to  every  thankful  mind 
All  the  Savior's  dying  merit, 

All  his  sufferings  for  mankind. 
Trne  recorder  of  his  passion. 

Now  the  living  faith  impart; 
Now  reveal  his  great  salvation 
Unto  every  faithful  heart. 


U)ME,  thou  Wituess  of  his  dying; 
f    Come,  Remembrancer  divine; 
Let  us  feel  thy  power  applying 

Christ  to  every  soul,  and  mine. 
Let  us  groan  thine  inward  groaning; 

Look  on  Him  we  pierced,  and  grieve; 
All  partake  the  grace  atoning— 
All  the  sprinkled  blood  receive. 


$K$OW  there  was  not  far  from  the  place  where  they  lay,  a  Castle,  called  Doubting  Castle,  the  owner 

is*.1  whereof  was  Giant  Despair,  and  it  was  in  bis  grounds  they  now  were  sleeping :  wherefore  he.  getting 

f      up  in  the  morning  early,  and  walking  up  and  down  in  his  fields,  caught  Christian  and  nope/til  asleep 

in  hiB  grounds.    The  Giant  therefore  drove  them  before  him,  and  put  them  into  his  Cattle,  into  a  very  dark 

Dungeon.     Here  then  they  lay  from  Wedneatlay  morning  till  Saturday  night,  without  one  bit  of  bread,  or 

drink  of  water,  or  light*  or  any  to  ask  how  they  did  ;  they  were  therefor"  here  in  evil  case,  and  were  far 

from  friends  and  acquaintance.     Then  Giant  Despair  fell  upon  them  and  beat  them  fearfully,  in  inch  sort 

that  they  were  not  ahle  to  help  thwneefree,  or  to  turn  them  upon  the  floor.    On  Saturday,  about  midnight, 

began  to  pray,  and  continued  in  prayer  till  almost  break  of  day." 


k^vj^ 


£^t 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


My  flesh,   trembleth   for   fear  of  thee,  and   I   am.   afraid  of  thy-  judg- 
ments." 


Dear    comrade       pfl  -  grims    of     the     cross,    Al  -  though  the    way     be     drea  -  ry, 
2.  Though  sore  be  -  set,     not       o  -  ver  -  come;  Cast  down,   but    not      de  -  spair-ing; 


Yet    faint  not,     fail       not,     on  -  ward  press,  Though  wounded,  worn,  and    wea  -   ry. 
We're  trav'ling  t'ward    a        heavenly    home,  Our       Mas  -  ter's  stand -ard   bear  -  ing. 


Toil      on  -  ward  still   Through  ev'  -  ry 

^ — p ^  ,  „ — m 
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the     Sav  -  lor: 
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The    jour  -  ney    done,    And     glo  -  ry     won,    Wo  '11    sing      his    praise  for  -  ev    -    er. 

_<2. 
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E  'LL  one  another's  burdens  bear, 
.vtv.     The  toilsome  journey  cheering ; 
Our  joys  and  all  our  sorrows  share, 
Each  day  our  home  we  're  nearing. 
Toil  onward  still,  etc. 


k,UR  Lord  is  God ;  his  promise  sure, 
His  help  shall  fail  us  never ; 

And  they  who  to  the  end  endure 

Shall  reign  with  him  forever. 

Toil  onward  still,  etc. 


,:! 


VJNfiOW  a  little  before  it  was  day,  good  Christian,  as  one  half  amazed,  cried  out,  I  have  a  Key  in  my 
iji1  bosom  called  Promise,  that  will,  I  am  persuaded,  open  any  lock  in'  Doubting  Castle.  Then  he  pulled 
it  out  of  his  bosom  and  began  to  try  at  the  Dungeon  door,  whose  bolt,  as  he  turned  the  key,  gave 
back,  and  the  door  flew  open  with  ease,  and  Cfiristian  and  Hopeful  both  came  out.  Then  he  went  to  the 
outer  door  that  leads  into  the  Castle-yard,  and  with  his  key  opened  that  door  also.  After  he  went  to  the 
iron  Gate,  for  that  must  be  opened  too,  but  that  Lock  went  exceedingly  hard,  yet  the  key  did  open  it. 
Then  they  went  out  and  came  to  the  King's  Highway  again,  and  so  were  safe,  because  they  were  out  of 
the  power  of  Giant  Despair.  So  they  went  on  their  way  rejoicing,  and  talking  of  the  things  that  belong  to 
Kingdom." 


vj-/0* 
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THE  SINGING  ttLGIUM. 


\xinxz  mst 


Fear  not,   little   floolr,   for   it   is   your    Fatlier's  good    pleasure  to  give 
you.    the    kingdom." 


\xt  ending. 


'id  ending. 


1.  We  shall  meet  no  more  to  sever,      By-and-by, 
And  the  darkness  will    be    over,      (Omit.)     - 

2.  Done  with  all  the  earth's  delusion,  By-and-by, 
War  and  strife  and  sin's  confusion,  (Omit.) 

-*.     m.  3t  -£.  -m-  ■*-  -m-  -*-  4 


by-and-by  j 
by-and-by ; 


With  the  toil-some  jonr  -  ney  done,  And    the  glo  -  rious  bat  -  tie  won,    Wo    shall  shine  forth 
We    shall  rest  our    pil  -  grim  feet  On  the  shores  where  loved  ones  meet,  There  to  dwell  in. 

+     *■       *      * h     -       m        JJ 


as      the    sun,       By  -  and  -  by. 
bliss  com-plete,      By  -  and  -  by 


by  -  and  -  by. 
by  -  and  -  by. 


We  shall  meet    no   more    to 
We  shall  meet,  etc 


By-and-by,     by-and-by ;     And  the  darkness  will  be    over,        By-and-by,     by-and-by. 


E  shall  see  and  be  like  Jesus, 

By-and-by,  by-and-by : 
He  a  crown  of  life  will  give  us, 

By-and-by,  by-and-by. 

And  the  angels  who  fulfill 

All  the  mandates  of  his  will, 

Shall  attend  and  love  us  still, 

By-and-by,  by-and-by. 

We  shall  meet,  etc. 


yHEN  with  robes  of  snowy  whiteness, 
•s^-     By-and-by,  by-and-by ; 

And  with  crowns  of  daz2ling  brightness, 

By-and-by,  by-and-by. 

There  our  storms  and  perils  passed, 

And  with  glory  ours  at  last, 

We'll  possess  the  kingdom  vast, 

By-and-by,  by-and  by. 

We  shall  meet,  etc. 


^OME,  Neighbor  Christian,  toll  me  now  further  what  the  things  are,  and  how  to  be  enjoyed,  whither 
we  are  going?  Then  said  Christian,  I  can  better  conreive  of  them  with  my  Mind,  than  speak  of 
them  with  my  Tongue:  There  is  an  endless  Kingdom  to  bo  inhabited,  and  everlasting  Life  to  bo 
given  us,  that  we  may  inhabit  that  Kingdom  forever.  There  arc  <  rowna  of  glory  to  bo  given  us,  and  Gar- 
ments that  will  make  us  shine  like  the  Sun  in  the  firmament  of  Heeren.  There  shall  be  no  more  crying, 
nor  sorrow;  for  He  that  i-*  own.-r  of  the  place  will  wipe  all  tears  from  our  eyes.  There  wo  shall  be  with 
Seraphims  and  Cheruhinw.  creatures  that  will  dazzle  your  eyes  to  look  on  them  :  There  also  you  shall  meet 
with  thousands  and  Un  thousands  that  have  gone  before  us  to  that  place:  none  of  them  are  hurtful,  but 
loving  and  holy;  every  one  walking  ia  the  eight  of  God,  and  standing  in  hia  presence  with  acceptance 
forever.  ' 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


\pxtx  JEg  mnmt 


For  now  we   see   tb.rcra.gh.  a  glass  darkly;   but   then,  face  to  fe.ce." 


.  A    crown     of        glo  -  ry        bright,  By    faith's  clear    eyes       I  see,  In 

2.  0     may       I        faith  -fnl       prove,  And    keep  the      crown    in  view,         And 
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CHORUS. 


m^m^m 
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yon  -  der    realms  of     light,    Pre  -  pared         for  me.  I  'm    near  -  er    my    home, 

through  the  storms  of  life,     My       way         pnr        •       suo.  I  'm    near  -  er,  etc. 
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Repeat  very  softly. 


near  -  er    my     home  In  heaven    to  -  day     Than    ev  -   er 


&=£Ji  E  f  Elf  E  f  I |g=j=££^Fpf 


rES-US,  be  thou  my  guide, 
.'-    My  daily  steps  attend ; 
0,  keep  me  near  thy  side, 
Be  thou  my  friend. 
I  'm  nearer,  etc. 


'  E  thou  my  shield  and  sun, 

>    My  Savior  and  my  guard; 

And  when  my  work  is  done, 

My  great  reward, 

I'm  nearer,  etc. 


"Then  they  arrived  at  the  delectable 
mountains,  where  the  air  was  pure  and 
every  thing  green  and  beautiful,  and  they 
could  see  far  away  in  the  distance;  here 
they  tarried,  and  the  good  Shepherds  led 
them  about  and  showed  them  all  the  won- 
ders of  the  place.  By  this  time  the  Pilgrims 
had  a  desire  to  go  forward,  and  the  bhep- 
herds  a  desire  they  should :  so  they  walked 
together  towards  the  end  of  the  Mountains. 
Then  said  the  Shepherds  one  to  another, 
Let  us  here  show  to  the  Pilgrims  the  Gates 


S^s«§= 


of  the  Celestial  City,  if  they  have  skill  to 
look  through  our  Perspective-Glass.  The 
Pilgrims  then  lovingly  accepted  the  motion : 
so  they  bad  them  to  the  top  of  a  high  Hill, 
called  Clear,  and  gave  them  their  Glass  to 
look.  Then  they  essayed  to  look,  but  by 
means  of  an  impediment  they  could  not 
look  steadily  through  the  Glass;  yet  they 
thought  they  saw  something  like  the  Gate, 
and  ai<30  some  of  the  Glory  of  the  place. 
Then  they  went  away  and  sang  a  song.'" 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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Therefore   let  tis   not   sleep   as   do   others,   but  let   as   watch,   and   be 

sober." 


57 


Earnestly. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly      on      the  breath  of         ev'-ning  Comes   the     ten  -  der     sigh     of     day; 

2.  Pearl  -y     dews,  like   tears,  are       fall  -  ing  Gent   -  ly       on       the    sleep  - ing  flowers ; 


^^ 


£¥* 


r  h  h'h  i^r¥ 


3^ 


->• — r 


33=E 


P 


m 


-tT 


J  J  <    z^p — »|- 


«  *  «l 5* 4 

Lone  -  ly     heart,     by       sor  -  row         la  •  den,    'T  is       the     time       to      pray. 
Stars,  like     an    •   gel      eyes,    are        beam-ing     From      ce   -    les   -   tial    bowers. 


re 
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CHORUS. 


Wea    -    ry 


g^ 
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pil  -  grim,       cease        thy 


mourning; 


Wea  -  ry        pil  -  grim, 


S 
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Repeat  Chorus. 


IS  the  honr  where  hallowed  feelings 
Chase  onr  doubts  and  fears  away; 

'T  is  the  hoar  for  calm  devotion, 
Pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 
Weary  pilgrim,  etc. 


5YJ/H0CGH  temptations  dark  oppress  thee, 
£*£    Jesus  guides  thee  on  thy  way ; 
v  He  will  near  thy  lightest  whisper, 
Pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 
Weary  pilgrim,  etc. 


"I  SAW  then  in  my  Dream,  that  they 
went  till  they  came  into  a  certain  Country, 
whose  air  naturally  tended  to  make  one 
drowsy,  if  he  came  a  stranger  into  it.  And 
here  Hopeful  began  to  be  very  dull  and 
heavy  of  sleep;  wherefore  he  said  unto 
Christian,  I  do  now  begin  to  grow  so  drowsy 
that  I  can  scarcely  hold  up  mine  eyes,  let 
us  lie  down  here  and  take  one  nap.  By  no 
means,  said  the  other,  lest  sleeping  we 
never  awake  more.    Do  you  not  remember 


2£^ 


that  one  of  the  Shepherds  bid  us  beware  of 
the  Enchanted  Ground  ?  He  meant  by  that, 
that  we  should  beware  of  sleeping;  where- 
tv.ro  let  as  not  sleep  as  do  others,  but  let  us 
watch  and  be  sober.  Now  then,  said  Ghris- 
tian,  to  prevent  drowsiness  in  this  place, 
lft  us  watch  and  pray,  and  fall  into  good 
discourse.  With  all  my  heart,  said  the 
other,  and  J«t  us  begin  where  God  began 
with  us." 


£k£ 


k 


i%7g% 


THE  SINGING  FILGKIM. 


The   fear   of  the   Lord,   is  the  beginning  of  wisdom." 

J- 


The    source     of     wis  -  dom      is 
More  sweet  than  hon   -  ey         in 


m 


a. 


thy     fear,       0 !       make      as         tru    -    ly     wise, 
the    comb,      More    pre  •  cious      far       than  gold. 


*==i 
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0 !  wisdom  crieth  at  the  gate, 

5jf>    And  spreads  her  hands  abroad ; 

'    0,  hear  the  voice,  ye  sons  of  men, 

And  learn  the  fear  of  God. 


CREATOR,  Sovereign  Lord  of  all, 
,     In  earth  and  sea  and  skies. 
The  source  of  wisdom  is  thy  love, 
0,  make  us  truly  wise. 


£ 
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1.  Fa   -   ther.     I    stretch  my      hand     to     thee,         No 


^m 


ther,     I    stretch  my      hand     to     thee, 
2.  An  -  thor     of    faith  I   to        thee     I       lift 


No       oth  -  er     help  I  know; 

My      wea  -  ry,    long    -    ing  eyes; 
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If       thou  with 


±=s^d=d3d3£=±=£=j^^m 


-draw     thy  -  self   from    me, 
0         let     me     now       re   -  ceive  that    gift- 


Ah  I       whither     shall  I  go? 

My       soul    with -out  it  dies. 


PURELY  thou  canst  not  let  me  die 
0  speak,  and  I  shall  live; 
And  here  I  will  unwearied  lie, 
Till  thou  thy  Spirit  give. 


OW  would  my  fainting  soul  rejoice, 

Could  I  but  see  thy  face; 
Now  let  me  hear  thy  quick'ning  voice, 

And  taste  thy  pard'ning  grace. 


§Yc)HEN  said  Hopeful,  I  do  believe,  as  you  say,  that  fear  tends  much  to  men's  good,  and  to  make  them 
•**$■  right  at  their  beginning  to  go  on  a  Pilgrimage.  Without  doubt,  said  Christian,  for  so  says  the  Word : 
The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  beginning  of  Wisdom.  True  or  right  fear  is  discovered  by  three  things: 
1.  By  its  rise;  it  is  caused  by  saving  conviction  for  sin.  2.  It  driveth  the  soul  to  lay  fast  hold  of  Christ  for 
salvation.  3.  It  begetteth  and  continueth  in  the  soul  a  great  reverence  of  God,  his  Word,  and  Ways,  keep- 
ing it  tender,  and  making  it  afraid  to  turn  from  them,  to  the  right  hand  or  to  the  left,  to  any  thing  that 
may  dishonor  God,  break  its  peace,  grieve  the  Spirit,  or  cause  the  enemy  to  speak  reproachfully.  Now  the 
Ignorant  know  not  that  such  convictions  as  tend  to  put  them  in  fear  are  for  their  good,  and  therefore  they 
seek  to  stifle  them." 
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THE  SINGING  FILGRIM. 


\t  BwntSng  Wsroifcmr. 


1.  O,      oould      I         feel        and     know      a   -   gain       The      joy      of        sins  for- 

2.  My     bnr  -  dened  heart       to        Je    -    bus,     then,      Could  tell     its         ev'      -     ry 


given;    That      liv   -   ing      faith       that   works     by         love,        And     points  the 

care;      Could   lean     con   -    fid     -     ing       on         his      breast,      And       find  a 
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soul 

bless 
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eaven. 
here. 

I       will      a  - 
I       will      a  • 

rise, 
rise, 
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no    more 
etc. 
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I'll    seek 

=24 

a 

6»y  b — 

\- 

jl  * 

Eft 

=fe 

— g fe 

1 

— r — ' 

|HY  did  I  lose  the  guiding  star 
That  cheered  me  on  my  way? 

Why  did  I  heed  the  tempter's  voice, 
And  ccaBe  to  watch  and  pray  ? 
I  will  arise,  etc. 


EAR  Father,  take  the  wanderer  back, 

Thy  erring  child  forgive; 
Restore  me  to  thy  love  once  more, 

And  teach  me  how  to  live. 
I  will  arise,  etc. 


shew  me  the  manner  thereof.   So 
that  they  may,  from  the  remem- 


fOW,  Christian,  I  have  shewed  the  reasons  why  some  go  back,  do  you 
I  will,  willingly,  said  ChrUtian.  They  draw  off  their  thoughts,  all 
brance  of  God,  Death,  and  Judgment  to  come.  Then  they  cast  off  by  degrees'  private  Duties"  as 
Closet -prayer,  Curbing  their  Lusts  \\  atching,  Sorrow  for  sin,  and  the  like.  Then  they  shun  the  company 
of  lively  and  warm  Christians.  After  that  they  grow  cold  to  public  Duty.  Then  th<-y  begin  tc  pir-k  hol<s 
as  we  say.  in  the  Coats  of  sumo  of  the  Godly  ;  and  that  devilifihly,  that  they  may  have  a  seeming  color  to 
throw  Religion  behind  their  backs.  Then  they  begin  to  adhere  to  and  associate  themselves  with  carnal 
loose,  and  wanton  men.  After  this  they  begin  to  play  with  little  sins  openly.  And  then,  being  hardened' 
they  shew  themselves  as  they  are,  and  unless  a  miracle  of  grace  prevent  it,  they  everlastingly  perish  " 
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THE  SINGING  JPILGBIM. 
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But  tliou   slialt  be   called   Heprizibah.,  and  tliy  land   Be-ulah.,  fbr  tl»e 
Lord    delighteth.    in    tb.ee." 


1.  On  Jordan  a     storm  •  y     banks    I        stand,  And  cast     a     wish  -  ful  eye 

2.  0     the    trans  -  port  •  ing,    rapturous    scene,  That    ri  •  ees      to       my        sight ! 
Cho.    In  that  bright  world    a    -    boTe ;    -    -    -    -    In     that  bright  world  a    -     bove ; 


JlggD 
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To  Canaan's     fair      and     hap   •    py     land,  Where  my     pos  -  sea  -  sions     lie. 

Sweet    fields     ar-rayed       in       liv    -    ing   green,  And   riv    -  ers       of        de  -  light, 
We  will  all     sing    hal    -   le   -   In     ...    jah,    In     that    bright  world    a    -  bove, 


pi 
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§?3>HERE  generous  frnits  that  never  fail, 
.£*£    On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
v  There  rock  and  hill  and  brook  and  vale, 
With  milk  and  honey  flow. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 

4  O'er  all  those  wide-extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  God  the  Son  forever  reigns. 
And  scatters  night  away. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 

5  No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 

6  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  forever  blest ; 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  his  bosom  rest  ? 
In  that  bright,  etc. 

7  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 
Fearless  I  'd  launch  away. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 


Heavenly  Jerusalem. 

StERTJSALEM,  my  happy  home, 
kL    Name  ever  dear  to  me, 
^When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy  and  peace  and  thee  ? 

CHOBTJ8. 

In  that  bright  world  above; 

In  that  bright  world  above; 
We  will  all  sing  hallelujah, 

In  that  bright  world  above. 

2  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know ; 
Blest  seats,  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 
I  onward  press  to  you. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 

3  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I  've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 

4  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
In  that  bright,  etc. 


fflVKOW  I  saw  in  my  Dream,  that  by  this  time  the  Pilgrims  were  got  over  the  Enchanted  Ground,  and 
i§V  entering  into  the  Country  of  Beulah,  whose  air  was  very  sweet  and  pleasant,  the  way  lying  directly 
^^  through  it,  they  solaced  themselves  there  for  a  season.  Yea,  here  they  heard  continually  the  sing- 
ing of  Birds,  and  saw  every  day  the  Flowers  appear  in  the  earth,  and  heard  the  voice  of  the  lurtle  in  the 
land.  In  this  country  the  Sun  shineth  night  and  day ;  wherefore  this  was  beyond  the  Valley  ot  the \ Shadow 
or  Death,  and  also  out  of  the  reach  of  Giant  Despair,  neither  could  they  from  this  place  so  much  as  see 
Doubting  Castle.  Here  they  were  in  sight  of  the  City  they  were  going  to,  also  here  met  them  some  of  the 
inhabitants  thereof;  for  in  this  land  the  Shining  Ones  commonly  walked,  because  it  was  upon  the  borders 
of  Heaven.  Here  also  they  heard  voices  out  of  the  City,  loud  voices,  saying,  Behotd  thy  salvation  cometh, 
behold  hit  reward  is  with  him." 
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THE  SINGING  FILGRIM. 
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When,  thou,  passeth  through  the  waters,  I  -will   be  with  th.ee. 


1.  Riv   -    er       of      death,   thy  stream       I      Bee        Be-tween    the  bright  cit   -  y        of 

2.  Why  should   I        fear        to     stem        the  tide,      With  him   who    has    loved  me      as 


rest     and  me ;     Fearless   thy    sa  -  ble      surge  I  '11  brave,  For  sweet  is    the  prospect    be- 
guard  and  guide;  Wisdom  and  power  con  -  trol    thy  flood,    While  faith  says  my  passage  was 


yond  the- grave.  Waft  me,  0    waft  me      Bafe  -  ly   o'er,  And     land  me,  dear  Sav-ior,    on 
paid  with  blood.  Waft  me,  etc. 

n  0    0    00      m^-lL     *  *-  -0-  *"*  * 


HAT  is  it  gilds  thy  darksome  foam  T 
T  is  light  shining  forth  from  my  happy  home ; 
Music  that  thrills  my  soul  to  hear, 
Seems  floating  me  over  thy  surface  drear. 
Waft  me,  etc. 


$ELP  me,  I  feel  the  waters  rise, 
Yet  visions  of  glory  still  glad  my  eyes: 
Savior,  I  come,  I  soon  shall  be 
Among  the  saints  ransomed  by  Calvary. 
Waft  me,  etc. 


"Now  I  further  saw  that  betwixt  them 
and  the  Gate  was  a  River,  but  kl 
no  Bridge  to  go  over,  and  th^  River  w  rai 
very  deep;  at  the  sight  therefore  of  this 
River  the  Pilgrims  were  much  stunned; 
but  the  men  that  went  with  them  said, 
You  must  go  through  or  you  can  not  come 
at  the  Gate.  They  then  addressed  to  the 
Water;  and  entering,  Chrutian  began  to 
■ink,  and  crying  out  to  his  good  friend 


'     \  Hope/} 
^-  [  the  Bl 


Hopeful,  he  said,  I  sink  in  deep  Waters; 
fo  over  my  head,  all  nis  Waves 
go  over  me.  Then  Baid  the  other.  Be  ol 
L'c.d  cheer,  my  Brother,  I  feel  the  bottom, 
and  it  1b  good.  Clirvitian  therefore  pres- 
ently found  ground  to  stand  upon,  and 
so  it  followed  that  the  re«t  of  the  River 
was  but  shallow.  And  thus  they  got 
over." 
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THE  SINGING  BIIGMIM. 


\i  m$®m%  Sag}. 


Then  shall  the  righteous  shine  forth  as  the   sun.  in.  the  kingdom  of 

their  Father." 

C.  M.  D. 
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1.  The  pearl    ■ 

y     gates 

are       o   -    pen 

wide, 

I      see 

the    bright    ar  -  ray; 
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On        ei    -    ther    side      The      an  -  gels    glide,     To     keep       the      shi 
:g m f~    I    >         >         k         k    I  Ji- 
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And       Zi   -    on's    chil  -  dren  learn      to       find     The     way        by       an  -  gels     trod, 


Where  Christ's   redeemed      in       un   -   ion     walk     The     shi    -    ning  way 

J   i  %  :^S — %     r  i  k"     !*=-> — ^n=z3r=3.z  * 


HEN  storms  arise,  and  darkness  clonds 

The  faithful  pilgrim's  way, 

The  angels  glide 

On  either  side, 

To  drive  the  clouds  away. 

And  brighter  gleams  the  morning  light 

Behind  the  gentle  rod ; 
For  Christ's  redeemed  more  clearly  see 
The  shining  way  of  Go* 


fM,ND  soon  they  walk  the  golden  streets, 
<5ft$y    Not  slighted  and  alone, 
^  On  either  side 

The  angels  glide, 
To  lead  them  to  the  throne. 
And  there  they  wear  a  starry  crown, 

While  mortals  tire  and  plod ; 
For  Christ's  redeemed  are  kings  wb*  praise 
The  shining  way  of  God. 


j/u™™.  through  ..«,  r-  ~.~. »,  .*  .....  ~«.  w...  .,*^ ,  «...«. «,,.,,  „„v..  ...^  *...w »,  ..^y  ».^...  ,.~.  ~—., .-■  -.-..-• 

bank  of  the  River,  on  the  other  side,  they  saw  the  two  shining  men  again,  who  there  waited  tor  them ; 
wherefore  being  come  out  of  the  River,  they  saluted  them,  saying,  We  are  ministering  Spirits,  sent  forth  to 
minister  for  those  that  shall  be  heirs  of  salvation  " 


— Cj  '''^p^' 
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THE  SIXGIXG  FILGRIM. 


IriQzh  uxt  mnttzn$. 


Am    they    not    all    ministering    spirits,    sent    forth    to    minister    for    them 

who    shall    be    heirs    of   salvation." 

00  


DUET.     Moderate. 


1.  They  are   wait  -  ing 

2.  They  are   wait  -  ing 


for    the   com  -  ing       An-gels  on         the  oth  -  er        shore; 

for    the     a   •  ged.      Those  who     long      the  way  have      trod ; 


Waiting     to       re 
Waiting     for      the 


ceive  the    ransomed,  When  the     storms      of      life    are        o'er; 
poor    in     spir  -  it,     Bich    in        faith      and     love    to        God; 


SEMI-CHORUS 


Watching    at     the  shining  portals     Of  onr   Father's  mansion  fair;  They  will  strike  their  harps  of 
For  the  young  and  valiant  soldiers,  Who  have  nobly  borne  their  part ;  For  the   self  -  de-  ny-ing 


glo  -  ry,  They  will     bid       us  welcome  there.   They  are    wait  -  ing,  waiting,  waiting,    Angel* 
Christian,  For  the  meek,  the  pure  in  heart.   They  are    wait  -  ing,  etc. 

■g^-eTT-  f-  r  r-  ,r-'-r- 


on     the    other    shore;       Waiting    to     receive  the  ransomed,  When  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er. 


I    J 
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(7, HEY  are  waiting  for  the  heralds, 
-*&-    Who  in  distant  lands  proclaim 
v   Life  eternal,  free  salvation, 

Through  a  dying  Savior's  name; 

Waiting  for  the  silent  mourner, 

For  the  weary  and  oppressed. 

Who  have  borne  their  cross  with  patience, 

And  are  going  home  to  rest. 

They  are  waiting,  etc. 


f: 


N  the  sunny  vales  of  Eden, 

By  the  river,  clear  and  bright, 
Where  the  tree  of  life  is  planted, 

And  our  faith  is  lost  In  sight; 
We  shall  join  the  "church  triumphant,' 

Free  from  sorrow,  toil,  and  care : 
Every  tie  again  united, 

There  will  be  no  parting  there. 
They  are  waiting,  etc. 


■& 


"  Now  upon  the  bank  of  the  River  on  the 
other  side,  they  saw  the  two  shining  men 
again,  who  there  waited  for  them.  Now 
you  mast  note  that  the  City  stood  upon  a 
ttiiehty  Hill,  but  the  Pilgrims  went  up  that 
Hill  with  ease,  because  they  bad  these  two 
men  to  lead  them  up  by  the  arms;  also  they 
had  left  their  mortal  garment*  behind  them 
In  the  River,  for  though  they  went  in  with 


them,  they  came  out  without  them.  They 
therefore  went  up  here  with  much  agility 
and  speed,  though  the  foundation  upon 
which  the  City  was  framed  was  higher  than 
the  clouds.  They  therefore  went  up  through 
the  regions  of  the  air.  sweetly  talking  as 
they  went,  being  comforted,  because  they 
safely  got  over  the  River,  and  had  such  glo 
rlous  Companions  to  attend  them." 


^3 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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And  may 

Cho.  There'll       be 


I        still    get     there?      Still  reach         the    heaven  -  ly     shore? 

no        sor  -  row     there,       There  '11      be  no      sor   -  row    there ; 
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The        land   for    -    ev   -  er    bright   and      fair,    Where       eor 
In        heaven  a    -    bove,  where  all       is        love,   There  '11     be 


row    reigns  no  more? 
no       sor  -  row  there. 
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THE  HEAVENLY  SHORE. 


HEAVENLY  ZAND. 


%M. ND  may  I  still  get  there? 
c/^y    Still  reach  the  heavenly  shore  ? 
"^  The  land  forever  bright  and  fair. 
Where  sorrow  reigns  no  more? 


V  SING  to  me  of  heaven, 
,     When  I  am  called  to  die, 
Sing  songs  of  holy  ecstasy, 
To  waft  my  sonl  on  high. 


There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there, 
There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there : 

In  heaven  above,  where  all  is  love, 
There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there. 


There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there, 
There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there ; 

In  heaven  above,  where  all  is  love, 
There  '11  be  no  sorrow  there. 


2  Shall  I,  nnworthy  I, 

To  fear  and  doubting  given, 

Mount  up  at  last,  and  happy  fly 

On  angel's  wings  to  heaven  ? 


2  When  the  last  moment  comes, 
0,  watch  my  dying  face. 
To  catch  the  bright  seraphic  gleam, 
Which  o'er  my  features  plays. 


3  Hail,  love  divine  and  pure. 
Hail,  mercy  from  the  skies! 
My  hopes  are  bright,  and  now  secure, 
Upborne  by  faith  I  rise. 


3  Then  to  my  raptured  soul, 
Let  one  sweot  song  be  given, 
Let  music  cheer  me  last  on  earth, 
And  greet  me  first  in  heaven. 


4  I  part  with  earth  and  sin, 

And  shout  the  danger's  past ; 
My  Savior  takes  me  fully  in, 
And  I  am  his  at  last. 


4  Then  round  my  senseless  clay, 
Assemble  those  I  love, 
And  sing  of  heaven,  delightful  heaven, 
My  glorious  home  above. 


<f?$HE  talk  they  had  with  the  Shining  Ones  was  about  the  glory  of  the  place,  who  told  them  that  the 
£*p-  beauty  and  the  glory  of  it  was  inexpressible.  There,  said  they,  is  the  Mount  Sion,  the  heavenly 
v  Jerusalem,  the  innumerable  company  of  Angels,  and  the  Spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect.  You  are 
going  now,  said  they,  to  the  Paradise  of  God,  wherein  you  shall  see  the  Tree  of  Life,  and  eat  of  the  never- 
fading  fruits  thereof;  and  when  you  come  there  you  shall  have  white  Robes  given  you,  and  your  walk 
and  talk  shall  be  every  day  with  the  King,  even  all  the  days  of  Eternity.  .There  you  shall  not  see  again 
such  things  as  you  saw  when  you  were  in  the  lower  Region  upon  the  earth,  to-wit,  sorrow,  sickness, 
affliction,  and  death,  for  the  former  things  are  passed  away.  In  that  place  you  must  wear  Crowns  of  Gold, 
and  enjoy  the  perpetual  sight  and  vision  of  the  Holy  One,  for  there  you  shall  see  him  as  he  is." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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Enter   in   through,    the   gates    into   the    city. 
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1.  From       this    bleak   hill       of      storms,      En      -     ter     thy       rest;         To         yon    bright 

2.  From       hun  •  ger     and     from     thirst,       En     •     ter     thy       rest ;         From    toil       and 

3.  From      weak-ness     and     from     pain,        En     •     ter     thy       rest ;        From   trem  •  bling 


ttrtr1— r1— rt^# 


#^# 


snn  -  ny     heights,       En 
wea  -   ri   -   ncss,  En 

and     from    strife,         En 


n  r1    P   F  gJ^-F^+f 


ter  thy  rest.  Where  love  for  -  ev  -  er  shines, 
ter  thy  rest.  From  shad  -  ows  and  from  dreams, 
ter     thy       rest.       From     watch -ings    and     from   fears, 


f  ,  f 


mm 


En  -  ter  in  -  to  rest; 
En  -  ter  in  -  to  rest; 
En  -  ter       in   •  to        rest; 


En  -  ter  In  -  to  reBt,  The  rest 
En  -  ter  in  -  to  rest,  The  rest 
En  -  ter      in  -  to     rest.       The    rest 


r 

of 

of 
of 
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God. 
God. 
God. 


BOM  yanity  and  lies, 

Enter  thy  rest; 
From  mocking  and  from  snares, 

Enter  thy  rest. 
From  disappointed  hopes, 

Enter  into  rest; 
Enter  into  rest, 

The  rest  of  God. 


JERE  thon  art  ever  safe, 
3    Enter  thy  rest ; 
Pilgrim  and  child  of  God, 

Enter  thy  rest. 
Thin  in  thy  home  at  last, 

Enter  into  rwt; 
Enter  into  rest, 

The  rest  of  God. 


"  Now  while  they  were  drawing  towards 
the  Gate,  behold  a  company  of  the  Heavenly 
Host  came  ont  to  meet  them  :  to  whom  it 
was  said  by  the  other  two  Shining  Ones, 
These  are  the  men  that  have  loved  onr 
Lord  when  they  were  in  the  World,  and 
that  have  left  all  for  his  holy  Name,  and 
he  hath  sent  ns  to  fetch  them,  and  we  have 
brought  them  thus  far  on  their  desired 
Journey,  that  they  may  go  in  and  look 
their  ttedeemer  in  the  face  with  joy.    Then 


r*ijSi>- 


the  Heavenly  Host  gave  a  great  shoot, 
saying,  Rlrtaed  are  Iheu  that  are  called  (o  the 
Marriage  Supper  of  the  Lamb.  And  thus 
th'-y  came  up  to  the  Gate.  Now  when 
they  were  come  up  to  the  Gate,  there  was 
written  over  it  in  letters  of  gold,  lUeHned 
tin-  they  that  do  his  commandments,  that 
they  may  have  right  to  the  Tree  of  Life, 
and  may  enter  in  through  the  Gates  into 
the  City." 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


Mbu  of  Mtm*. 


Enter  thou   into  th.e  joy  of  tixy  Lord." 


1.  Lov  -  er     of     Je    -    bus,  thy  crown  is     be  -  fore     thee,     God  was  thy    ref  -  uge,  thy 

2.  Lov  -  er     of     Je    -    bus,  the     bat  -  tie    is      o     -    ver,      Tri  -  als  are    end  -  ed,    af- 
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comfort  di-vine;  Heir  of  sal  -va  -  tion,  his  spir-it   is  with    thee,   Holding  a  bless  -  ed  com- 
flictions  are  past ;  Safe  in  the  ha  -  ven    of  rest  thou  art  welcomed,  Glo-ry  to  God,  thou  hast 

^   8  ~**  ""  S  "**  ^8^  ■«&■  7"*^ 
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mun-ion  with  thine, 
conquered   at     last. 


Thou  hast  been 
Thou  hast  been. 


faith   -   ful,    and       this     thy     re  -  ward, 
etc. 


^OVER  of  Jesus,  the  life  that  awaits  thee,  &) 

')    If,  while  a  pilgrim,  thy  soul  could  have  known,    <x 
Then  thou  hadst  counted  each  trial  a  blessing,         J 
Joy,  like  a  river,  had  constantly  flown. 
Thou  hast  been,  etc. 


(OVER  of  Jesus,  thy  joy  is  unbounded, 
;    Paradise  opens  its  portals  for  thee ; 
Hear  the  sweet  words  from  the  lips  of  the  Savior, 
Dwell  thou  forever  in  glory  with  me. 
Thou  hast  been,  etc. 


)W  I  saw  in  my  Dream  that  these  two  men  went  in  at  the  Gate:  and  lo,  as  they  entered,  they  were 
transfigured,  and  they  had  Raiment  put  on  that  shone  like  Gold.  There  was  also  that  met  them 
with  Harps  and  Crowns,  and  gave  them  to  them,  the  Harps  to  praise  withal,  and  the  Crowns  in 
token  of  honor.  Then  I  heard  in  my  Dream  that  all  the  Bells  in  the  City  rang  again  for  joy,  and  that  it 
was  said  unto  them,  Enter  ye  into  the  joy  of  your  Lord.  Now  just  as  the  Gates  were  opened  to  let  in  the  men, 
I  looked  in  after  them,  and  behold,  the  City  shone  like  the  Sun :  the  Streets  also  were  paved  with  troW, 
and  in  them  walked  many  men,  with  Crowns  on  their  heads.  Palms  in  their  hands,  and  golden  Harps  to 
sing  praises  withal.  After  that  they  shut  up  the  Gates.  Which  when  I  had  seen,  I  wished  myself  among 
them." 
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THE  SIXGING   PILGRIM. 


•insl    Sxrsrfxrig. 


Praise   ye   tlie   Lord. 


CHORAL.     Loud  and  di$tinct. 
Allegro  eon  Spirito. 

Praise  God  from 

ACCOMPANYING  CHORUS. 


■whom 


all 


bleas- 


Praise  ye  the  Lord,  praise  God  in  his  sanctu  -  a  -  ry !  Praise    him  in        the 


Praise  ye  the  Lord,     Praise     God        in  his  sanc-tu  -  a  -  ry  I  Praise    him 

BASS. 


in        the 


Praise  ye  the       Lord,  praise  God  in  his  sanc-tu  •  a-ry !  Praise  him  in  the 


firmament    of    his  power; 


Praise  him  for   his   mighty    acts;  Praise  him  according  to  his 


i 
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firmament    of    his  power;  Praise  him  for   his  mighty    acts;  Praise  him  according  to  his 


Sl^f^^P 
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firmament    of   his  power ;  Praise  him,  praise  him  for  his  mighty  acts ;  Praise  him  according  to  his 


excellent  greatness ;  Praise  him  with  the  sound  of  the  trumpet ;  Praise  him  with  tne  psaltery  and  harp ; 


excellent  greatness ;  Praise  him  with  the  sound  of  the  trumpet ;  Praise  him  with  the  psaltery  and  harp 


excellent  greatness ;  Praise  him  with  the  sound  of  the  trumpet,  praise  uim  ;  Praise  him  with  the  psalt- 

[cry  and  Larp ; 
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Praise  him  with  the  timbrel ;  Praise  him  with  the  timbrel  and  dance ;  Praise  him  with  organs ; 


Praise  him  with  the  timbrel  and  dance;  Praise  him  with  or  -  gans; 


Praise  him  with  the  timbrel  and  dance,     with  the  timbrel ;  Praise  him  with  stringed  instruments  and 
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heaven 


host; 


Praise 


I 


5hJ^:U=J=5=gg 


±EME3b=mm 


w 


tt£ 


Praise  him  upon  the  loud  cymbals, 


The  high     -     sounding       cym  -  bals. 


Let  every 


£=£ 


-i      y—  *   *   >»- 


m 


££f 


Praise  him  upon  the  loud  cymbals, 


The  high     -     sounding       cym  -  bals.  Let  every 
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gabs,         Praise  him  npon  the  load  cymbals,  the  high-sonuding  cymbals.     Let  every 
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Fath 


Son, 


and 


Ho 


Ghost 


P 
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thing    that  hath  breath  praise  the  Lord ;        Praise    ye    the  Lord,  Praise  ye  the       Lort 
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thing    that  hath  breath  praise  the  Lord ;     Praise      ye    the  Lord,     Praise  ye    the  Lord. 


thing    that  hath  breath  praise  the  Lord ;     Praise      ye    the  Lord,     Praise  ye    the  Lord. 


Note.— There  should  be  voices  enough  upon  the  "Choral"  to  have  it  distinctly  heard  above  all  the 

other  parts. 
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CAREFULLY  SELECTED  AND  ADAPTED  TO  MUSIC, 

GIVING    THE    FIRST    STRAIN. 


O,  we  are  Volunteers 


America.    6s  &  4s. 


0,  we  are  volunteers  In  the  array  of  the  lord, 

Forming  into  line  at  our  Captain's  word ; 
We  are  under  marching  orders  to  take  the  bat- 
tle-field, 
And  we'll  ne'er  give  o'er  the  fight  till  the  foe 
^       shall  yield. 

CBOBUS. 

mp     Come  and  join  the  army,  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
/        Jesus  is  our  Captain,  we  rally  at  his  word ; 
mf     Sharp  will  be  the  conflict  with  the  powers  of 
sin, 
But  with  such  a  Leader,  we  are  sure  to  win. 

f     2  The  glory  of  our  flag  is  the  emblem  of  the  dove. 
Gleaming  are  our  swords  from  the  forge  of 

love; 
We  go  forth,  but  not  to  battle  for  earthly  hon- 
ors vain, 
'T  is  a  bright  immortal  crown  that  we  seek  to 
gain. 

j      i  Our  foes  are  in  the  field,  pressing  hard  on  every 

side- 
Envy,  anger,  hatred,  with  self  and  pride; 
They  are  cruel,  fierce,  and  strong,  ever  ready 

to  attack; 
We  must  watch  and  fight  and  pray,  if  we'd 

drive  them  back. 

/     4  0,  glorious  Is  the  struggle  In  which  we  draw 
the  sword, 
Glorious  in  the  kingdom  of  Christ,  our  Lord; 
It  shall  spread  from  sea  to  sea,  it  shall  reach 

from  shore  to  shore, 
And  His  people  shall  be  blessed  for  evermore. 


Bonnie  Doon 


/       Jesus  shall  relsrn  where'er  the  sun 

Doth  his  successive  iourotys  run  ; 

His  kingdom  upread  from  shore  to  shore, 

Till  moon  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

/     2  From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet, 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet: 
While  western  empires  own  their  Lord, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  his  word. 

/     3  To  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head  ; 
Hi*  Name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rlM 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 


4  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwll  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  Name. 


My  country,  »t  Is  of  thee, 

Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing: 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride, 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring. 


mp  2  My  native  country,  thee— 
Land  of  the  noble,  free — 
Thy  name  I  love; 
/        I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 

Thy  woods  and  templed  hills; 
ff       My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 
Like  that  above. 

ff    3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 
Sweet  freedom's  song; 
ff       Let  mortal  tongues  awake; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break- 
The  sound  prolong. 

mp  4  Our  fathers'  God,  to  thee, 

Author  of  liberty, 
/  To  thee  we  sing: 

ff       Long  may  our  land  be  bright 

With  freedom's  holy  light; 
mf     Protect  us  by  thy  might, 
Great  God,  our  King. 
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Lenox.    H.  M. 
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mf    Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow— 

The  gladly  solemn  sound  I 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
f        The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
Thf  year  of  jnbOefl  is  come; 
ff       Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

m    2  Exalt  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  sin-atoning  Lamb; 
Redemption  by  his  blood 
Through  all  the  lauds  proclaim. 
ff       The  year  of  jubilee  has  come ; 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

mf  3  The  Gospel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  pardoning  grace 
Te  happy  souls  draw  near, 
Behold  your  Savior's  face. 
ff       The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

m    4  Je«u«,  onr  great  High  Priest, 
Has  full  atonemeut  made; 

Te  weary  spirits,  rest, 
p  Ye  mournful  souls  be  glad. 

ff       The  year  of  juhil'-e  in  come; 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
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THE  SINGING  FILGKIM. 


Balerma.    C.  M. 
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m     When  I  can  read  my  title  clear, 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
mf     I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

/     2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 
mp     Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
/  And  face  a  frowning  world. 

/     3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ; 
p        May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home. 

My  God,  my  Heaven,  my  All. 

to    4  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest ; 
p        And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

to    5  When  I  've  been  there  ten  thousand  years, 
Bright  shining  as  the  sun, 
I  've  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise, 
Than  when  I  first  begun. 


Arlington.    C.  M. 
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Am  I  a  soldier  of  tbe  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

m    2  Shall  I  be  carried  to  the  skies, 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
mf     While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 

And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

mp  3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vain  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

/     4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord  I 
I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 
to/        Shall  conquer,  though  they  die ; 

They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
/  By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh. 

/     6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 
And  all  thy  armies  shine. 

ff       In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 
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Shepherd. 

Slow  and  gentle. 


8s,  7s  &  4s. 


pP^ 


s^b; 


HHil 


Savior,  like  a  Shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tenderest  care ; 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 
For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare. 
/  Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are ; 

Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

m    2  We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us, 
Be  the  Guardian  of  our  way ; 
Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

/  Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 

Hear  young  children  when  they  pray. 
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3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free 

Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 
Let  us  early  turn  to  thee. 

4  Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor, 

Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Savior, 
With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill. 
Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 


Courage. 


0,  do  not  be  discouraged, 
For  Jesus  is  your  Friend  I 

0,  do  not  be  discouraged. 
For  Jesus  is  your  Friend ! 

He  will  give  you  grace  to  conquer, 

He  will  give  you  grace  to  conquer, 
And  keep  you  to  the  end. 

Chobus. 

mf     I  am  glad  I  'm  in  this  army, 

Yes,  I'm  glad  I'm  in  this  army, 

Yes,  I  'm  glad  I  'm  in  this  army, 

And  I  '11  battle  for  the  school. 

ff    2  Fight  on,  ye  little  soldiers, 
The  battle  you  shall  win ; 
Fight  on,  ye  little  soldiers, 
The  battle  you  shall  win ; 
For  the  Savior  is  your  Captain, 
For  the  Savior  is  your  Captain, 
And  he  has  vanquished  sin. 
I  am  glad,  etc. 

mp  3  And  when  the  conflict 's  over, 
Before  him  you  shall  stand ; 
And  when  the  conflict's  over, 
Before  him  you  shall  stand. 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  forever, 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  forever, 
In  Canaan's  happy  land. 
I  am  glad,  etc. 


Woodworth.    L.  M. 


TO/ 


TO/ 


to      I  know  'tis  Jesus  loves  my  soul, 

And  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole; 
My  nature  is  by  sin  defiled, 
mp     Yet  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

p     2  How  kind  is  Jesus,  0,  how  good ! 

'T  was  for  my  soul  he  6hed  his  blood ; 
For  children's  sake  he  was  reviled, 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

to    3  When  I  offend,  by  thought  or  tongue, 
Omit  the  right,  or  do  the  wrong; 
If  I  repent,  he 's  reconciled. 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

to   4  To  me  may  Jesus  now  impart, 

Although  so  young,  a  gracious  heart ; 

p        Alas !  I 'm  oft  by  sin  defiled, 
Yet  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 


Doxology.    C.  M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


mp  Who  are  these  In  bright  array, 

mf         'I'll is  exulting,  happy  throng, 

m  Round  tin-  altar  night  and  da> , 
/  Singing  one  triumphant  song? 


/        They  have  clean  robes,  white  robe*. 
White  rol>es  are  waiting  for  me  I 
Yes,  clean  robes,  white  robes, 
ere*        \\  ashed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

m    2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod, 

These  from  great  afflictions  came; 
How  before  the  throne  of  God, 
Sealed  with  his  almighty  name. 

m/  3  Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor  palms  iu  every  hand, 
Through  their  great  Redeemer's  might, 
/  More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

m,f  4  Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs; 
Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears; 

And  forever  from  their  eyes 
p  God  shall  wipe  away  their  tears. 
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My  Immortal  Home. 
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My  race  is  nearly  run; 
rongest  trials  now 
triumph  is  beguu. 


My  strongest  trials  now  are  past. 
My  ti 


REFRAIN. 

/        0  come,  angel  band,  come  and    around 
stand, 
0  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings, 
ores  To  my  immortal  home  ! 

0  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings, 
f               To  my  immortal  home  I 

m    2  I  know  I  'm  nearing  the  holy  ranks 
Of  friends  and  kindred  dear, 
For  I  brush  the  dews  on  Jordan's  banks, 
The  crossing  must  be  max. 

wj  3  I  've  almost  gained  my  heavenly  home, 
My  spirit  loudly  sings: 
The  holy  ones,  behold,  they  come! 

1  hear  the  noise  of  wings. 

mp  4  0.  bear  my  longing  heart  to  Him 

Who  Mail  an  1  died  fur  me; 
p        Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin, 
/  And  gives  me  victory. 
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"We  are  Pilgrims. 
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/     4  Let  not  trifles  by  the  way, 

Tempt  our  hearts  or  steps  to  stray 
From  that  narrow  path  and  strait, 
Leading  to  the  golden  gate. 

m/  5  No,  our  faith  hath  one  in  view 
Who  was  once  a  pilgrim  too; 
From  his  track  we  will  not  roam, 
For  to  Christ  we  're  going  home. 


^ 


We  are  pilgrims  on  the  earth. 

Journeying  onward  from  our  birth, 

bout  and  every  breath 
Brings  us  nearer  still  to  death. 


/        Yes,  we  are  pilgrims ;  yee,  we  are  pilgrim* ; 
Yes,  we  are  pilgrims,  on  our  journey  home. 

mj  2  But  beyond  this  vale  of  tears. 

Lies  the  land  that  knows  no  fears; 
Where  our  steps  no  more  may  roam. 
Pilgrims,  we  are  going  home! 

/     3  Home  to  long-lost  friends  and  dear, 

Who  ar  •  missed  and  mourned  for  here; 
Hone  to  endless  peace  and  love. 
In  our  Father's  house  above. 


m      There's  a  beautiful  land  on  hitch, 

To  its  glories  I  Gain  would  rty, 
/         When  by  sorrows  pressed  down,  I  .mg  for  my 
crown, 
In  that  beautiful  land  on  high. 

Mm 

ere*    In  that  beautiful  land  I  '11  be. 

From  earth  and  its  cares  set  free; 
nf     My  Jesus  is  there,  he  s  gone  to  prepare 
dim    A  place  in  that  land  for  me. 

m    2  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
I  shall  enter  it  by  and  by; 
There,  with  friends,  hand  in  hand,  I  shall  walk 

on  the  strand, 
In  that  beautiful  land  ou  high. 

m    3  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
p         Then  why  should  I  fear  to  die; 

When  death  is  the  way  to  the  realms  of  day, 

In  that  beautiful  land  on  high? 

m    4  There 'b  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
And  my  kindred  its  bliss  enjoy  ; 
Methiuks  I  now  see  how  they're  waiting  for 

me, 
In  that  beautiful  land  on  high. 

m    5  There 's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 

And  though  hers  I  oft  weep  and  sigh. 

My  Jesus  bath  said  that  no  tears  shall  be  shed 

In  that  beautiful  land  ou  high. 

aff  6  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 

Where  we  never  shall  say,  "good-by1" 
When  over  the  river  we're  happy  forever, 
In  that  beaut.iful  land  on  high. 
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aff     Come,  thou  fount  of  e?ery  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace; 
Stream*  of  DSerCT.  never  (easing, 

<all  lor  SOUL'S  oi    loudest  praine. 
f         Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above; 
Praise  the  mount— ]  'm  fixed  up<m  it; 

Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love! 

m    2  Here  I  'II  raise  mine  Ebenexer ; 

Hither  by  thy  help  I   m  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure. 

Safely  to  arii\e  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandnng  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He,  to  resene  hm  from  dancer, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

dol  3  0  !  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 
Daily  I   m  constrained  to  be! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter. 
Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee, 
m/     Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it- 
Prone  to  lea  ve  the  God  I  low; 
Hers  '■  my  heart,  0  take  and  seal  it! 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


Communion. 
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mp    Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 

Tliat  calls  rue  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  toe  at  my  Father's  throne, 
Make  all  my  wants  aud  wishes  known; 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer; 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

mf  2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  hear, 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness, 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I  11  cast  on  hiru  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


m    4  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 
But,  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 
Aud  perish  only  there. 


m    3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  prayer  1 

May  1  thy  consolation  share, 
f        Till  from  Mount  Pisgah  s  lotty  height, 

I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight; 
ff       This  robe  of  flesh  I   11  drop,  and  rise 

To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 

And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air, 
mp      Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


Coronation.    C.  M. 
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All  hall  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
Aud  crowu  him  Lord  of  all. 

m    2Te  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 
Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 
Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
f  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

mp  3  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
p  The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 

f         Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
ff  Aud  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

/     4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
ff  And  crowu  him  Lord  of  all. 

/     5  0  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
ff  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 
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Resolution.    C.  M. 
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mp    Come,  humble  sinner.  In  whose  breast 

A  thousand  thoughts  revolve, 
Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed, 
And  make  tins  last  resolve: 

m/2  I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Like  mountains  round  me  close; 
I  know  his  courts.  I  '11  enter  in. 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Prostrate  I  Ml  lie  before  his  throne, 
And  there  my  guilt  confess; 
i  Ml  tell  him,  I'm  a  %vrefch  undone 
w«*u^„t.  his  sov'reien  grace. 
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Come  unto  Jesus,  ye  that  mourn, 

Our  blessed  Savior  said; 
His  promises  how  sure  they  are, 
"  Ye  shall  be  comforted." 

CHORUS. 
This  promise,  on  that  sacred  mount. 

Was  given  by  our  Lord; 
"Rejoice,  and  be  exceeding  glad, 

For  great  is  your  reward." 

2  Ye  poor  in  spirit,  unto  you 

How  great  the.  blessings  given; 
His  choicest  promises  are  yours, 
"  Yours  is  the  kingdom— Heaven." 

3  The  meek,  and  they  for  Jesus'  sake, 

Who  persecutions  bear: 
His  promises  a  heavenly  home, 
A  crowu  of  glory  there. 

4  Be  mercifnl,  for  unto  such 

He  spares  his  chastening  rod ; 

Be  pure  in  heart,  our  Savior  says. 

The  pure  shall  dwell  with  God. 


Ortonville.    C.  M. 
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m      Remember  thy  Creator  now, 

In  thes<-  thy  youthful  days; 
He  will  accept  thy  earliest  vow, 
And  listen  to  thy  praise. 

mf  2  Remember  thy  Creator  now, 

Aud  seek  him  while  he's  near; 
For  evil  days  will  come,  when  thou 
Shalt  find  uo  comfort  near. 

m    3  Remember  thy  Creator  now; 
His  willing  servant  be; 
Then,  when  thy  head  iu  death  shall  bow, 
He  will  remember  thee. 

n    4  Almighty  God!  our  hearts  incline 
Thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear; 
Let  all  our  future  days  be  thine, 
Devoted  to  thy  fear. 
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m      Mary  to  the  Savior's  tomb 

Hasted  at  the  early  dawn ; 
Spice  she  brought,  and  sweet  perfume, 

But  the  Lord  she  loved  bad  gone: 
p        For  awhile  she  lingering  stood, 

Filled  with  sorrow  and  surprise, 
mp      Trembling,  while  a  crystal  flood 

Issued  from  her  weeping  eyes. 

mf  2  But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled 

When  she  h^ard  his  welcome  voice: 
/         Christ  had  risen  from  the  dead, 
Now  he  bids  her  heart  rejoice. 
What  a  change  his  word  can  make, 

Turning  darkness  into  day ; 
Ye  who  weop  for  Jesus'  sake, 
He  will  wipe  your  tears  away. 
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Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  tbeel 

E'on  though  it  be  a  cross 

Tlmt  raiseth  kne, 
Still  all  my  sons  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  tbeel 

mp  2  Though  like  a  wanderer. 
The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 
My  rest  a  stoue, 
aff     Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  tbeel 

mf  3  There  let  my  way  appear 
Steps  unto  h<avcn  ; 
All  that  thou  seudest  me 
In  mercy  given  ; 
aff     Angela  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  rm  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee  1 

mf  A  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing. 
Cleaving  the  sky, 
]}       Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God.  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee! 


Disconsolate. 


aff 
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iff    Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  Ian- 
guhh; 
Come  to  the  mercy -seat,  fervently  kneel; 
Here  bring  your  wounded   hearts,   here  tell 
your  anguish ; 
mf        Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can  not 
heal. 

mp  2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure; 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying, 
mf        Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can  not 
cure. 

n-p  3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life;  see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from   the  throne  of  God,   pure  from 
a»K>ve  ; 
mf     Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;  come,  ever  knowing, 
f  Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can  remove. 


Pleyel's  Hymn.    7s. 


off     Hapten,  sinner,  to  be  wise! 

Stay  noi  for  the  morrow's  sun  ; 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise, 
f  Harder  Is  it  to  be  won. 

aff  2  Hasten,  mercy  to  implore! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 
Lest  thy  season  should  l>e  o'er 
/  Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  rnn. 

aff  3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return ! 

May  not  lor  the  morrow's  son. 
Lest  th>  lamp  should  fail  to  burn 
/  -  ilvatiou's  work  is  done. 

aff  4  Ha«ren,  sinner,  to  b*  blest  I 

M»y  not  lor  the  aoi  row's  son, 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 
/  Lre  the  morrow  is  begun. 


P       Show  pity,  Lord  ;  0,  Lord,  forgive! 

Let  a  repenting  rebel  live. 
/         Are  not  thy  merries  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee? 

aff  2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  do  n't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound — 
So  let  thy  pard'uing  love  be  found. 

aff  3  0  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Hero  ou  my  heart  the  burden  lie*. 
And  past  otfeuses  pain  my  eyes. 

to    4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess, 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace; 
Lord,  should  thy  judgments  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

aff  5  Yft  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 

Whose  hopes,  still  hov'riug  round  thy  word, 
Wmild  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there- 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
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P       Alas!  and  did  my  Savior  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sov  reign  die? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

m    2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done. 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity  I  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree  1 

mp  3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died. 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

to    4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
p  And* melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

to    5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  1  give  myself  away— 
that! 


"f  is  all 


can  do. 


Dennis.    S.  M. 


to      Blest  be  the  tie  that  1>Inds 

Our  heai  ts  m  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

to    2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 
p  We  pour  our  ardent  prayers  ; 

Our  fears,  our  hoses,  our  aims  are  one — 
Our  comforts  aud  our  cares. 

to    3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 
Our  mutual  burdens  ts-ar, 
Ari'i  often  for  em  h  other  flows 
p  The  sympathizing  tear. 

p     4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
mf     But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 
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THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 


Coronation.    C.  M. 


0  for  a  thousand  tonsrues  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
The  glories  of  ray  God  aud  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

to    2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim- 
To  spread,  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honors  of  thy  Name. 

mp  3  Jesus— the  Name  that  charms  out  fears, 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
» »  "I  is  life  and  health  and  peace. 

mp  4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 
His  blood  cau  make  the  foulest  clean  ; 
His  blood  availed  .'or  me. 

mp  5  He  speaks— and,  list'ning  to  his  voice, 
New  life  the  dead  receive; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice; 
The  hv.uiuie  poor  believe. 

mf  6  Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 
Your  loosened  tongues  employ  ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Savior  come ; 
■    And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 


to/    From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 

From  every  sweliiug  tide  of  woes, 

There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 

'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy -seat. 

TO    2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads; 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet- 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

to    3  There  is  a  scene  wbere  spirits  blend. 

Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet, 
Around  one  common  mercy -seat. 

to    4  Ah  I  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
p         When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed? 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

f     5  There,  there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy -seat. 


Martyn.    7s.    Double. 
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to      Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
While  the  tempest  still  ie  high. 
to/     Hide  me,  0  my  Savior,  hide, 

Til!  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
aff        0  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

to    2  Other  refnge  have  I  none; 

p  Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 

Leave,  O  leave  me  not  alone; 
/  Still  support  aud  comfort  me. 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed ; 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

to/  3  Thon,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find  ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
False,  and  full  of  Bin  I  am  ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

to    4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found- 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

to/     Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art ; 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee; 

/        Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart; 

ff  Rise  to  all  eternity. 
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Jesus,  while  oar  hearts  are  bleeding 

O'er  the  spoils  that  death  has  won. 
We  would,  at  this  solemn  meeting, 
pp         Calmly  say— Thy  will  be  done. 

to    2  Though  cast  down,  we  're  not  forsaken ; 
Though  afflicted,  not  alone: 
Thou  didst  give,  and  thou  hast  taken ; 
Blessed  Lord— Thy  will  be  done. 

m    3  Though  to-day  we  're  filled  with  mourning, 
Mercy  still  is  on  the  throne; 
With  thy  smiles  of  love  returning, 
We  can  sing— Thy  will  be  done. 

top  4  By  thy  hands  the  boon  was  given ; 
Thou  hast  taken  but  thine  own ; 
Lord  of  earth,  and  God  of  heaven, 
/  Evermore— Thy  will  be  done. 


Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free? 
No :  there  's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
Aud  there  "s  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above 
Who  oiice  went  sorrowing  here; 
ut  now  they  taste  unmiugled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 


to/  3  The  consecrated  cross  1  '11  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
Aud  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 


aff     In  mercy,  Lord,  remember  me, 

Through  all  the  hours  of  night, 
And  grant  to  me  most  graciously 
The  safeguard  of  thy  might. 

m    2  With  cheerful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes, 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove; 
to/  O,  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
/  Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 

p     3  Or.  if  this  night  should  prove  my  last, 
And  end  my  transient  days; 
Lord,  take  me  to  thy  promised  rest, 
/  Where  I  may  sing  thy  praise. 
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m      Lord,  In  the  morning  thou  shall  hear 
My  voice  ascending  high  ; 
To  thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye: 

»*    5  Cp  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 
T<>  plead  for  all  his  saints  ; 
Presenting,  at  the  Father's  throne, 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

m    3  Thou  art  a  God  hefore  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  uot  stand; 
Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

/     4  Now  to  thy  house  will  I  resort, 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there; 
1  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

mf  b  0  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  righteousness; 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 
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When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along? 
When  hill  and  valley,  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song. 
Proclaim  the  coutest  ended, 

And  Him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended, 

In  righteousness  to  reign. 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly. 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply. 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Snail  send  the  chorus  round. 
All  hallelujahs  swelling 

In  one  eternal  sound. 
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To-day  the  Savior  calls: 
Ye  wanderers,  come; 

0,  ve  benighted  souls, 
Why  longer  roam  ? 

2  To-day  the  Savior  calls: 
0,  listen  now  I 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  J  er,  us  bow. 


p     3  To-day  the  Savior  calls : 
/  For  refuge  fly  ; 

The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
p  And  death  is  nigh. 

p     4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day : 
Yield  to liis  power; 

off     0,  grieve  him  not  away ! 
'Tis  mercy's  hour. 
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m      Koch  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 
/         Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
p        From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 

lie  of  sin  the  double  cure, 
f        Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure. 

m    2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 

Could  my  zeal  no  languor  kuow. 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone: 

p        In  my  hand  no  price  1  bring; 

f        Sim  ply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 


/     3  While  I  draw  this  fleetiug  breath 
v 

/ 


When  my  eyes  shall  close  iu  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne— 
mf     Kock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 
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ajr     Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye 

Call  back  a  wand  ring  sheep; 
False  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 

Would  fain  like  Peter  weep. 
Let  me  be  by  grace  restored  ; 

On  me  be  all  long-sufTring  shown ; 
/        Turu.  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

m    2  Savior,  Prince,  enthroned  above, 
Repentance  to  Impart, 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love. 

The  humble,  contrite  heart. 
Give  what  I  have  long  Implored, 
A  portion  of  thy  grief  unknown; 
/         Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

m    3  For  thine  own  compassion's  sake. 

The  gracious  wonder  snow  , 
Cast  my  sins  behind  thy  back, 

And  wash  me  white  mm  suow. 
If  thy  bowels  now  are  stirred, 

it  now  1  do  myself  beinuau. 
Turn,  and  look  npou  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


tin-til  l.od  of  nations,  now  to  thee 
<»ur  hymn  ot  gratitude  we  raise ■ 

With  humble  heart,  and  bending  knee. 
We  offer  thee  our  song  of  praise. 

2  Thy  Name  we  bless.  Almighty  God, 
For  all  the  kindness  thou  hast  shown 
To  this  fair  laud  the  pilgrims  trod, 
This  land  we  loudly  call  our  own. 


J     3  Here  freedom  spreads  fur  banner 
Aud  ca«ts  her  —»*  -•■■l  L—  "- 
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Aud  casts  her  soft  and  hallowed  ray 
Here  thou  our  fathers'  step*  didst  guide 
In  safety  through  their  dang'rous  way. 

4  We  pra!«e  thee  that  the  Gospel's  light 

Through  all  mir  laud  Us  radiance  sheds ; 
Dispels  the  shades  oj  error's  night, 
Aud  Ueavemy  blessings  ronud  us  spreads 

6  Qreat  God,  preserve  us  in  thy  fear; 
In  danger  still  our  guardian  be; 
0,  spread  thy  truth's  bright  precepts  here 
Let  all  the  people  worship  thee. 
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How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds 

In  sweet  communion  kindred  minds; 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run, 
Whose  heart,  whoso  faith,  whose  hopes  are  one ! 

to    2  To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear ; 
What  tender  love,  what  holy  fear; 
How  does  the  geuerous  flame  within 
Kehue  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin ! 

wtp  3  Their  streaming  eyes  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  human  woe; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise, 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

m    4  Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire, 
When  dimly  hums  frail  nature's  fire; 
Then  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above— 
A  heaven  of  joy— a  heaven  of  love. 
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m      From  Greenland's  ley  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand; 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Rull  down  their  golden  saud; 
/         From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

p     2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 
Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 
And  only  man  is  vile: 
/        In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 
The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 
mp        Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

f     3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 
The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
ff       Salvation— 0  salvatiou  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation, 
Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

to/  4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 
Ana  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 
/  It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole: 

Till  o  er  our  ransomed  nature 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
/        Bedeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 
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God  bless  our  native  land  I 

Firm  may  slie  ever  stand. 

Through  storm  and  night; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Kuler  of  winds  and  wave, 
Do  thou  our  country  save 

By  thy  great  might. 


«.ip  2  For  her  onr  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  the  skies ; 

On  him  we  wait: 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry. 

God  save  the  State  I 


m      Sow  In  the  morn  thy  seed; 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand; 
To  douM  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed- 
Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 

w»    2  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive 
The  late  or  early  sown  ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strewn. 

to/  3  And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 

p        The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

w»    4  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  : 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry. 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 
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to      I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord— 

The  house  of  thine  abode — 
The  Church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

to    2  I  love  thy  Chnrch,  0  God ! 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thiue  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

to    1  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall ; 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given. 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

m    4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways; 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows. 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

/     5  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
/        The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 

And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 
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to/     Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 

Thinking  not  't  is  thrown  away ; 
God  himself"  *aith  thou  shalt  gather 
It  again  some  future  day. 

2  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ; 
Wildly  though  the  billows  roll, 
They  but  aid  thee  as  thou  toilest 
/  Truth  to  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 

to/  3  As  the  seed,  by  billows  floated, 
To  some  distant  island  lone, 
So  to  human  souls  benighted, 
That  thou  flingest  may  be  borne. 

/     4  Cast  thv  bread  upon  the  waters ; 

Why  wilt  thou  still  doubting  stand? 
Bounteous  shall  God  send  the  harvest, 
If  thou  sow'st  with  liberal  hand. 

/     5  Give  then  freely  of  thy  substance-^ 

O'er  this  cause  the  Lord  doth  reign : 
Cast  thy  bread,  and  toil  with  patience 
Thou  shalt  labor  not  in  vain. 


I  Ml  not  be  with  you  long,  mother, 

I  soon  must  say  good -by  ; 
But,  mother,  we  shall  moot  again 

In  God's  bright  home  on  high. 
0,  mother,  do  n't  you  know  you  said 

Sweet  sisters 's  living  there, 
And  that  she  is  an  angel  now. 

So  beautiful  and  fair? 

2  Sho'll  know  me  when  I  come,  mother 

She  '11  take  me  by  the  hand  ; 
We  '11  always  be  together  there, 

In  yonder  peaceful  laud ; 
And,  mother,  I  shall  wear  bright  wings, 

I  '11  be  an  angel,  too, 
And  then  before  God's  golden  throne 

I  '11  kneel  aud  pray  for  you. 

3  I  like  to  feel  your  hand,  mother, 

So  soft  upon  my  brow  ; 
I  always  loved  its  gentle  touch, 

'T  is  dearer  to  me  now. 
0,  mother,  do  not  weep  for  me, 

I  'm  not  afraid  to  die; 
Tour  lip  is  trembliug,  and  I  see 

The  tears  are  in  your  eye. 

4  Lean  closer  down  your  ear.  mother 

My  voice  is  growing  weak  ; 
You  're  weeping  yet,  I  felt  a  tear 

Just  fall  upon  my  cheek. 
My  eyes  grow  dim,  aud  U,  I  hear 

Sweet  music  from  the  sky  ; 
It  is  for  me,  I  'm  going  now, 

0  mother,  dear  mother,  "good-by  1" 
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m      Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace, 

Whose  heartB  and  hopes  are  one: 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  pleo.se, 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

m/  2  Blest  is  the  pious  house 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet; 
Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows, 
Make  their  communion  sweet. 

m    3  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 
The  saints  are  blest  above, 
Where  joy  like  morning  dew  distills. 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 


Laban.    S.  M. 
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mf     My  toul.be  on  thy  guard; 
Ten  thousand  foes  arise; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

"    2  0  watch  and  fight  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne  er  give  o'er; 
f  Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 

And  help  divine  implore. 

m    3  Ne'er  think  rhe  victory  won, 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  ; 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done. 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 

4  Then  persevere  till  death 
MiitU  bring  thee  to  thv  G 
H-  11  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
To  his  divine  abode. 
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aff     0  for  a  closer  walk  with  God— 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame: 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  loads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

m    2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew. 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word? 

p     3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed! 
How  sweet  their  memory  stiil! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

aff  4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return  I 
Sweet  messengor  of  rout ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 
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m      There  Is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reii;n  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

mf  2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never-with'ring  Bowers: 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

mp  3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

m    4  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood 
/  Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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Yes,  my  native  land,  I  love  thee; 

All  thy  scenes,  I  love  them  well; 
Friends,  connections,  happy  country  I 
Cau  I  bid  yon  all  farewell? 

Can   I  leave  you. 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell? 

2  Yes,  I  hasten  from  you  gladly, 

From  the  scenes  I  loved  so  well; 
Far  away,  ye  billows,  bear  me  ; 

Lovely  native  land,  farewell  I 

Pleased    I    leave  tl , 

Far  iu  heathen  lauds  to  J  well. 

3  In  the  deHi-rt  let  me  labor  ; 

On  the  mountains  let  me  te|] 

IIow  he  died  -tie-  blessed  Savior— 

To  redeem  s  world  from  belli 

Let    III!     lotft.tl 

Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell. 

4  Hear  me  on,  thou  restless  oc»-an  : 

Lei  the  wind*  mj  canvas  swell— 
Heaves  m>  bean  with  warm  emotion 
\\  bile  1  go  far  hence  to  dwell. 

Glad  I  bid  thee. 
Native  land— farewell— farewell. 


THE  SINGING  ttLGRIM. 


The  morning  light  is  breaking, 

The  darknesH  disappears ; 
The  suns  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears. 
/        Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

/     2  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  brighter  scenes  before  ua 

Are  opening  every  boor. 
Each  cry,  to  heaven  going, 

Abundant  answers  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing, 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

m    3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  Gospel  call  obey. 
And  seek  the  Savior's  blessing— 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

*H'  4  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 
Nor  in  thy  richness  stay. 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 
#  Proclaim— "The  Lord  is  come  1 " 
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Come,  thou  Almighty  King, 

Help  us  thy  name  to  siug, 

Help  us  to  praise  t 
Father,  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  ua. 

Ancient  of  days. 

»%/  2  God  of  tL?  right,  arisol 
Scatter  our  enemies ; 

Now  make  them  fall  1 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defense  be  made, 
Our  souls  on  thee  be  stayed; 
Lord,  hear  our  call ! 

f     3  Gome,  thou  eternal  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword; 

Our  prayer  attend ! 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless; 
Come,  give  thy  word  success; 
Spirit  of  holiness 

On  us  descend  I 


123  Talma*.    8s  &  7s. 


Savior,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing; 
Thou  canst  save  and  thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us. 
Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly. 
Angel  guards  from  thee  surround  as; 
We  a 


are  safe,  if  thou  art  nigh. 


3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  can  not  hide  from  thee; 
Thou  art  be  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertako  us, 

And  command  us  to  the  tomb, 

May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  bright,  eternal  bloom. 
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Arise,  my  soul,  arise : 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears; 
The  bleeding  sacrifice 

In  my  behalf  appears : 
Before  the  throne  my  surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

/     2  He  ever  lives  above 

For  me  to  intercede 
His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood,  to  plead ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race. 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grae*. 

jp     3  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary ; 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  for  me: 
Forgive  him,  O  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 

m    4  His  Father  bears  him  pray. 

His  ftear  anointed  One: 
He  can  not  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son : 
His  spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

»u/  5  My  God  is  reconciled; 

His  pard'ning  voice  I  hear: 
He  owns  me  for  his  child; 

I  can  no  longer  fear : 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 
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I  would  not  live  alway ;  I  ash  not  to  stay 

Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the 

way; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here 
Are  enough  for  life's  joys,  full  enough  for  its 

eheer. 

2  I   would   not   live  alway;    no— welcome   the 

tomb  I 
Since  Jesus  hath  Iain  there,  I  dread  not  its 

gloom: 
There  sweet  be  my  rest  till  he  bid  me  arise, 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies.] 
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m    3  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his 
God- 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
■mf     Where  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  bright  o'er  the 
plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns? 

m    4  There  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 

Their   Savior   and    brethren   transported    to 
greet; 
/        While  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 

And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the 
soul. 
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THE  SING  IN O   PILGRIM. 
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Zion  stands  with  hills  surrounded, 

Zion  kept  oy  power  divine. 
All  her  foes  (ihiill  be  confounded. 
Though  the  world  in  arms  combine: 

Happy  Zion— 
What  a  favored  lot  is  thlue ! 

ra/  2  Every  human  tie  may  perish  ; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove; 

Mothers  cease  tlieir  own  to  cherish; 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove; 

But  no  changes 
Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 

rap  3  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee. 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright. 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee; 
Thou  art  precious  in  his  sight: 
God  is  with  thee— 
/  God,  thine  everlasting  light. 
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ra      I  'm  but  a  stranger  here, 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  every  hand ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

m    2  What  though  the  tempest  rage, 
Heaven  is  niv  home; 

Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

Time's  cold  and  wintry  blast 

Soon  will  bo  overpast ; 

I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

rap  3  There  at  my  Savior's  side. 
Heaven  is  my  home, 
I  shall  be  glorified, 
Heaveu  is  my  home. 
/         There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  1  loved  most  and  best, 
There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 
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m      In  the  Christian's  home  In  glory, 

ray  There  remains  a  land  ol  re*t ; 

m       There  the  Savior  's  gone  before  me, 
To  fuinil  my  soul  s  request. 

CHoars. 

w\f     There  is  reat  for  the  weary, 
There  is  re»t  for  the,  weary, 

There  is  rent  (or  tin-  weary, 

There  Is  rest  for  you. 
On  the  other  side  of  Jordan, 
In  the  »*wt  held*  of  Men, 
m.t.     Where  the  tr«*<  of  life  is  blooming, 
There  is  rest  for  you. 

m    2  He  is  fitting  np  my  mansion, 
Which  eternally  shall  stand, 
For  my  stay  shall  not  be  transient 
In  that  holy,  happy  land. 

rap  3  Pain  nor  sickness  ne'er  shall  enter, 
(irief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share; 
But  in  that  oelestial  center. 
1  a  crown  of  life  shall  wear. 
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ra    4  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquished, 
And  bis  sting  shall  be  withdrawn; 

/        Shout  for  gladness,  0,  ye  ransomed, 
Hail  with  joy  the  rising  morn. 

/     5  Sing,  0,  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory ; 
Shout  your  triumph  as  you  go; 
Zion's  gate  will  open  for  you. 
You  shall  find  an  entrance  through. 
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Flee,  as  a  bird,  to  your  mountain, 

Thou  who  art  weary  of  sin  ; 
Go  to  the  clear  flowing  fountain. 

Where  you  may  wash  and  be  clean; 
Fly,  for  tli* avenger  is  near  thee; 
Call,  and  the  Savior  will  hear  thee, 
He  on  his  bosom  will  bear  thee, 

Thou  who  art  weary  of  sin, 

0,  thou,  who  art  weary  of  sin. 

2  He  will  protect  thee  forever, 

Wipe  every  falling  tear; 
He  will  forsake  thee,  0  never, 

Sheltered  so  tenderly  there. 
Haste,  then,  the  hours  are  flying, 
Spend  not  the  moments  in  sighing, 
Cease  from  your  sorrow  and  crying. 

The  Savior  will  wipe  every  teur. 

The  Savior  will  wipe  every  tear. 
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The  Spirit,  In  our  hearts, 

Is  whispering,  "Sinner,  come;" 
The  bride    the  ('hurcn  of  f'hrist,  proclaims 
To  all  His  children,  "Cornel'' 

ra/  2  Let  him  that  heareth,  say 

To  all  about  him,  "  Come;  " 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  Fountain,  cornel 

ra/  3  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

O,  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 
'T  is  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

/     4  Lol  Jesus,  who  invites, 

Declare*.  "  I  quickly  come;" 
Lord,  even  so  ;  we  wait  thine  hour: 
U  blest  Bedeemer,  come  I 
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I  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agony  and  blood  ; 
Who  fixed  His  languid  eyes  on  me 
As  near  the  cross  1  suod. 


ra/  2  Sure  never,  till  my  latest  breath. 
Can  I  forget  that  look  ; 
It  *e«*nied  to  charge  me  with  His  death. 
Though  not  a  word  He  spoke. 

p     8  Alas,  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 
But  all  my  tear*  were  vain; 
Where  could  my  trembling  soul  be  hid  ? 
For  I  the  Lord  had  slain. 

pp  4  A  second  look  He  gave,  that  said, 
"  I  freely  all  forgive; 
Tliis  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid— 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live.'' 


m      Roll  on,  thou  Joyful  day, 

When  tyranny  s  proud  sway, 
Stern  as  the  grave. 
/        Shall  to  the  ground  be  hurled, 
Aud  freedom's  flag,  unfurled, 
Shall  wave  throughout  the  world 
O'er  every  slave. 

f     2  Trump  of  glad  jubilee, 
Echo  o'er  land  and  sea, 

Freedom  for  all ; 
Let  the  glad  tidings  fly, 
And  every  tribe  reply, 
ff       Glory  to  God  on  high, 
At  slavery's  fall. 

/     3  Free,  too,  the  captive  mind, 
By  darkness  long  confined 

In  slavery's  night ; 
The  Savior's  reign  extend, 
Virtue  with  freedom  blend, 
And  full  salvation  send 

With  freedom's  light. 


l32  He  leadeth  Me. 


m      lie  leaflet li  me!  0,  blessed  thought! 

O!  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught; 

Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  1  be, 

Still  't  is  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me  I 

KEFBAIN. 

He  leadeth  me!  he  leadeth  me! 
By  his  own  hand  he  leadeth  me; 
His  faithful  follower  1  would  be, 
For  by  hie  hand  he  leadeth  mel 

mp  2  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, 
Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 
By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea- 
Still  't  is  his  hand  that  leadeth  me! 

m    3  Lord,  I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine— 
Content^  whatever  lot  I  see, 
Since  't  is  my  God  that  leadeth  me! 

mf  4  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 

When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  won; 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee. 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me. 
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p       I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water !   thirsty  one, 
Stoop  down  and  drink  and  live." 

m    2  1  came  to  Jesus,  and  1  drank 

Of  that  lite-giviug  stream:      * 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived 
And  now  I  live  in  him. 

p     3  1  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light: 
P        /        Look  unto  me;  thy  morn  shall  rise, 
And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 

rnj  i  I  looked  to  Jesus,  aud  I  found 
In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun: 
And  in  that  light  of  life  1  '11  walk 
Till  all  my  journey 's  done. 


/       Awake,  my  soul,  In  Joyful  lays, 

And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me. 
His  loving  kindness,  0,  how  free! 
His  loving  kindness,  loving  kinduess, 
His  loving  kindness,  0,  how  free! 

tap  2  He  saw  me  ruined  by  the  fall, 

Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate. 
His  loving  kindness,  O,  how  great  I 

mfZ  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  uud  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along, 
His  loving  kindness,  O,  how  strong  1 

m    4  1  often  feel  my  sinful  heart 

Prone  from  my  Savior  to  depart; 
But  though  I  oft  have  him  forgot, 
His  loving  kindness  changes  not. 

/     5  Soon  shall  1  pass  the  gloomy  vale; 

Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail; 
O,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving  kindness  sing  in  death. 
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0  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice 

On  thee,  my  Savior  and  my  God ! 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 

And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

Happy  day,  happy  day. 
When  Jesus  washed  luy  sins  away; 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  aud  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day. 

Happy  day,  happy  day. 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

2  0  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  Him,  who  merits  all  my  love; 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  1  move. 


m    3  'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction  's  done, 
1  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

mp  4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart; 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  reai; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart: 
With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 
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mf    This  precious  truth  his  word  declares, 

And  all  his  mercies  prove; 
While  Christ,  th'  atoning  Lamb,  appears 
To  show  that— God  is  love. 

m    2  Behold,  his  loving  kindness  waits 
For  those  who  from  him  rove, 
Aud  calls  for  mercy  rtach  their  hearts, 
To  teach  them— God  is  love. 

mf  3  The  work  begun  is  carried  on 

By  power  from  heaven  above; 

And  every  step,  from  first  to  last, 

Proclaims  that— God  is  love. 

tn    4  0!  may  we  all,  while  here  below. 
This  best  of  blessings  prove; 
Till  warmer  hearts,  in  brighter  worlds, 
/  Shall  shout  that— God  is  love. 


SINGING  riLGBIM. 


m      My  days  aw  sliding  swiftly  by, 
Am!  1.  a  pilgrim  strauger. 
Would  not  detain  them  us  they  tly. 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  ilaiiO'i'. 

CHORUS. 

/        For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 
Our  friends  are  pas sing;  over; 
And  just  before  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

«*/  2  We'll  gird  our  loin*,  my  brethren  dear, 
Our  heavenly  home  discerning ; 
Our  absent  l...rd  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning. 

*tp3  Should  coming  days  bo  cold  and  dark. 
We  mid  not  nasi-  our  singing; 
That  perfect  rest  naught  can  molest 
Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 

m/  4  Let  sorrows  rudest  temple  blow, 
Each  chord  on  earth  to  sever, 
Our  King  says  sotns,  and  there  's  our  home, 
JYorever!  0,  forever  1 
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Sweet  Rest. 


<§mm 


nf    Cerae,  brethren,  do  n't  grow  weary, 

But  let  us  joHiney  on; 
The  moments  will  not  tarry. 

This  life  will  w»>n  he  gone. 
The  patting  scenes  all  tell  us 

That  death  will  surely  coma;  # 
These  bvxiies  soon  will  molder 

In  th'dark  and  weary  tomb. 

CHORUS. 

mj     There  is  sweet  rest  is  heaven. 
There  is  sweet  rent  in  heaven  ; 
There  is  sweet  rest,  tlwre  is  sweet  rest, 
There  is  bWeet  rent  in  heaven. 

mp  2  Loved  ones  have  gone  before  us, 
They  beckon  us  away, 
O'er  a-rial  plains  they  're  soaring, 

Blest  iu  eternal  day; 
But  WC  are  in  the  army. 
And  dare  not  leave  our  post; 
/        We'll  titfht  until  we  conquer 
The  foe's  most  mighty  host. 

t»    3  Our  Captain  s  gone  before  us, 
li-  kindly  calls  us  home 
To  youder  world  of  glory, 
Aiidswe.t|>  bids  us  come. 
j         Th>-  world.  tlw  leak,  and  Satan, 
Will  ntrive  to  hedge  our  way. 
But  we  '11  o'ercorae  these  power*. 
It  we  hourly  watch  and  pray. 
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Azmon.    C.  M. 


Hark,  haw  the  anyeh  sweetly  blog! 

Vh-ir  vol..  ,  rill  t;. 
They  hail  their  great,  victorious  King, 
And  welcome  him  on  high. 

i  Wo'll  catch  the  r,,.te  of  lofty  praise: 
Th'ir  jov-.  O.  mi>  we  feel; 
Our  thankful  xmi!  with  them  we'll  raise, 
initiate  Heir  zeal. 


^^ 


mj  3  Come  then,  ye  saints,  and  grateful  sing 
Of  Christ,  onr  risen  Lord; 
Of  Christ,  the  everlasting  King; 
Of  Christ,  th'  incarnate  Word. 

fi    4  Hail,  mighty  Savior !  thee  wo  hail, 
High  on  thy  throne  above; 
Till  heart  and  Mesh  together  fail, 
We  '11  sing  thy  matchless  love. 


140  Fountain.    C.  M. 


v\f     1  »re  found  the  Pearl  of  greatest  price; 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy  ; 
And  sing  I  must,  for  Christ  is  mine — 
Christ  shall  my  song  employ. 

ro    2  Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
My  Prophet  full  of  light; 
My  great  High  Priest  before  the  throne; 
My  King  of  heavenly  might. 

mp  3  For  he.  indeed^  is  Lord  of  lords, 
And  he  the  King  of  kings; 
He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
With  healing  in  his  wings. 

to    4  Christ  is  my  Peace:  ho  died  for  me 
For  me  ho  gave  his  blood  ; 
AmL  as  my  wondrous  sacrifice, 
Offered  himself  to  God. 
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Windham.    L.  M. 


f 


3 


m      Broad  Is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 

And  thousands  walk  together  there; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  traveler. 

to    2  "Deny  thyself,  and  take  thy  crows." 
Is  the  Redeemer's  great  cuinnjaud; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross, 
if  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  label. 

p     3  The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  faints. 
Ami  walks  the  ways  of  (iod  no  more, 
Is  but  esteemed  almost  a  saint, 
And  makes  his  own  destruction  sure. 

to/  4  Lord !  lot  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain ; 
Create  my  beaii  entirely  new; 
Which  hypocrites  coiiM  ne'er  attain; 
Which  false  apostates  never  knew. 


know  that  toy  Redeemer  lives; 
Be  lives  «  bo  once  was  dead  ; 

To  me  in  grtel  he  comfort  gives: 
With  peace  b*  crowns  my  head. 

ro    2  He  Urea  triumphant  o'er  th*  grave, 
At  io-J's  ri^'ht  baud 01  high. 
My  ransomed  soul  to  keep  ami  save, 
To  bless  and  glorify. 

m    3  H«*  liven  to  fill  ray  breast  with  love. 
With  joy  my  heart  to  fc*d; 
IJe  live*  to  plead  for  me  above, 
To  succor  me  in  need. 

»/  4  He  Urea  that  I  may  also  live, 
And  now  his  gratw  proclaim; 
He  liv.-s  that  I  ina>  hutior  give 
To  his  most  holy  name. 


In  the  cross  of  Christ 


I  glory, 

ecks  of  t 


All  the  lights  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  bead  sublime. 

mp  2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 
Lo  I  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

m    3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross,  the  radiance  streaming, 
Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 

mf  4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 
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Happy  Band. 


SEE 


0,  we're  a  band  of  brethren  dear, 

Who  will  join  this  happy  band  ? 

Who  live  as  pilgrim  strangers  here. 

Who  will  join  this  happy  band  ? 


ff       Hallelujah,  hallelujah. 

We  will  join  this  happy  band ; 
Singing  hallelujah,  halleiujah, 
We  will  join  this  happy  band. 

mf  2  The  prophets  and  apostles,  too. 

Once  belonged  to  this  happy  baud, 
And  all  God's  children  here  below, 
All  have  joined  this  happy  band. 

mf  3  Let  no  contention  e'er  divide 

Members  of  this  happy  baud; 
But  firm,  united,  side  by  side, 
Through  this  life  together  stand. 

mp  4  Aud  when  death  comes,  as  come  it  must, 
To  divide  this  happy  band, 
The  links  will  not  return  to  dust, 
/  They  will  shine  at  God's  right  hand. 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 


t$p^?- 


rr*- 
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Jesus  loves  me !  this  I  know, 

For  the  Bible  tells  me  so : 
Little  ones  to  him  belong; 
They  are  weak,  but  he  is  strong. 

CQ0BC8. 

/        Yes,  Jesus  love*  me; 

Yes,  Jesus  loves  me ; 

ff       Yes,  Jesus  loves  me. 

The  Bible  tells  me  so. 

m    2  Jesus  loves  met  he  who  died. 
Heaven's  gate  to  open  wide; 
He  will  wash  away  my  sin, 
Let  his  little  child  come  in. 

m    3  Jesus  loves  me !  loves  me  still. 
Though  I  'm  very  weak  and  ill ; 
From  his  soining  throne  on  high, 
Comes  to  wutcn  me  where  1  lie. 

m    4  Jesus  loves  met  he  will  stay 
Close  beside  me  all  the  way ; 
If  I  love  him  when  I  die, 
He  will  take  me  home  on  high. 


m      Holy  and  reverend  Is  (be  name 

Of  our  eternal  King; 
Thrice  holy.  Lord  !  the  angels  cry; 
Thrice  holy  I  let  us  sing. 

mf  2  Holy  is  he  in  all  his  ways, 
And  truth  is  his  delight ; 
But  sinners  and  their  wicked  ways 
Shall  perish  from  hie  sight. 

mp  3  The  deepest  reverence  of  the  mind, 
Pay,  0  my  soul,  to  God  ! 
Lift  with  thy  hands,  a  holy  heart 
To  his  sublime  abode. 

m    4  With  sacred  awe  pronounce  his  name, 
Abhor  the  lips  profane; 
Let  not  thy  tongue  the  Lord  blaspheme, 
Nor  take  his  name  in  vain. 
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Bright  Mansions. 


"  I  feel  like  singing  all  the  time,' 

My  heart  with  joy  is  ringing; 
Since  Jesus  hath  my  sins  forgiven, 
I  'm  happiest  when  I  'm  singing. 


/        O  happy  they  who  reach  that  place 
Where  sorrow  cometh  never; 

p        Who  rest  within  his  loving  arms 
Forever  and  forever. 

mf  2  Since  I  have  found  a  Savior's  love. 
To  him  my  hopes  are  clinging; 
I  feel  so  happy  all  the  time, 
My  heart  is  always  singing. 

/     3  A  light  T  never  knew  before, 

Around  my  path  is  breaking, 
And  cheerful  6ongs  of  grateful  praise. 
My  raptured  soul  is  waking. 


148  Even  Me. 


a/     Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessings 

Thou  are  scattering  full  and  free ; 
Showers  the  thirsty  laud  refreshing, 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me. 

Even  me,  even  me, 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me. 

m    2  Pass  me  not,  O  God,  my  Father, 
Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be; 
Thou  might'st  leave  nit>,  but  the  rather 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me. 

Even  me,  even  me, 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me. 

m    3  Pass  me  not,  O,  gracious  Savior, 
Let  me  live  and  cling  to  tn^e ; 
Fam  I  'm  longing  for  thy  tavor; 
VVaiist  thou  rt  calling,  caii  tor  me. 

Even  me.  even  me. 
Whilst  thou  rt  calling,  call  for  me. 


mj  4  Pass  me  not,  thy  lost  one  oringing; 
Bind  my  heart,  O  Lord,  to  theef 
Whilst  ttie  streams  ot  life  are  springing 
Blessing  others,  0,  bless  me  I 

Even  me.  even  me. 
Blessing  otaera,  O,  bless  me  I 


My  times  are  tn  thy  hand," 

My  God,  1  wish  them  there: 

y  life,  my  Meads,  my  soul  I  leave 

Entirely  to  thy  care. 


m    2  "  My  times  are  in  thy  baud," 
Whatever  they  may  be: 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  thee. 

m    3  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 
Why  should  I  doubt  or  fear? 
My  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  u  needless  tear. 

ro    4  "My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 
I  '11  always  trust  in  thee  ; 
And  after  death,  at  thy  right  hand 
/  I  shall  forever  be. 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 


f  i  r  *  >  j 


Jesus,  8aTlor,  pity  me, 

Hear  me  when  I  cry  to  thee; 
I  ve  a  very  wicked  heart, 
Full  of  sin  in  every  part. 


/        Dear  Jeans,  hear  me; 
Dear  Jesus,  hear  me; 
Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
0,  listen  to  my  prayer. 

/     2  1  can  never  make  it  good, 

Wilt  thou  wash  me  in  thy  blood? 

p        Jesus,  Savior,  pity  me, 

Hear  me  when  1  pray  to  thee. 

m    3  When  I  try  to  do  thy  will, 
Sin  is  in  my  bosom  still, 
And  I  soon  do  something  bad; 
Then  my  heart  is  dark  and  sad. 

mf  4  Now  I  come  to  thee  for  aid. 

All  my  hope  on  thee  is  stayed; 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  give  myself  to  thee. 
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Sabbath  Song. 
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far    Strains  of  music  often  jcrect  me. 

As  I  joiu  the  bUsy  throng; 
But  there  s  nothing  half  so  pleasant 
As  the  holy  Sabbath  song. 

chorus. 

No  fear  of  ill,  no  fear  of  wrong, 
While  I  can  sing  my  Sabbath  song; 

My  Sabbath  bobs,  ">>'  Sabbath  song, 
I  love  to  sing  my  Sabbath  song. 

lar  2  'Tig  a  song  of  love  and  mercy, 

Speaking  pence  to  all  mankind; 
Telling  sinners,  poor  and  Beeth  , 
Where  the  Savior  they  may  hud. 

mf  3  Angels  sweetly  sing  In  trlory 

Songs  of  praise  to  God.  their  King; 
Bot  the  song  of  blent  red'-mpt i> m 
Man,  redeemed,  alone  can  sing. 

mp  4  While  I  live,  0,  may  I  crcr 

Love  the  holy  Sabbath  s^jng; 
And  when  death  shall  <  ;ill  me  homeward, 
Join  it  with  the  blood-bought  throng. 


mf    Hear  the  royal  proclamation, 

The  glad  tidings  of  salvation, 
Publishing  to  every  creature, 
To  the  ruined  sons  of  nature: 

CH0BCS. 

ff       Jesus  reigns,  Jesns  reigns,  Jesus  reigns; 
Jesus  reigns,  he  reigns  victorious, 
Over  heaven  and  earth  most  glorious. 
Jesus  reigns,  Jesus  reigns,  Jesus  reigns, 

mf  2  See  the  royal  banner  flying, 

Hear  the  heralds  loudly  crying, 
"  Rebel  sinners,  royal  favor 
Now  is  offered  by  the  Savior." 

mp  3  "  Here  is  wine  and  milk  and  honey ; 
C'ome,  and  purchase  without  money; 
Mercy  flowing  from  a  fountain, 
Streaming  from  the  holy  mountain." 

/  4  Shout,  ye  tongues  of  every  nation, 
To  the  bounds  of  the  creation  ; 

ff  Shout  the  praise  of  Jndah's  Liou, 
The  Almighty  Priuce  of  Zion. ' 

/     5  Shout,  ye  saints,  make  joyful  mention, 
Christ  hath  purchased  our  redemption; 
Angels,  shout  the  pleasing  story, 
Through  the  brighter  worlds  of  glory. 
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Downs.    C.  M. 


m      Bow  shall  the  you  ni:  secure  their  hearts, 

And  guard  their  lives  from  sin? 
Thy  Word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

mp  2  'T  is,  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light. 
That  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 
And.  through  the  danger  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

m    3  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise; 
I  hate  the  sinner's  road  ; 
I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rise. 
But  love  thy  law,  nly  God. 

mf  4  Thy  Word  is  everlasting  truth, 
How  pure  is  every  page  I 
Thy  holy  book  shall  tMiirie  our  youth. 
And  well  support  our  age. 
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Olmutz.     S.  M. 


How  gentle  bod's  commands! 

How  kind  his  preopts  are! 

Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  his  coimtaut  care. 


m    2  His  bounty  will  provide, 

His  saints  securely  dwell; 
That  hand  which  bean  creation  up, 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

m    3  Why  shonld  this  anxious  load 

Press  down  your  Weary  mind? 
0,  seek  yonr  heavenly  Father's  thro 
And  peace  and  comfort  rind. 

mf  4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 
Dnclianjjad  from  day  today; 
I  Ml  drop  my  harden  at  his  feet. 
And  bear  a  song  awa> . 


^^ 


THE  SINGING   FILGRIM. 


mf     Dare  to  do  right !  dare  to  be  true ! 

You  have  a  work  that  no  other  cao  do; 
Do  it  no  bravely,  so  kindly,  so  well, 
Angels  will  hasten  tbe  story  to  tell. 

CHORTS. 

f        Pare,  dare,  dare  to  do  right  I 
Dare,  dare,  dare  to  he  true! 
Dare  to  be  true!   dare  to  be  true! 

mf  2  Dare  to  do  right !  dare  to  be  true ! 

Other  men's  failures  can  never  save  yon; 
Stand  by  your  conscience,  your  honor,  your 

faith ; 
Stand  like  a  hero,  and  battle  till  death. 

mf  3  Dare  to  do  right !  dare  to  be  true ! 

God,  who  created  you,  cares  for  you  too; 
Treasures  the  tears  that  his  striving  ones  shed, 
Counts  and  protects  every  hair  of  your  head. 

mf  4  Dare  to  do  right!   dare  to  be  true! 

Keep  the  great  judgment-seat  always  in  view; 
Look  at  your  works  as  you  '11  look  at  it  theu — 
Scanned  by  Jehovah  and  angels  and  men. 


There  Is  no  name  so  sweet  on  earth, 

No  name  so  sweet  in  heaven, 
The  name,  kefore  his  wondrous  birth, 
To  Christ,  the  Savior  giveu. 


/        We  love  to  sing  around  our  King, 
And  hail  him  blessed  Jesus : 
For  there 's  no  word  ear  ever  heard, 
So  dear,  so  sweet  as  Jesus. 

rap  2  His  human  name  they  did  proclaim, 
When  Abram'8  sou  they  sealed  him, 
The  name  that  still,  by  God's  good  will, 
Deliverer  revealed  him. 

rap  3  And  when  he  hung  upon  the  tree, 
They  wrote  this  name  above  him, 
That  all  might  see  the  reason  we 
For  evermore  must  love  him. 

mf  4  So  now  upon  his  Father's  throne, 
Almighty  to  release  us 
From  sin  aud  pains,  he  gladly  reigns, 
The  Prince  aud  Savior  Jesus. 


157  Jesus  Loves  Me. 


Jesus  from  his  throne  on  high 

Came  into  this  world  to  dk — 

That  I  might  from  sin  be  free, 

Bled  aud  died  upou  the  tree. 


Yes,  Jesus  loves  me; 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  iue; 
Yes,  Jesns  loves  me. 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 


mf  2  I  can  see  him  even  now, 

With  his  pierced,  thorn-clad  brow, 
Agonizing  on  the  tree ; 
0,  what  love!  and  all  for  me! 

ra    3  Now  I  feel  this  heart  of  stone 

Drawn  to  love  God's  holy  Son, 

p        "Lifted  up"  on  Calvary, 

Suffering  6hame  and  death  for  me. 

aff  4  Jesus,  take  this  heart  of  mine, 

Make  it  pure  and  wholly  thine; 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  henceforth  live  for  thee. 


158  The  Gospel  Ship. 


m      The  Gospel  Ship  Is  sailing, 

Sailing,  sailing; 
The  Gospel  Ship  is  sailing, 
mf        Bound  for  Canaan's  happy  shore. 
All  who  would  ship  for  glory. 

Glory,  glory; 
All  who  would  ship  for  glory. 
Come  aud  welcome,  rich  and  poor. 

citokus. 

/        Glory,  ha! lelujah! 

All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing; 
ff        Glory,  hallelujah! 

Hallelujah , to  the  Lamb! 

mf  2  She  has  landed  many  thousands, 

Thousands,  thousands; 

She  has  landed  many  thousands 

rap        On  fair  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

And  thousands  uow  are  6ailiug, 

Sailing,  sailing; 
And  thousands  now  are  sailing, 
Yet  there  's  room  for  thousands  more. 

ra/3  Sails  filled  with  heavenly  breezes, 
Breezes,  breezes; 
Sails  filled  with  heavenly  breezes, 

Swiftly  glides  the  ship  along. 
Her  company  are  singing, 
Singing,  singing; 
mf     Her  company  are  sitieing, 

Glory,  glory  is  their  song. 

ra    4  Take  passage  now  for  glory, 
Glory,  glory ; 
Take  passage  now  for  glory, 

Sailing  o'er  Mfe's  troubled  sea. 
With  us  you  shall  be  happy, 
Happy,  happy; 
mf     With  us  you  shall  be  happy, 
Happy  through  eternity. 
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Rest.    L.  M". 
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Asleep  in  Jesns!  blessed  sleep! 

From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

mp  2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  0  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting. 

p     3  Asleep  in  Jesus!,  peaceful  rest! 

Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest; 

No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour, 
mf     Which  manifests  the  Savior's  power. 

p     4  Asleep  in  Jesns !  O,  for  me 

May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

/        And  wait  tbe  summons  from  on  high. 


7  UK  SINGING  riLGRlM. 


m      Hark!  the  mornlns  bells  are  ringing! 
Children,  haste  without  delay: 
F-nyers  of  thousands  now  are  winging 
Dp  to  heaven  their  silent  way. 

CH0EC8. 

*         Come,  children,  come!  the  bells  are  ringing, 
To  the  school  with  haste  repair; 
Let  us  all  unite  in  singing, 
All  unite  in  solemn  prayer. 

mf  2  'T  is  an  liour  of  happy  meeting, 

Children  meet  for  praise  and  prayer; 
But  the  hour  is  short  ami  fleeting, 
Let  us  then  be  early  there. 

m    3  Do  not  keep  onr  teachers  waiting, 
While  you  tarry  by  the  way  ; 
N«>r  disturb  the  achool  reciting, 
"f  is  the  holy  Sabbath  day. 

mf  i  Children,  haste!  the  bell*  are  ringing, 
Ami  the  morning's  bright  and  fair; 
Thousand*  now  unite  in  singing, 
Thousands,  too,  in  solemn  prayer. 


161  Canaan's  Land. 

Mm 


m^^s^Ss 


We  are  bound  for  Canaan's  happy  land ; 

We  are  bound  for  Canaan's  happy  land  ; 
We  are  bound  for  Canaan's  happy  laud; 
O,  will  yon  meet  us  there? 


ff  Singing  glory,  hallelujah; 
Singing  glory,  hallelujah  ; 
Singing  glory,  hallelujah, 

We  re  bound  for  Canaan's  land. 

m    2  Say,  comrades,  will  you  go  with  us; 
Say,  comrades,  will  you  go  with  us; 
Bay,  comrade,  will  you  g    witu  us 
To  Canaan's  happy  laud? 

ia/3  To  onr  Sunday-school  we'll  all  repair; 
To  our  Sunday  •achool  we'll  all  repair, 
And  we'll  sing  with  one  accord  while  there 
Of  Canaan's  happy  laud. 

*»    4  Onr  Savior  he  will  lead  us  on  ; 
Our  Savior  he  will  lea  I  us  on  ; 
Our  Savior  he  will  lead  ■!•  on 
To  Canaan's  happy  laud. 

m    5  Let  n«  meet  dear  parent*  in  that  land  ; 
Let  us  meet  dear  teachers  in  that  land; 
Let  us  meet  d>  ar  schoolmates  in  that  land, 
On  Canaan  s  happy  shore. 


162  '    Never  be  Afraid. 


Never  be  afraid  to  speak  for  Jeans, 

Think  how  much  a  word  can  do; 

JsVv.  r  I-  alrai  I  to  own  vnr  Savior, 

lie  who  loves  and  tares  for  >ou. 


Nr t<t  be  afraid,  never  be  afraid, 

•  r,  never,  pert 
Je*us  is  your  loving  Savior, 
Therefore  never  be  afraid. 


mf  2  Never  be  afraid  to  work  for  Jesus, 
In  his  vineyard  day  by  day; 
Labor  with  a  kind  and  willing  spirit 
He  will  all  your  toil  repay. 

m/3  Never  bo  afraid  to  bear  for  Jeans 

Keen  reproaches  when  they  fall; 
Patiently  endure  your  every  trial, 
mp        Jesus  meekly  bore  them  all. 

m    4  Never  be  afraid  to  live  for  Jesus ; 

If  you  on  his  care  depend, 
Ynp     Safely  shall  you  pass  through  every  trial, 

lie  will  bring  you  to  the  end. 

p     5  Never  be  afraid  to  die  for  Jesus ; 
He  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way, 
Gently  In  his  arms  of  love  will  bear  you 
/  To  the  realms  of  endless  day. 
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Hosanna. 


Glory  to  God  In  the  highest ! 

Glory  to  God,  glory  to  God  1 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest! 

Shall  be  our  song  to-day  ; 
p        Another  years  rich  mercies  prove 

His  ceaseless  care  and  boundless  love; 
So  let  our  loudest  voices  raise 
Our  anniversary  song  of  praise. 

CH0RC8. 

ff       Glory  to  God  in  the  highest ! 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest  1 
Glory,  glory,  glory,  glory, 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high  I 

mf  2  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest  I 
Shall  be  our  song  to-day ; 
The  song  that  woke  the  glorious  morn 
When  David's  greater  son  was  borne, 
Sung  by  an  heavenly  host,  and  we 
Would  join  th' angelic  company. 

/     3  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest  I 
Shall  be  our  song  to-day  ; 
And  while  we  with  the  angels  sing, 
Gifts,  with  the  wise  men,  let  us  bring 
into  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem, 
And  oiler  our  young  hearts  to  him. 

/     4  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest! 
Shall  be  our  song  to-day  ; 
O,  may  we.  an  unbroken  band. 

Around  the  thr of  Jesus  stand, 

And  there  with  angels  and  the  throng 
Of  his  redeemed  ones,  sing  the  song. 


164 


Jesus  Loves  Me. 


mf 


Jesus  on  the  ertCsl  I  saw. 
Bleeding,  dying,  all  for  me; 

I  could  almost  hear  him  say. 
All  thy  -in-  are  pardoned  thee. 

CH0HU8. 

I  have  seen  JesUI ; 
I  have  seen  J 
1  have  h.  .-ii  Jeans, 
My  Bavior,  on  the  cross. 

2  First  my  heart  could  scarce  believe. 

That  my  sins  were  all  forgiven, 
But  aasnran<  s  I  we  received, 

Aud  I  hops-  to  slug  iu  heaven 

3  Now  my  soul  in  full  of  joy, 

"  I  love  Jet  lo  ; " 

Sieging  is  mi  (  bief  employ, 

!  loves  me  too." 


'teafil 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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There  '8  a  cry  from  Macedonia— Come  and 
help  us ; 

The  light  of  the  Gospel  bring,  0  come ! 
Let  us  hear  the  joyful  tidings  of  salvation, 

We  thirst  for  the  living  spring. 
0  ye  heralds  of  the  cross  be  up  and  doing, 

Remember  the  great  command,  away ! 
Go   ye  forth   and  preach  the  word   to  every 
creature. 

Proclaim  it  in  every  land. 
They  shall  gather  from  the  East, 
They  shall  gather  from  the  West, 

With  the  patriarchs  of  old, 
And  the  ransomed  shall  return 
To  the  kingdoms  of  the  blest 

With  their  harps  and  crowns  of  gold. 


CHORUS. 

There's   a   cry  from   Macedonia— Come  and 
help  us ; 
The  light  of  the  Gospel  bring,  0  come! 
Let  us  hear  the  joyful  tidings  of  salvation, 
We  thirst  for  the  living  spring. 


m/2  0  how  beautiful  their  feet  upon  the  mount- 
ains, 
The  tidings  of  peace  who  bring,  Who  bring 
To  the  nations  of  the  earth  who  sit  in  dark- 
ness. 
And  tell  them  of  Zion's  king; 
Then  ye  heralds  of  the  cross  be  up  and  doing, 

Go  work  in  your  Master's  field,  away ! 
Sound  the  trumpet,  souud  the  trumpet  of  sal- 
vation, 
The  Lord  is  your  strength  and  shield. 
Let  the  distant  isles  be  glad, 
Let  them  hail  the  Savior's  birth, 

And  the  news  of  pardon  free, 
Till  the  knowledge  of  the  truth 
Shall  extend  to  all  the  earth, 
As  the  waters  o'er  the  sea. 

n    3Te  have  listed  in  the  army  of  the  faithful, 
Like  heroes  the  battle  fight,  away  I 
There  are  foes  on  every  hand  that  will  assail 
you, 
Then  gird  on  your  armor  bright ; 
With  the  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled  before 
you, 
The  sword  of  the  spirit  wield,  away  I 
Ye  shall  conquer  through  his  mercy  who  hath 
loved  you, 
ff  The  Lord  is  your  strength  and  shield. 

Te  are  marching  to  the  land 
Where  the  saints  in  glory  stand, 
And  the  just  for  joy  shall  sing; 
Te  by  faith  may  bring  it  nigh, 
Ye  shall  reach  it  by-aud-by, 
And  your  shouts  of  triumph  ring. 


166  Gather  them  in. 


Gather  them  In,  gather  them  in, 

Gather  the  children  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  from  the  broad  highway, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  in  this  Gospel  day. 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 
Gather  them  in  from  the  prairies  vast. 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  of  every  cast, 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 


Gather  them  In,  let  the  house  be  full, 
Gather  them  in  to  the  Sunday-school; 
Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in, 
Gather  the  children  in. 


m    2  Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in, 

Gather  the  children  in  ; 
f        Gather  them  in  from  the  street  and  lane, 

Gather  them  in,  gsither  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in,  both  the  halt  and  lame, 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 
Gather  the  deaf  and  the  poor  and  blind, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in ; 
Gather  them  in  with  a  willing  mind, 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 

m    3  Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in, 

Gather  the  children  in ; 
Gather  them  in  that  are  seeking  rest, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in; 
Gather  them  in  from  the  East  and  West, 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 
mf     Gather  them  in  that  are  roaming  about, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  from  the  North  and  South, 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 

m    4  Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in, 

Gather  the  children  in ; 
Gather  them  in  from  all  over  the  land, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in  ; 
mf     Gather  them  in  to  our  noble  band, 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 
Gather  them  in  with  a  Christian  love, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in ; 
/.       Gather  them  in  for  the  Church  above. 

Gather,  gather  them  in. 


167  Mear.    C.  M. 
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mf     God  moves  In  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

m    2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 
Anu  works  his  sovereign  will. 

mf  3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take: 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

m    4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence, 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 
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Missionary  Hymn. 
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From  northern  shies  where  quiver, 

Our  lakes  of  silver  light, 
To  many  a  southern  river, 

Where  blooms  the  orange  bright; 
From  eastern  shores  to  ocean, 

Where  flames  the  setting  sun, 
We've  no  divided  portion, 

God  made  our  country  one. 

Linked  by  our  lofty  mountains, 

Where  golden  treasures  lie; 
Bv  noble  streams,  whose  fountains 

Gush  'neath  the  northern  sky  ; 
No  freer,  prouder  nation, 

The  sun  e'er  shone  upon. 
Talk  not  of  separation, 

God  made  our  country  one. 

One  eagle  o'er  us  towers 

Amid  the  stars  of  light; 
One  holy  Bible  ours, 

Our  union  is  our  might; 
One  kindred,  and  one  destiny, 

Our  brilliant  race  begun, 
Land  of  the  fair,  the  brave,  the  free, 

Our  country  must  be  one. 


THE  SIXGING   PILGRIM 


171  Arlington.    O.  M. 
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%d  l.  I  met  a  child,  his  feet  were  bare, 

His  weak  frame  shivered  with  the  cold; 
His  youthful  brow  wu  knit  with  care, 

His  flashing  eye  his  sorrow  told. 
Said  I,  "  Poor  boy,  why  wee  pest  thon?1* 

"  Mv  parents  both  are  dead,"  he  said; 

"  I  have  not  where  to  lay  my  head; 
0,  I  am  lone  and  friendless  now  !  " 
Hot  friendless,  child;  a  Friend  on  high 

For  yon  his  precious  Mood  has  given; 
Oheer  up,  aud  hid  each  tear  he  dry, 

"There  are  no  tears,  no  tears  in  heaven. 

?  I  saw  a  man  in  life's  gay  noon, 

Stand  weeping  o'er  bin  young  bride's  bier; 
"And  must  we  part,"  lie  cried,  "so  soon!" 

As   town  his  cheek  ther«  rolled  a  tear. 
"H.art-strickfu  one,"  said  1,  "weep  not  I" 

"  Weep  not !  "  in  accent  wild,  he  cried; 

"  Hut  yesterday  my  loved  one  died, 
And  shall  she  be  so  soon  forgot  ?  " 
Forgotten?   No!   still  let  her  love 

Sur-tain  thy  heart,  with  anguish  riven; 
Strive  thou  to  meet  thy  bride  above. 

Aud  dry  your  tears,  your  tears  in  heaven. 

S  I  saw  a  gentle  mother  weep, 

As  to  her  throbbing  heart  she  pressed 
An  infant,  seemingly  asleep 

On  its  kind  mother's  sheltering  breast. 
"  Fair  one."  said  I,  "  pray  weep  no  more." 

Soblted  she,  "The  idol  of  my  hope 

I  now  am  called  to  render  up, 
My  babe  baa  reached  death's  gloomy  Bhore." 
Young  mother,  yield  no  more  to  grief, 

Nor  be  by  passiou's  tempest  driven, 
But  find  in  these  sweet  words  relief, 

"  There  are  no  tears,  no  tears  in  heaven." 

4  Poor  traveler  o'er  life's  troubled  wave. 

Out  down  by  grief,  o'ei^vhelmed  by  care, 

There  is  an  arm  above  can  save, 
Then  yield  not  thou  to  fell  despair. 

Look  upward,  mourners,  look  above! 
What  though  the  thunders  echo  load, 
The  sun  shines  bright  beyond  the  cloud: 

Then  trust  to  thy  Redeemer's  love. 

W  here'er  thy  lot  in  life  be  cast, 
W'hate'er  of  toil  or  woe  be  given; 

Be  firm— remember  to  the  last, 
"  There  are  no  tears,  no  tears  in  heaven." 


yuLUL^-ri 
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Happy  New  Year. 
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Come,  children,  and  Join  In  our  festival 

M>njj, 
The  New  Tear  has  come,  and  the  old  year  baa 

gone; 
We  II   join  our  glad   voices  in  one  hymn   of 

praise, 

i.  who  has  kept  us  aud  lengthened  our 

dara. 


Happy  New  Year  to  all !   happy  New  Year  to 

all  I 
Happy  New  Year,  happy  5ew  Year,  happy  New 

tear  to  aiil 

2  Our  Father  in  heaven,  we  lift  np  to  th«»e 
Our  voice  of  thank-nviug,  our  glad  jabilee; 
0.  bless  us,  and  gui  9ai  h>r,  we  j'ray, 
That  from  thy  blest  precepts  we  never  may 

stray. 

3  And   if.  ere  this  New   Year  has  drawn   to  a 
close, 

Borne  loved  one  among  as  In  death  shall  re- 
pose. 

Grant.  Lord,  that  the  spirit  in  heaven  may 
dwell, 

In  the  bosom  of  Jesus,  where  all  shall  be  well. 


When  languor  and  disease  Invade 
This  trembling  house  of  clay, 

'T  is  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pains. 
And  long  to  ily  away  ;— 

p     2  Sweet  to  look  iuward,  and  attend 
The  whispers  of  his  love; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  place 
Where  Jesus  pleads  above;— 

m    3  Sweet  to  look  back,  and  see  my  Dame 
In  life's  fair  book  set  down ; 
Sweet  to  look  forward,  and  behold 
Eternal  joys  my  own;— 

m    4  Sweet  to  reflect  how  grace  divine 
My  sins  on  Jesus  laid  ; 
Sweet  to  remember  that  his  blood 
My  debt  of  suffering  paid  ;— 

m    5  Sweet  to  rejoice  in  lively  hope, 

That,  when  my  change  shall  come, 
Angels  shall  hover  round  my  bed, 
And  waft  my  spirit  home. 

mp  6  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream, 
What  must  the  fountain  be, 
Where  saints  aud  angels  draw  their  bliss 
Directly,  Lord,  from  thee. 


172  Atonement.    C.  M. 


There  Is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Drawn  from  Inimauuel's  veins; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

mp  2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  may  I,  though  Tin  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

p     3  Thou  dying  Lamb!  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  uo  more. 

mf  4  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save. 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


mf     And  are  we  yet  alive. 

And  see  MCI  other's  m 
Glory  and  praise  to  Jesai 

For  his  redeeming  grace. 

m    2  Preserved  l.y  power  divine 
To  full  Miration  here, 
Again  in  Jesus'  praise  we  join. 
And  In  his  hight  appear. 

m    3  What  tronhles  have  we  seen  ! 

\S  bat  Conflicts  have  we  |m*t  ! 
Fightings  without,  aud  feat*  within, 
Since  we  assembled  lad  I 

mf  4  But  out  of  all  the  Lord 

Hath  brought  iw  by  his  love; 
And  htill  be  3oth  his  helpmiord, 
Aud  hides  our  life  above. 

mf  5  Then  let  us  make  our  boast 
Of  his  redeeming  power, 

tO  the  utter 


Which  saves  tm  to  the  titterm 
Till  we  can  sin  no  more. 
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174    Brother,  thou  art  gone  to  rest. 
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aff     Brother,  thou  art  gone  to  rest, 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee ; 
For  thou  art  now  where  oft  on  earth 
Thy  spirit  longed  to  be. 

w    2  Brother,  thou  art  gone  to  rest; 
Thine  is  an  earthly  tomb; 
But  Jesus  summoned  thee  away, 
Thy  Savior  called  thee  home. 

m    1  Brother,  thou  art  gone  to  rest ; 
Thy  toils  and  cares  are  o'er ; 
And  sorrow,  pain,  and  sun" ring,  now, 
Shall  ne'er  distress  thee  more. 

m    i  Brother,  thou  art  gone  tp  rest; 

Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven ;  I 

And  saints  in  light  have  welcomed  thee, 
To  share  the  joys  of  heaven. 

m    5  Brother,  thou  art  gone  to  rest ; 
And  this  shall  be  our  prayer, 
That,  when  we  reach  our  journey's  end, 
Thy  glory  we  shall  share. 


175  Missionary  Song. 


If  you  can  not  be  the  watchman, 

Standing  high  on  Zion's  wall, 
Pointing  out  the  path  to  heaven, 

Offering  life  and  peace  to  all ; 
With  your  prayers  and  with  your  bounties. 

You  can  do  what  heaven  demands, 
You  can  be  like  faithful  Aaron, 

Holding  up  the  prophet's  hands. 

2  If  for  you  the  lines  have  fallen 

In  this  land  of  Gospel  light. 
Can  ye  cast  no  ray  of  gladness 

Through  the  heathen's  cheerless  night? 
Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters. 

For  the  pledge  of  God  is  given, 
Thou  shalt  find  it,  surely  find  it, 

'Mid  the  shining  hosts  of  heaven. 


170  The  Three  Last  Calls. 

THIRD  H0UB. 

0  siumbcrer,  rouse  thee  despise  not  the  truth, 

But  give  thy  Creator  the  days  of  thy  youth; 
Why  standeth  there  idle?  the  day  breaketh,  seel 
The  Lord  of  the  vineyard  is  waiting  for  thee. 

Holy  Spirit,  by  thy  power, 
Grant  me  yet  another  hour ; 


Earthly  pleasures  I  would  prove, 
Earthly  joy  and  earthly  love; 
Scarcely  yet  has  dawned  the  day, 
Holy  Spirit,  wait  I  pray. 

SIXTH  AND  NINTH  H0UB8. 

O,  loiterer,  speed  thee,  the  morn  wears  apace. 
Then  squander  no  longer  the  moments  of  grace; 
But  haste  while  there 's  time,  to  thy  Master  agree, 
The  Lord  of  the  vineyard  stands  waiting  for  thee. 

Gentle  Spirit,  stay,  0,  stay  I 
Brightly  beams  the  early  day; 
Let  me  liuger  in  these  bowers, 
God  shall  have  my  noontide  hours; 
Chide  me  uot  for  my  delay, 
Gentle  Spirit,  wait  I  pray. 

ELEVENTH   HOUB. 

0,  sinner,  arouse  thee,  thy  morning  is  past, 
Already  tha  shadows  are  leugtheuing  fust; 
Escape  for  thy  life,  from  the  dark  mountains  flee, 
The  Lord  of  the  vineyard  yet  waiteth  for  thee. 

Spirit,  cease  thy  mournful  lay, 
Leave  me  to  myself,  I  pray; 
Earth  hath  flung  her  spell  around  me, 
Pleasure's  silken  chain  hath  bound  me; 
When  the  sun  his  path  hath  trod, 
Spirit,  then  I  '11  turn  to  God. 

[Interlude,  imitating  the  tolling  bell.] 

Hark  t  borne  on  the  wind  Is  the  bell's  solemn  toll, 
'T  is  mournfully  pealiug  the  knell  of  a  soul ; 
The  Spirit's  sweet  pleadings  and  striving's  are  o'er, 
The  Lord  of  the  vineyard  stands  waiting  no  more. 
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Leagued  with  all  the  powers  of  darkness. 

Foe  to  every  friend  of  truth ; 
In  our  midst,  behold  the  tempter 

Dealing  poison  to  our  youth. 
See  him  press  with  gentle  whisper. 

To  their  lips  the  fatal  bowl; 
While  its  maddening  drops  bewilder 

Every  feeling  of  the  soul. 

2  Step  by  step  he  leads  his  victim 

To  the  verge  of  dread  despair; 
Hurls  bim  o'er  the  brink  of  ruin, 

Laughs  and  leaves  him  hopeless  there. 
Widowed  hearts  and  homes.deserted, 

Helpless  children  orphans  made; 
What  a  picture  I  God  of  mercy  I 

Let  this  cruel  tide  be  stayed. 

3  Friends  of  temperance,  Christian  workers, 

Let  your  glorious  standard  wave; 
Dp  and  arm  yourselves  for  conflict, 

Fired  with  zeal  and  courage  brave. 
Touch  not,  taste  not,  be  your  motto, 

And  your  watchword  in  the  fight; 
God  will  give  you  strength  to  conquer, 

He  '11  protect  you  in  the  right. 


^5SS= 


THK  SINGING   PILGRIM. 


"  The    Lord    is    good    to   all,  ai\d    his    tender  mercies    are    over  all    lii 

works." 
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SOLO,  or  Semi-chorus. 


1st  Response.    CHORUS. 


»     i     i  l-T      i     i-4-^i       i     i  r~i     ■      z~t\ 


£E 


0  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good  ;     For  his  mer  -  cy    en  -  dur  -  eth  for  -  e v-  er. 

g-  -r  ,-gi— -g-  t-  ,e 


i 


i 


SOLO,  or  Semi-chobcs. 


2d  Response.    CHORUS. 


ALL. 


^^m^      ■:: 


9* 


^ 


S^§ 


0  give  thanks  unto  the  God  of  gods ;  For  his  mer  -  cy  en  -  dar  -  eih  for  -  ev-er.  A  -  men. 


\p  GIVE  thanks  nnto  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good; 
;     0  give  thanks  onto  the  God  of  gods; 

2  0  eivf  thanks  unto  the  Lord  of  lords; 
To  him  who  alone  doeth  great  wonders; 

3  To  him  that  by  wiwdom  made  the  heavens: 
To  him  that  stretched  out  the  earth  above  the  waters; 

4  To  him  that  made  great  lights ; 
The  sun  to  rule  by  day  ;  the  moon  and  stars  to  rule  by  night : 

6  Who  remembered  us  in  our  low  estate; 

And  hath  redeemed  us  from  our  enemies; 
6  Who  giveth  food  to  all  fl.sh; 

O  give  thanks  unto  the  God  of  heaven ; 

Notb.— The  Solo,  or  Semi-chorus  should  be  sung  by  the  Teachers,  or  Chorister. 


1  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

2  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

1  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

2  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

1  Clio.  For  his  mercy 

2  C7(0.  For  his  mercy 

1  Cho.  For  his  meroy 

2  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

1  Clio.  For  his  mercy 

2  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

1  Cho.  For  his  mercy 

2  Cho.  For  his  mercy 


endnreth 
endureth 
endureth 
endureth 
endureth 
endureth 
endureth 
endureth 
endureth 
eudureth 
endureth 
endureth 


forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever, 
forever. 
Ameu. 


\ux  fra^f  W\®  nx*  'm  fWto- 
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After  this   maimer,   therefore,   pray   ye." 


I.  Our  Father,  who  art  in   \  Thy  kingdom  come;  thy  \ 

heaveu.  hallowed  J  be  thy  |  uame ;     will  be  doue  on  J  earth,  as  it  |  Is  in  |  heaven. 


-a-    s 

2.  Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread ;  And  forgive  us  our  tres- ) 

panned,  as  we  forgive       /them  that  |  trespass  a- 1  gainst  us. 
\    3.  And  lend  us  not  Into  temp- 1  For  thine  !■  Mm  kingdom, ' 

tation,  but  deliver  J  us  from  |  evil ;  and  the  power,  and  the /glory,  for  |  ever  and  |  ever. 

Amen. 


^a&ffc 


-^p^ 


THE  SIXGIXG  riLGBIM. 


is  hM  for  mHi  to  Srifte. 


Ponder  the   path  of*  thy  feet,  and   let   all   thy  wajrs  he  established 


3  80 


£l 


»5Y?.  IS  not  for  man  to  trifle  I    Lifo  is  brief  and  |  sin  is  |  here. 
iAH>ur  aae  is  but  the  falling  of  a  leaf— A  |  dropping  |  tear. 


"V 


We  have  no  time  to  sport  a-  I  way  the  |  hours, 
All  must  be  earnest  in  a  world  like  ours. 


2  Not  many  lives,  but  only  one  have  we,  one,  |  only  |  one! 
How  sacred  should  that  one  life  ever  be— That  |  narrow  |  span! 
Day  after  day  filled  up  with  |  blessed  |  toil, 

Hour  after  hour  still  bringing  in  new  spoil. 

3  Our  being  is  no  shadow  of  thin  air,  no  |  vacant  J  drea~i, 

lly 

'Tis  full  of  meaning  as  of  |  myste-  I  ry, 


only  | 


No  fable  of  the  things  that  never  were,  but 

'Tis  full  of  meaning  as  of  |  myste-  I  ry, 

Though  strange  and  solemn  may  that  meaning  be. 

4  Our  sorrows  are  no  phantom  of  the  night,  no  |  idle  |  tale; 
No  cloud  that  flits  along  the  sky  of  light  on  |  summer  |  gale. 
They  are  the  true  reali-  |  ties  of  |  earth, 

Friends  and  companions  even  from  our  birth. 

5  0  life  below  I  how  brief,  and  poor,  and  sad !    One  |  heavy  |  sigh. 

0  life  above!  how  loug.  how  fair  and  glad!    One  |  endless  I  joy. 

0 1  to  be  done  with  daily  |  dying  |  here; 
0!  to  begin  the  living  in  yon   sphere! 

6  0  day  of  time,  how  dark !    O  sky  and  earth,  how  |  dull  your  |  hue! 

O  day  of  Christ,  how  bright  I    O  sky  and  earth,  made  I  fair  and  |  new! 
Come,  better  Eden,  with  thy  |  freslfer  |  green; 
Come,  brighter  Salem,  gladden  all  the  scene. 


►ill  ©kra  nrf  wisil  mt? 
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Our  soul   waiteth    for    the  Lord.     He    is    our  help  and    our  shield." 

£xoxa  "  JBallotort)  JJotuj*.' 


JILT  thou  uot  visit  me? 
)3W[CThe  plant  beside  me  leels  thy  |  gentle  |  dew; 
kaen  blade  ot  grass  I  see, 
thy 


From 


deep  earth  its  quickening  |  moist- 


ure I  drew 
Wilt  thou  not  visit  me? 

Wilt  thou  not  visit  me? 
Thy  morning  calls  on  me  with  I  cheering  i 
tone; 

And  every  hill  and  tree 
Lend  brt  one  voice,  the  voic*-  of  |  thee  a-  |  loce. 

Wt  t  thou  not  visit  me? 


ILT  thou  not  visit  me?     I  need  thy  lo«re, 
hi  ore  than  the  flower,  tne  flow,  or  |  grass,  the  | 
rain. 

Come,  like  thy  holy  dovb. 
And  let  mem  thy  sight  rejoice  to  1  livea-lgain. 

Wilt  thou  not  visit  me? 

Yes!  thou  wilt  visit  me: 
Nor  plant,  nor  tree,  thine  eye  de-  |  lights  bo  I 

As  when  from  sin  set  free,  Idwerl 

Man's  spirit  comes  with   thine  in  i  peace  to  | 
Yes.  thou  wilt  visit  me. 


^t£ 


^essa*^^ 


TIIE  SfXGFXG   PILGRIM. 
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rhtjjhtfl  for  M$m*. 


And    Up    ministered   witii   Hiiifjins:.' 
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Modrrato. 


f^^m^^&^^^^m 


Ring-ing   for    Je  -  huh,    singing    for    Je  -  ens,     Try-lng     to  serve  him  wher-ev  -  er       I 
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alt    her  my  voice  I  would 
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raise;     'T  is  for  fci* 
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glo  •  ry  whose  arm  is  her 
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Uu  would  I  bon 

or,    his  name  would   I 

praise, 

his  name 

would  I  praise. 
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INGTNG  for  Jesus  glad  hymns  off  devotion, 

Lifting  the  snol  on  her  pinions  of  lore; 
Dropping  a  word  or  a  thought  l.y  the  wayside, 

Telling  of  r<-»»t  in  th*  niRimions  above. 
Music  may  soften  where  langiiHgf  wuld  fail  us, 

Filings  loug  buried    t  will  r.ften  restore, 
Tones  that  were   breathed  from  the  lips  of  de- 
parted. 

How  we  revere  them  when  they  are  no  morel 


I  NOT  NO  for  Jpsus,  my  bl««a»ed  Redeemer, 
God  of  the  pilgriin«.  ft»T  th-.-  I  will  xing; 

When  o'»r  the  billows  <>f  nne  I  aui  wafted, 

Still  with  thy  praise  shall  eternity  ring. 
Glory  to  God  for  the  pn>Mp«*ct  before  me, 

S<M.n  shall  my  spirit  transported  ascend; 
Kinging  tor  J«MM,  <»  btiMfal  employment, 

Loud  hallelujahs  that  uever  will  end. 


Inasmuch    as   ye    Have   done    it   unto   oue   of  the    least   of   these,    my 
brethren,    ye    have    done   it   uuto   me." 
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CM. 


b=K=0r. 


m 


7^=2 


i£z--j>=2 


J*=ZT 


1.  Un  •  to      oue     of     the   least       of    these,  Dear  Sav  -  ior,    can        it 


bo, 


That 


— . . 1 K f**, — fc» 1 1 IV_r 


2.  If        we      un  -  to      the    thirst  -  y     bring     A      cup      of        wa  -  ter         cold,         Post 

3.  The    pas  -  sioo  -  ate,     im    •  pa  -  tient  one,      Whom  nothing  seems  to         please;       The 

0f^.m «_ 


gliS=g£=p^^=^fe^g^=g^ 


do-inggood  to    one   of    them   Is    do  -  ing  good  to      thee.      Is     do  -  ing  good  to     thee? 


y>=* 


-i* — i 


Ill^SiiiSl 


thou,  0  Lord,  with  loving  eyes  The  lit  -tie  deed   be  -  hold,    The  lit  -  tie  deed   be  -  hold? 
poor,  the  small,  the  weary  one,  They  are  the  least  of     these.    They  are  the  least  of     these. 


-m — m. 


'~ez 


:m=*=zC=e: 


GmdF  we  should  ever  help  them  bear 
<*^     Their  crosses,  would  it  be 
^^  Ah  if,  0  Lord,  we  helped  thee  bear 
The  cross  on  Calvary  ? 


\  BLESSED  thought!  let  every  one 
To  this  great  work  awake, 

So  glad  to  help  the  least  of  these 
For  their  Redeemer's  sake. 


A& 


THE  SINGING   riLGlllM. 


$*  Kittle  pilgrim 


I'm      a  lit  -  tie 

2.  Mine's  a       bet  -  ter 

3.  But        a  lit  -  tie 


pil  -  grim,  And      a     stran-ger    here 

conn  -  try,    Where  there  is      no      sin; 

pil  -  grim    Must  have  garments:  clean 


Though  this  world  is 
Where  the  tones  of 
Ere  he'd      wear     the 


^a- 
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pleas -ant,    Sin     is      al  -  ways  near, 
sor  -  row     Nev-er     en  -  ter       in. 
white  robe.  And  with  Christ  be  seen. 

j_k « m — J— i-^      ,       m 

Je  -  bus  loves  our     pilgrim  baud ; 
Je  -  sus  loves,  etc. 
Je  -  bus  loves,  etc. 

L-* — * — • — *— L 
Ilo  will  lead    Ud 

0 — -  -r-\ 
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by      the    hand,    Lead     us       to      the      bet  -  ter     land.      Hap  -  py    home    on        high. 


gjg  ^==r—  I  I  * *  =m 

~*  ^ X»  |    ■       TV  >=?■  >     I 


S-fc+T—1 


ESUS,  hear  and  save  me; 

Teach  me  to  obey  ; 
Holy  Spirit,  guide  me 

In  the  heaveuly  way. 


<MK'M  a  little  pilgrim. 
A     And  a  stranger  here, 
^/  But  my  home  in  heaven 
Cometh  ever  near. 


185 


|TiII,  |  Osr  i*Ii*&. 


Believe   on    tlie    Lord    Jesus    Clirist,   and    tlion    slialt    be    saved.' 


^^^ 


^S^EE,^^ 


zpurrzTT 


am,  with -oat    one    plea.  But    that      thy 

am,   and    wait-in?    not  To       rid        my 

am,  though  tossed  about.  With  many    a 

ivill,      I        do       be-lieve;  I         can,        I 

1 


m^^ 
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blood  was  shed     for      me, 

soul      of  oue   dark    blot, 

con  -  rtict,  many  a      donbt, 

will.     1  do      be  -  Ifeve; 

-tfa-js 
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And    that      thou  bidd'nt  me 
To      thee,  whose  blood    can 
With  fean  with  -  in,       and 
I          e-i.       I        will,        I 

come 
cleans* 
wars 
do 
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L;mili       of     God, 

Lamb      of     God, 

Lamb      of     Cd. 

it    died 

— mm  ■ 

i 
i 

for 

-~w:-—.m — i 
come ! 
come! 

Come  I 
in-. 

1 

MM- 

• — i 

i  m     m — - — 5=i 

r-S— 

— »— 

■=*-=* ff_ 

■.g4-je_iE 

K±>- 

>— 

i  r.    >  * — e 

I     .. 

— *<■— 

— — 

T~T"i 

J: 

T  as  I  am,  iKKjr,  wretched,  blind, 
ciV»  iKht,  richoa,  hfulinu  of  tli»-  nninl, 
V'  .i.  all  I  nee<1,  in  thee  to  tiud, 
0,  Lamb  of  God, 


r.ST  as  I  am,  thy  lovt  niiknown 
ii  i  er  d««  n  ; 
Now  to  u-  thine    rea.  Ihioe  «louo 
0,  Lamb  of  God.  I  coiu^l 
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I  will  gather  you.  from  all   nations.' 


1.  Shall      we       gath  -  er       at      the        riT 

2.  On         the       mar -gin      of      the        riv 

3.  Ere        we       reach  the    shin-ing        riT 


er, 


Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  h.ave 
Wash  -  iug  np  its  sil  -  ver 
Lay         we        ev'  -  ry      bur  -  den 


m 


trod ;  With 

spray,  We 

down ;  Grace 


its 

will 

OUT 


crys   -    tal 

walk     and 
spir   •   its 


tide 
wor 
will 


for 
ship 
de 


liv 


er        Flow   -   ing 
er,       All  the 

er.       And        pro- 


bv 
hap 

vide 


the    throne 
py,     gold 
a       robe 


God? 
en  day. 

and  crown 


Yes,     we'll     gath   •    er  at         the 

Yes,      we'll     gath   -    er,  etc. 
Yes,      we'll      gath    •    er,  etc 


■«£-  *=   3 


m 


Gath  •  er  with    the  saints  at     the      riT  •   er    That  flows    by      the  throne   of       God. 

T :  ■jr_gn_g-_^3  -g-  '•  £  ,  ^ — m — m-T-m — m-   p    p — O- 


T  the  smiling  of  the  riTer, 
Mirror  of  the  Sartor's  face. 

Saints  whom  death  will  never  sever 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace. 
Yes,  we  '11  gather,  etc. 


£OON  we  '11  reach  the  silver  river, 
Soon  onr  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Soon  onr  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 
Yes,  we  '11  gather,  etc. 


3£3^3= 
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THE  SIXGING   PILGRIM. 


Mil  &zn$  for  jtafiMs. 


Singing   e^d    limiting    melody    in   your    heart    to    tne    Lord.' 


1.  I  will        sing      for      Je    -     bus 

2.  Can    there  o    -    ver  -  take       me 


With    his      blood        he    bought    me;       And 
Ad    -    y        dark         din    -    as    -    ter. 


PiH=p 


9     I  will        sing      for      Je    -     bus!  His    name      a    -    lone       pre  -  Tail    •    ing,      Shall 

4.   Still     I'll         sing      for      Je    •     mil  01       how     will         1  a  •  dore       him,      A- 
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all  a     •     long     my      pil  -  grim      way       His      lov    -    ing     hand       has  brought  me. 

While     I  sing     for      Je     -    -    -    sua.       My     bless   -   ed,      bless    •    ed     Mas    -   ter? 
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<fr  a    J  i 


*x=q: 
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be  my        sweet  -  eBt       mn    •    •    -    sic,      When  heart     and     flesh        are     fail    -    ing. 

mong    the        cloud     of        wit  -  ness  -  es,       Who     cast       their  crowns      be  -  fore       him. 

/7\ 


y~5 — i SE 


^^=2 J- 


=ZZim g=IjB* 


^ 


CHORUS 


*^^mm^m 


01     help      me         sing     for      Je    -     sus, 


Help   me  tell     the      sto    •     ry         Of 


m 


^^m 
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him        who        did        re  •  deem        us.         The  Lord         of        life        and       glo    -     ry. 


=e^c£fc: 


THE  SINGING  FILGRIM. 


>mi&  nnU  mt. 


Come   unto  me,  all  ye  tliat   labor  and    are    heavy  laden,  and    I  -stria 
give   yon   rest." 
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L.  M. 


m 


With   tear  -  ful     eyes      I        look     a  -  ronnd,  Life  seems    a     dark    and     storm  -  y 


m — «_ 


c_1_| j_ — t ^^ v — t 
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SOLO. 


DUET 


"COME  UNTO    ME." 


NEEDY  SINNER,  COME. 


COME  UNTO  HE,  ALL  TE  ENDS  OF  THE  EARTH,  AND 
BE  TB  BAYED." 


ITH  tearfnl  eyes  I  look  around, 
Y^C    Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea; 
Yet,  'midst  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound. 
A  heavenly  whisper,  "  Come  to  me. 


"IF    A.NY    MAN   THIBST,    LET    BIM    COME    UNTO 
189  MB." 


fg CST  as  thou  art,  without  one  trace 
t-Of  love  or  joy  or  inward  grace, 
*  Or  fitness  for  the  heavenly  place— 
0,  guilty  sinner,  cornel   0  come  I 


2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest- 

It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee; 
01  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed, 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  "  Come  to  me. 

3  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die. 

Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee; 

Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye; 

I  am  thy  portion,  "  Come  to  me." 

4  0  voice  of  mercy,  voice  of  love! 

In  conflict,  grief,  and  agony. 
Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above  I 
And  gently  whisper,  "  Come  to  me." 


2  Burdened  with  guilt,  wouldst  thou  be  blest? 
Trust  not  the  world,  it  gives  no  rest ; 
I  bring  relief  to  hearts  oppressed ; 

0,  weary  sinner,  cornel  0  cornel 

3  Come,  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cros» ; 
Connt  all  thy  gains  but  empty  droM, 
My  grace  repays  all  earthly  loss— 

0,  needy  sinner,  cornel  0  cornel 


4  Come,  hither  bring  thy  boding  fears, 
Thy  aching  heart,  thy  bursting  tears; 
'T  is  mercy's  voice  salutes  thine  ears— 
0,  trembling  sinner,  come  I  0  come  1 


^5^£5^ 
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%hz  ferfolkfl's  fitJBsi0in. 


Now  will   I  sing  of  my  beloved  touching  hie  vineyard.' 
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1.  Brother, 

2.  Brother, 

you     may  work 
you     may   pray 

for      Je    - 

for      Je    - 

ens; 

80S, 

God    has     giv    - 
In     your    cloa 

en 
et 

you     a    place 
and    at   home, 
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In    some     por  •  tion      of       Ms     vine-  yard,    And    will     give    sus  -  tain   -  ing       grace. 
In      the       vil  -  lage,     in       the      cit    -    y.         Or     wber  -  ev  -  er       you      may      roam ; 


0  N ^.r-J »    Cj    s      .\-    1         ,         fr ^ 


-*_& 


^^ 


He      has         bid  -  den  you  "Go     la  -  bor,"  And  has    promised         a       re  -  ward,      Ev  -en 
Pray  that        God   may  send   the   spir  -  it         In  -  to      some  dear     sin  -  ner's  heart,     And  that 


g-:  tr 


fc  h     >  l     ^     ^     ^  r^, 
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joy  and   life     e-ter-nal     In    the  kingdom    of  your  Lord,    In    the  kingdom  of  your  Lord. 
in      hi*  soul's  sal-va- tion    You  may  bear  some  humble  part,  You  may  bear  some  humble  part. 


ROTHKR,  you  may  "sing  for  Jesus," 
O  how  preckma  \»  \\\*  k>v« ! 

Mm  tor  hit*  bt>undl*M  blessings 
Kv«r  comine  from  nbOTfe 

Mm  bow  •I"-"-  ii-'i  to  s»t«  you, 

How  ymir  «in  *;id  guilt  Ij>-  r-.r*; 
How  hin  >)lo«vl  li.ttli  s— . led  vour  pardon: 
*'  Bing  tor  Jesus  "  ts\*>rwor*. 


ItoTifKH,  you  may  live  for  J«hus. 
*     Him  who  dud  tliat  vou  might  live 
0  thnn  all  your  rauwaiwi  powers 

Cbaeifal  to  liis  service  give. 
Thto«  for  JwM  ,  'm  mny  lul.or, 
And  lor  Jeaui  si uu  and  pray; 
:ate  your  life  to  J.-rtUS— 
Love  and  serve  him  every  day. 


&^-\ji  *=^~ 
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Moderate  and  aJTectuoso. 
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1.  I     will    sing    you     a       song       of     that  beau  -  ti  -  ful     land,    The      far      a  -  way 

I 


yq^K^ij^zjrj  ■viiiJ'iri  ji^». 


2.  0,    that  home   of      the     eoul        in      my       vi  -  sions  aud  dreams,  Its  bright  jas  -  per 

3.  There  the  great  trees  of      life         in    their  beau  -  ty       do     grow,     And  the  river     of 
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home      of   the  eoul,    Where  no  storms  ev  -  er   beat     on    the  glit  •  tering  strand.  While  the 


walls     I     can    see,        Till     I      fan  -  cy    but   thin  -  ly     the  vale    in  -  ter-venes    Be- 
life      flow  -  eth     by.         For  no    death  ev  -  er      en  -  ters  that  cit  -  y    you  know.    And 


1-y — r- 
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1st  time.    2n.  Fine. 
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years     of     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty       roll. 


While  the  shears  of      e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty    roll. 
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tween    the  fair  cit   -    y     and     me, 
noth  -  ing  that  mak-eth     a        lie, 


Be    -     tween    the  fair  cit    -   y     and  me. 
And       noth  -  ing  that  mak-eth      a      lie. 


il       ^Y^HAT  unchangeable  home  in  for  you  and  for  me,  Jol  HOW  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  land, 
iw      -s~i      Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands ;  a^J       So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain !  [hands, 

With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our 
To  meet  one  another  again. 


^       "*"     The  King  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  he, 

And  he  holdeth  our  crowns  in  his  hands. 
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And    God  spake    these  words,   saying. 
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1.  Down  the  a  -  ges,  long  de  -  part-ed,  For     a     moment,  look  and  wonder;     Listen     to     the 

2.  See    the  clouds  are  round  about  him,  And  the    aw  -  ful    trnmpet  soandeth.  While  the  Lord  up- 
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ten  commandments,  Louder     far  than    Sinai's    thunder,  Hear   a   voice  which  speaks  to  thee, 
on    the  mouutaiu,    His    unchanging     law  profouudeth.    Jeal-oos     is     thy    God,  and  then 


*=* 


^*=£ 


wm^m 


Thou  shalt  have  no  gods  but  me;  Hear  a  voice  which  speaks  to  thee,  Thoushalt  have  no  gods  but  me. 
To    an       idol  shalt  not  bow;   Jealous     is    thy  God,  and  thou  To     au    idol  shalt  nut  bow. 


III. 

,  i«i01  he  rides  upon  the  tempest. 
g»    Death  and  hell  themselves  do  fear  him : 
'     All  the  worlds  he  hath  created, 

Wheti  he  speaketh,  let  us  hear  him. 
Never  shalt  thou  take  the  name 
Of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain." 


VI.      » 

WKl'L  words  from  Sinai  sounding, 
Who  shall  question  or  gainsay  them? 

Graven  deep  on  marble  tables, 
Who  shall  dare  to  disobey  them? 

There,  Thou  shalt  not  kill  was  writ, 

Nor  adultery  commit. 


IV. 

STANDING  by  the  fiuakiug  mountain, 

J      All  the  hosts  of  Israel  trcliihle; 
In  the  presence  of  the  holy, 

Who  can  trifle  or  dissemblw. 
Thou  ■hall  mind  the  Sabbath  dav 
K'-ep  it  holy,  hear  him  say. 


i°' 


VII. 


>!  he  looks  throngh  all  disguises; 
Vfp    Tears  each  flimsy  vail  asunder; 
1    Like  the  lightning  are  his  glancee, 
And  his  voice  is  like  the  thunder. 
And  to  us  he  doth  r-veal. 
This  in*  will,  Thou  shalt  not  steal. 


ING  of  kings!  Jehovah  I  Jireh! 

Thon  art  <»od.  there  is  no  other; 
Prom  ol  old  wh  hear  i  bee  saving, 

Thou  shalt  ttOnor  Father,  Moth* 
That  thy  da\s  full  lung  may  be 
In  the  laud  God  gift*  lo  thee. 


--•^ 


V1I1. 

0  false  witness  'gainst  thy  neighbor 
Shalt  thou  bear,  and  thou  shalt  nevor 

Covet  aught  that  he  poMeaeeth, 
Saith  thj  God,  Who  livi-rt  forever; 

The  great  God,  who  from  on  higti 

Waits  to  judge  thee  b>  -aud-by. 
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Let    brotherly    love    continue." 
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9th  P.  M. 


1.  Sol  -  diers     in      the  ranks  of       Je  -  sua, 

2.  Some  are    here  whose  locks  bo  -  tok  •  en 

3.  Tell     us,     brethren,    are     you     plaut-ing 

4.  Do      not    think    of  earth  -  ly       tri  -  als, 


Work  -  era       in      the  field     of     grace, 
Years     of    watch-iug,  toil,   and    care; 
Good  •   ly      seed     on    fer  -  tile  ground? 
With   your  crown  of    life      in     view; 
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PreacherB       of      our  Wens  -  ed      Gob  -  pel, 
Oth  •  era       in      the  priuib  of      man  -  hood, 
Is         the      glo  -  rious  work  pro  -  gress  -  ing, 
Though  af- flict  -  ed,    bear     it     meek  -  ly. 


Wel-come      to      this    sa  •   crvd  place. 
Just    be    •  gin    their  cross    to     bear. 
Does  the     fruit    of     joy        a  -  bound? 
Je  -   sub      bled   and   died     for      you. 


^E^ 
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CHORUS 


What   an    hoar     of     ho   -    ly    trans  -  port 
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JYl  HOUGH  yon  sometimes  feel  discouraged, 
C*-£    And  your  labor  seems  in  vain, 
™    Look  to  God,  and  seek  his  blessing, 
He  will  bring  the  promised  reign. 
What  an  hour,  etc. 


•a^ATIENT,  then,  be  persevering; 
3g£    Soon  your  mission  will  be  o'er; 
*     Through  the  glass  of  hope,  though  darkly, 
You  can  see  the  other  shore. 
What  an  hour,  etc. 


THE  SINGING   PILGRIM. 


Imis  is  mtxt< 


Behold    I    stand    at    the    door    and    Jcnoolc.' 


194 


0,         come  to  Je  -  sua     now, 

2.  0,         come  this  place  with  -  in, 

3.  Come,  theu,  to  Je  •  bcs     now, 

4.  0,         como  to  Je  -  sns     now, 


Je  -  sns 
Je  -  sua 
Je  •  sns 
Je  -  bus 


here, 
here, 
here, 
here. 


Je  -  bus  is  here; 

Je  •  bus  is  here; 

Je  -  bus  is  here; 

Je  •  hus  is  here; 
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All 
He 
All 
Old 

low        be  •  fore    him 
sees      you     full     of 
near     him     low  •  ly 
and    young    together 

bow, 
sin, 
bow, 
bow, 

Je  •  sns      is 
Je  •  bub      is 
Je  -  bob      is 
Je  -  rub       is 
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here, 
here, 
here, 
here, 
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Je  -  sns       is 
Je  -  bus       is 
Je  -  sua       is 
Je  •  bub       ia 
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hero. 
here. 
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Too  man    -    y  go  a  -  way,  Too       man    -    y  still       de 

He  knows    yon  when     yon   come.  Poor,  wretch-ed,  aud  an 

0,         ye        that     feel      your    sin.  And      com  •   ing  long  have 

0,  what         a         glo  -  riona  thing,  Sin's     wea    -    ry  load  to 


lay, 
done, 
been, 
bring, 


Though 
Seeking 
Now 
And 
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JESUS   IS    MINE. 


'AND   THET   SHALL   BE   MINK   IW    THAT   DAT    WHEN    I    MAKE   UP   MT    JEWELS. 


ADR,  fade  each  earthly  joy, 

Jesus  is  mine' 
Break  every  tender  tie, 

Jesus  is  miuel 

Dark  is  the  wilderness. 

Earth  has  no  resting-place, 

Jeetn  alone  ran  bless, 

J»-«ns  is  miuel 

2  Temot  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesus  i*  minel 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 
*  Jesus  is  miuel 


3£^c*=r-e- 


Perishlng  things  of  clay, 
Horn  but  for  one  brief  day. 
Pass  from  ray  heart  away, 
Jcrius  is  mine  I 

3  Farewell,  mortality, 

Jwoi  in  mine! 
W.  |.  ..rue  eternity, 

Jetius  is  minel 
Welcome,  O  loTed  and  blest, 
W.-leome,  sweet  scenes  uf  rest 
Welcome,  my  Savior's  breast, 

J.-«uh  is  minel 
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Be  not  weary  in  -well  doing,  for  in  due  time  ye  wliall  x-eap,  if  ye  faint  not. 

Sth  P.  JL 
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Fery  earned. 
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l.jOn -ward,  fel    -   low  -  teach-ers,     on-wardl    Sow    the    seed     with    faith  mid  prayer 


tz^—1^- 


2.  Cour-age,     fel    -   low  -  teach-ers,    cour  -  age!  Though  we    now       see       no    buc 


Wait    his    time     with  faith    and      pa  -  tience,  God    will     yet     our       la   -  bors 


Jo- 
bless. 
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ow     and    faint     not,     Sow    and  faint      not,      Till    the     seed       a       har  -  vest       bear. 


RKSTLE.  fellow-teachers,  wrestle  I 
"fcC      With  the  God  of  Jacob  plead ; 
Pray  until  yon  get  the  blessing, 
Which  vour  fainting  spirit*  need. 

Pleat!  with  Jesus; 
For  these  little  children  plead. 


'EAR  us,  0,  onr  Savior,  hear  us  I 
>      While  we  supplicate  th>  throne; 
Let  us  be  successful  pleaders, 
Savior,  make  our  cause  thine  own 

Let  these  children  * 

All  be  saved  aud  gathered  home. 
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^P  FIE  words  of  this  truly  beautiful  song  were  written  by  Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates. 

~J<k\  The  music  will  be  found  on  page  90,  "  Musical  Leaves,"  as  sung  by  Philip  Phillips  at  the  great 
v_2>  Anniversaries  of  the  U.  S.  Christian  Commission  in  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Washington,  Cincinnati, 
Chicago,  St.  Louis,  and  many  other  places. 
When  our  lamented  President  Lincoln  heard  Mr.  Phillips  sing  it  at  the  Hall  of  Representatives  in 
Washington,  Feb.  29,  1865,  he  was  overcome  with  emotion,  and  sent  up  the  following  written  request  (fac- 
simile) to  Hon.  Wm.  H.  Seward,  Chairman,  for  its  repetition: 


Jiy^^S&IiD   G&rt-Z;  s&p '-^^X^^r0^^ 
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s3feF  you  can  not  on  the  ocean 
j.*.     Sail  among  the  swiftest  fleet, 
*^  Rocking  on  the  highest  billows, 

Laughing  at  the  storms  you  meet, 
Tou  can  stand  among  the  sailors, 

Anchored  yet  within  the  bay ; 
Tou  can  lend  a  hand  to  help  them, 
As  they  launch  their  boat  away. 


II. 

tjS&F  yon  are  too  weak  to  journey 
A     Up  the  mountain,  steep  and  high, 
You  ran  stand  within  the  valley. 

While  the  multitudes  go  by; 
Y<  u  can  chant  in  happy  measure, 

As  they  slowly  pans  along; 
Though  they  may  forget  the  singer, 
They  will  not  forget  the  song. 


III. 

F  you  have  not  gold  and  silver 

Bret  ready  to  command; 
If  you  can  not  t'ward  the  needy 

Reach  an  ever  open  hand  ; 
You  can  visit  the  afflicted, 

O'er  the  erring  you  can  weep; 
You  can  be  a  true  disciple 

Sitting  at  the  Savior's  feet. 


IY. 

f±H 

eSsF  yon  can  not  in  the  harvest 
^     Garner  up  the  richest  sheaves. 
^^  Many  a  grain  both  ripe  And  golden 
Will  the  careless  reapern  leave  ; 
Go  and  glean  among  the  briers, 

Growing  rank  against  the  wall, 
For  it  may  be  that  their  shadow 
Hides  the  heaviest  wheat  of  all. 


V. 


F  yon  can  not  in  the  conflict 

Prove  yourself  a  soldier  true— 
If.  where  fire  and  smoke  are  thickest, 

Th»*re  's  no  work  for  you  to  do ; 
When  the  battle-field  is  silent, 

You  can  go  with  careful  tread. 
You  can  bear  away  the  wounded, 

You  can  cover  up  the  dead. 


VI. 

O  not,  then,  stand  idly  waiting, 
For  som»  greater  work  to  do; 

Fortune  is  a  lazy  goddess- 
She  will  never  come  to  you. 

Go  and  toil  in  any  vineyard, 
Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare ; 

Ifyoii  want  h  field  of  labor, 
You  can  find  it  any  where. 


Mote.— May  be  sung  as  a  Chorus  to  opposite  tune. 
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Verily,  verily,  I   say  -unto   you.,  except   a    man    be    born   again,  be   Can 
not  see  tbe   kingdom  of  God.." 
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C.  M.  D. 


Moderate 


1.  0,        Bin  -  ner,       on         the     brink      of     death,    Why     plod    thy        toil    -    some 

2.  Where  is       thy     trnet       be  -  yond       the    grave,    And    where  thy       hope  of 


way,         A   -   long     the 
heaven  ?  Thou  hast     no 


slip  -   pery     path       of        guilt,       With    -   out  one 

par  -  doning  voice     with    -    in,  To  speak  thy 
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cheer    -     ing       ray?       Shall  love     im  -  plore      with   tear  -  ful      eye,      Shall     Je  -  sua 
sins  for  -   given.      Boast  not     thy    mer    -    its       or      thy  works.   For      both     a- 
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Stop,      sin  -  ner, 
If         thou  wouldst 
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in          thy      mad        ca    - 
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£))LD  things  must  pass,  thy  nature  change, 
•*     By  sovereign  grace  renewed ; 
Thy  temper,  gentle  as  a  child, 
Thy  every  thought  subdued. 
And  in  the  temple  of  thy  heart. 

The  Lord  of  glory  reign. 
Whose  law  demands  of  every  soul, 
Ye  must  be  born  again. 


iVE  him  thy  heart,  a  simple  act, 

He  justly  claims  of  thee; 
Repent,  believe,  and  thou  shalt  find 

A  pardon,  full  and  free.. 
Behold  the  bleeding  Lamb  of  God, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Whose  law  demands  of  every  soul. 

Ye  must  be  born  again. 
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mm  to  Mtms 


1  Heboid !    now    is    the    day    of  salvation. 


Rev.  Edward  Patson  Hammond  says  this  waa  first  sung  in  Scotland,  when  hundred? 
199  were  askiug,  "  What  shall  we  do  to  be  saved?" 

With  feeling  and  earnestness. 
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Come       to 


Je   -    bus,    come      to 


Je    -     8U8, 


Coma     to 


Je   •    sua,      just 
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ff 


Come       to 


&=i^in 


Je  •  bqs,     come      to 
*        m        m  -     m: 


Je   -   bus,        Come     to 


Je   -   bus,      just 

~m       m — =m= 


2t=7=£r*z 
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note,       juBt      now;  Come     to 


im 
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i^^S 


Je   -   bub,     come      to  Je   •    bub,      just       now. 

i s^=ir  T     !       i       ; 


pi 


just 


now ;    Come     to 


Je    -   bus,     come      to 


HE 


m 


Je  •  bub,     just 

-J— J— J- 


SrPT.— "COME  UNTO  ME,  all  ye  that  labor  and 
are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."— Matt. 
xi:  28. 

1.  Come  to  Jesus,  just  now,  etc. 

SrPT.—"  Believe  on  tbo  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
thou  shalt  be  SAVED."— Act*  xvi :  31. 

2.  He  will  save  you,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.— "God  so  loved  the  world  that  he  gsvehio 
only-begotten  Sou.  that  whosoever  BELIE VETH 
in  him  should  nut  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life.'1 
— JoAwiii:  16. 

3.  0,  believe  him,  just  now,  etc. 

Pro.— "He  is  ABLE  to  save  them  to  tho  utter- 
most that  come  unto  God  by  him,  seeing  he  ever  liv- 
eth  to  make  intercession  for  us."—  Meb.  vi»-  26. 

4.  Be  is  able,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.— "The  Lord  is  long-suffering  to  us-ward, 
not  WILLING  that  any  should  perish,  but  that  all 
should  come  to  repentance.— 2  Pet.  iii:  9. 

5.  lie  is  willing,  just  now,  etc. 

SrPT.— "  Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  WILL  IN  NO- 
WISE CAST  OUT."— John  vi :  37. 

6.  He'll  receive  you,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.—"  FLEE  from  the  wrath  to  come."— Matt. 
iii:  7. 

7.  Flee  to  Jesus,  just  now,  etc. 


Supt.— "Whosoever  shall  CALL  on  the  name  of 
the  Lord  shall  be  saved."—  Acts  ii:  21. 

8.  Call  unto  him,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.— "And  JesuB  said  unto  him,  Go  thy  way; 
THY  FAITH  HATH  MADE  THEE  WHOLE."- 
Mark  x :  52. 

9.  He  will  hear  you,  just  now,  etc. 


*  Jesus,  thou  son  of  David,  have  MERCY 
Mark  x :  47. 


Supt. 
Oil  me.' 

10.  He  '11  have  mercy,  just  now,  etc. 

3upt.— "  If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  ia  faithful  and 
just  to  FORGI VE  US  our  sins.— 1  John  i :  y. 

11.  He'll  forgive  you,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.— "The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  hU  Son, 
CLEANSETH  US  from  all  sin."-l  John  »:  7. 

12.  He  will  cleanse  you,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.— " Therefore,  if  any  man  be  in  Christ,  he  Is 
a  NEW  CREATURE."-2  Cor.  v  :  17. 

13.  He  '11  renew  you,  just  now,  etc. 

8upt.— "  He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be 
CLOTHED  in  white  raiment."— Rev.  iii:  b. 

14.  He  will  clothe  you,  just  now,  etc. 

Supt.— "Greater  LOVE  hath  no  man  than  this, 
that  a  man  should  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends.'* 
—John  xv :  13. 

]  5.  Jesus  loves  you,  just  now,  etc. 


The  Scripture,  pertaining  to  «ach  verse  should  be  read  or  recited  by  the  superintendent  In  a  plain  and 
impressive  manner  before  singing  the  verse. 
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:.\$  Sorb's  fjntgitr. 


But  in  every  thing    oy  prayer  and  supplication  let  your  requests   be 
made  known  unto  God.." 
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I.  If  any  be  distressed,  and  fain  would  gather 
Some  comfort,  let  him  haste  unto     -    -    - 


Our 


Father, 


i 


i^i 


Hg===3^=g 


1^ 


2.  Thou  showest  mercy,  therefore  for  the  same  \      JTnJ] 'Amps/   hp  Th-u  nnwte  • 

We  praise  Thee,  Singing, J    -LLUUVWta    Ut  LlliJ         name, 
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3.  We  mortal  are,  and  ever  changing  from  our  \     Thii  mill  hp  dnrtp    r\r\ 
birth;  Thou  constant  art, J     A  "if   WiU   ut  aUfie    Vfl 


earth, 
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For  we  of  hope  and  help  are  quite  bereaven 
Except  thou  succor  us,      ------- 


}    Who       art  in       heaven. 
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°th?£" "SSlSt *?•-■? *?*  ""I ^T "^  . }    Thy       king   -  dom       come; 
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Thou  mad'et  the  earth,  as  well  as  the  planets      \      A  o    if 
seven ;  Thy  name  be  blessed  here, J     -"-°     u 


IS 


in 


m% 


e 


heaven 

— p — 


THING  we  have  to  use,  or  debts  to  pay, 

Except  thou  give  it  us, 

Wherewith  to  clothe  us,  wherewith  to  be  fed, 
For  without  thee  we  want     -.--.- 


Give 
Our 


us 
dai 


this 

iy 


day 

bread ; 


m 


E  want,  we  want  forgiveness,  for  no  day 
passes  But  we  sin 

No  man  free  from  sinning  ever  did  live ; 
Forgive  us,  Lord,  our  sins, 


<SR)F  we  repent  our  faults,  thou  wilt  bless  us,  \ 

Jg,     We  pardon  them J 

^  Forgive  us  that  is  past,  a  new  path  tread  us ;  \ 

Direct  us  always  in  thy  way, / 

E  thine  own  people,  and  thy  chosen  nation ;  \ 
Guide  us  into  all  truth,  but J 

Thon  that  of  all  good  graces  art  the  Giver,  \ 
Suffer  us  not  to  wander,  -------j 


8  from  the  fierce  assaults  of  world  and  devil 
And  flesh.    So  shalt  thou  free  us    -    -    -     - 

To  these  petitions  let  all  on  earth  respond  then 
With  one  consent  and  heart  and  voice,  say, 


^S^ota^?- 


Forgive   us       our    trespasses, 
As  we       for    -   give 

That   trespass  against    us. 
And      lead    -     -     -      us 

Not        into      tempt  -  ation, 
But        de    -     -     -      liver 


From    -    -       all         evil. 
A men. 
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In    my    Father's   house    are   many   mansions." 
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1    There's  a    bean  -  ti   -   ful    home    for    thee,    brother, 

2.  Them 's  a    beau  -  ti   -  ful     rest      for    thee,    brother, 

3.  There's  a    beau  -  ti   -  fu\  crown   for    thee,    brother, 


A  home,  a  home  for  thee; 
A  rest,  a  rest  for  thee; 
A    crown,   a   crown   for        thee; 


mm 


In  that  land  of  bliss,  where  pleasure  is,  There,  brother 's  a  home  for  thee. 
In  those  mansions  a -hove,  where  all  is  love,  There,  brother's  a  rest  for  thee. 
When  the  battle       is  done,  and  the  victory  won,  Our  Savior  will  give  it       to  thee. 


CHORUS. 


A  beau  -  ti  -  ful  home  for  thee,  brother,  A 
A  bean  -  ti  -  tul  rest  for  thee,  brother,  A 
A    beau  -  tt  -  ful   crown  tor   thee,    brother,       A 


beau  -  ti  -  ful  home  for  thee; 
beau  -  ti  -  ful  rest  for  thee; 
beau  -  ti  -  ful    crown  for        thee; 


r%«       + +       i        ■+-£— 


In  that  land  of 
In  those  mansions  a 
When  the  battle       is 


bliss,  where  pleasure  is,  There,  brother 's  a  home  for 
liovi-,  where  nil  is  love,  There,  brother  's  a  rest  for 
dune,  aud  the  victory  won,  Our  Savior  will  give    it       to 


thee, 
thee, 
thee. 
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5Y1HERE  'S  a  beautiful  robe  for  thee,  brother, 
-~2     A  robe,  a  rube  for  thee ; 

A  robe  of  white,  so  pur.-  and  bright, 
A  Kloriotu  r<>t>e  for  thee. 
A  beautiful  robe  for  thee,  etc. 


ILT  seek  that  beautiful  home,  brother, 
That  home,  that  home  above; 

In  that  land  of  light,  where  all  i«  bright 
That  UihI  erbere  all  i*  love  J 
A  beautiful  home  for  tine,  etc. 
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How  amiable    are  thy  tabernacles,  O  Lord,  of  Moats!     My  soxil  panteth 

for    Thee." 
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1.  We       love       the       sun    -    ny       days         of     spring,   With     ear    -     ly       buds  and 

2.  We       love        to      learn        all  through     the     week      The     things    that     make       us 

3.  We       love       the       sto    -    ries        of  the     brave,     The       no    -    bio       men  who 
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God. 
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Sweet 
Sweet 
Sweet 
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Sun  -  day    -    school, 
Sun  -  day    -    school, 
Sun  -  day    -    Bchool, 
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Sab  •  bath     home,    Sab  -  bath   home,  "Home,  sweet  home;"  Dear  Sun-day  -  school,  our 


"Home,     sweet    home,"     Our 
TP £ 


beau    -    ti 


ful 


Sab  -   bath 


home. 


E  may  not  climb  fair  Olivet, 
M[C"    Nor  roam  the  pleasant  Jordan  near, 

But  he  who  there  the  children  met 
V  Will  surely  come  to  meet  us  here. 

vr^-  Sweet  Sunday-school,  etc. 


V  CHILDREN,  hither  will  you  turn 

f    With  willing  hearts  your  Lord  to  meet  I 

O,  teachers,  while  of  him  you  learn, 

Like  Mary,  sit  "at  Jesus'  fett." 

Sweet  Sunday-school,  etc. 
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Bl.'Msed  is  lie   tliut  oonsidereth.  tlie  poor. 
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Then  pause  for 

'T  is  Je     -  bus 

Are  ye  his 

And  God  will 


a            mo   -  ment,  re 

who  bids  you  re 

dis            ci    -  pies,  re 

re     -  ward  you,  re 

=P^ 


-S m~ 

mem  -  ber 
mem  -  ber 
mem  -  ber 
mem    -   ber 


the 
the 
the 
the 


CH0RC3. 


poorl 
poor  I 
poorl 
poorl 


Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the 

The  Lord  will  preserve  him,  and  keep  him 
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But  cleave  -unto  th.e  Lord,  your  God." 


Earnest  and  pleading. 

TENOB. 


1.  Cling        to      the      MIGHTY    ONE,        Cling         in      thy       grief,         Cling         to      the 
(Ps.  lxxxix:  19.)  (Heb.  xii:  11.)  (Heb.  i:  22.) 


JP^~J      jLS 
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2.  Cling         to      the      LOVING     ONE,       Cling         in      thy        woe,  Cling         to      the 

(1  John  iv:  16.) 


(Heb.  Tii:  25 


(Ps.  lxxxvi:  7.) 


3.  Cling        to      the    BLEEDING  ONE,      Cling        to       hia         side.  Cling         to      the 

(1  John  i :  7.)  (John  xx :  27.)  (Rom.  vi :  9.) 
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LIV-ING  ONE, 
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Through    all      be 
(Rom.  viii:  38-39.) 
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low; 
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Cling        to      the 
(Is.  iv:  7.) 
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RIS  -  EN    ONE, 
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In          him      a     • 
(John  xv :  4.) 
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bide; 

Cling        to      the 
(Rev.  xxii:  20.) 

— J-5 1 (- 

COMING     ONE, 
1— ■ — * 1           1 

Cling     in    thy       pain, 
(Ps.lv:  4.) 


Cling     to    the  FAITHFUL  ONE,  He     will   sus  -  tain. 
(1  Thess.  v :  24.)  (Ps.  iii :  5.) 


He        speaketh       peace,  Cling     to    the    HEALING  ONE,   Anguish  shall    cease. 

(John  xiv:  27.)  (Exod.  xv:  26.)  (Ps.  cxviii:  3.) 


ope  shall    a      -      rise.  ,  Cling    to     the  REIGNING  ONE,  Joy  lights  thine  eyes.  f 

(Titus  ii:  13.)  (Ps.  xcvii:  1.)  (Ps.  xvi:  2.)  /$ 
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'h  ttll  $\tm  t0  ht  Irat 


Be  ye  steadfast,  unmovable,  always  abounding  in   the  work  of  the 

Lord.." 


805       SOLO.    MELODY. 

With  great  expreuio*. 


1.  If 

2.  If 


were        a       voice,        a         per    •    sua    •   sive       voice,         That      could 
were        a       voice,        a        con    -    sol    -     ing        voice,         I  'd  fly 


'pass 


a=fe*=i^=sil 


1         the      wide    world  through,    I       would     fly       od         the     beatns      of       the 
the     wings      of        the        air;         The  homes  of        aor    -    row      and 


P 


S^ 


morn   -  ing       light.      And    speak       to         men 
guilt       I  *d        seek,       And     calm      and       truth 


with        a        gen    -    tie     might,  And 
ful  words    I'd     speak    To 


tell        them         to 
save      them      from 


be         trne. 
de    •    spair. 


I      would  fly,        I       would       fly         o    -    ver 

I      would  fly,       I       would       fly       o'er      the 


land      and         sea,     Wher    -    ev     -     er  a 

crowd  •  ed         town.  And        drop       like        the 


hu 
hap 


man      heart     might        be, 
py         sun    -    light       down 


Tell  -ing 
In    -    to 


a      tale,       or       sing  -  ing       a        song,      In      praise 
the  hearts     of        suf  -  fer  •  ing      men,      And  teach 


of      the    right,     in 
them  to       look 


^      CHORUS.  «^ 


Ad  lib. 


blave     of    the  wrong.  I  would    fly, 
up  a      -      gain.     I  would    fly, 


I  would  fly, 
I  would  fly, 


I  would  fly,    - 
I  would  fly,    - 


l3=£ 


I 

'OUld 

fly, 

I 

would 

fly 

o      • 

ver 

land 

and 

I 

Ymld 

flr. 

I 

would 

flr 

o'er 

the 

crowd 

ed 

F  I  were  a  >jce,  a  convincing  voice, 
t     I'd  travel  ith  the  wind; 
v  And  where  etf  saw  the  Nation's  torn 
By  warfare,  .Mousy,  spite,  or  scorn, 

Or  hatred  o«heir  kind- 
I  would  fly.  I  ould  fly  on  the  thunder  crash, 
And  into  tb*-if,linded  bosoms  flash, 
Then  with  thwsrll  thoughts  subdued, 
I'd  teach  therujhristian  brotherhood. 
I  would  fly,  would  fly,  etc., 
I  would  fly  o  the  thunder  crash. 


■"vjj^ 


F  I  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice. 

I  would  fly  the  earth  around  ; 
And  wherever  man  to  his  idols  bowed. 
I  'd  publish  in  notes  both  long  and  loud, 

The  Gospel's  joyful  sound. 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day 
Proclaiming  peace  on  my  world-wide  way, 
Bidding  the  saddened  earth  rejoice, 
If  1  w<-re  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice. 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly,  etc., 
I  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day. 


:£l^ 
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Whatsoever    thy    hand    findeth    to    do,    do    it    with,    thy    might. 


206 


MAY  BE  SUNG  AS  A  SOLO. 


-^i=z^— r-^zpd— 1— ^—  -fed — 

J 1>     _N+«T      >'"""         1   |J          *     ~\T 

(ft)     4     iP~S-i:^       ?       ?       3=fc    "J 

■— s=*-^— *— i^--^-=$==*± 

1.  God,  who  gave     us     each      a     tal  -  ent, 

2.  With  the   her  -  aids     of      the  Gos  -  pel, 

3.  If,        a  -  mong  the     old   -  er   peo  -  pie, 

4.  Though  no  long- er   called    to   min  -  gle 


To  employ       it  gave  command; 

If  we   can     not  bear  a      part, 

We  may  not      be  apt  to   teach; 

In  the  strug-gle  for  the   right, 


If      we 
We    can 
"Feed  my 
Wo    can 


m 


a  -g-  f-  -g-  ■£ 


»=F* — * — I 


*  e.tift 


hide  it  in  a  nap  -  kin,  He  will  claim  it  at  our  hand.  Let  us  then  be  up  an 
drop  a  word  of  kind-ness  That  may  reach  some  careless  heart.  We  may  touch  a  chord  o 
lambs,  said  Christ  our  Shepherd,  Place  the  food  within  their  reach.  And  it  may  be  that  tU 
go  a  -  mong  the  freedmen,  With  the  Bi-ble     as     our   light.  We  can  lead  them  out      c' 

^      *-    fe   £     c 


do    -   ing,    Keep  -  ing    still      this    truth     in  view :  Though  our  path  be       e'er    so 

feel  -  ing     Guilt    and    sin       have  lulled     to  sleep;  To  the   bless   -  ed       fob    of 

chil  -  dren    You     have  led       with    trembling  hand,  Will        be   found  a  -  mog  your 

dark-ness   With     a    broth  -  er's     help  -  ing  hand;  We        can  preach  the     bles-ed 


,Mi=->=i=*==£=£ 


^¥r=4: 


hum 
Je     - 

jew 

Gos 


ble,  We  have     all     a    work      to      do, 

bus  We  may  bring  some  wand'ring  sheep, 

els,  When  you  reach  the  bet  -  ter    laud, 

pel  To    the      poorest      in         the    laud, 


^^Pl^^ 


? — -  r-  ■  0  c 


^ 


-i»— U— W- 


£*£ 


We  have     all     a    work      ♦       do. 
We  may  bring  some  wand'mg  sheep. 
When  you  reach  the  bet  -  »     land. 
To    the     poorest      in        he     land. 

1  ^^^-r^s 


£=£ 


F  our  mission  does  not  lead  us 
^     O'er  the  deep  to  climes  afar. 
^^  We  perhaps  may  guide  a  seaman, 
By  the  Christian's  Polar  Star. 
We  can  make  the  burden  lighter, 

Which  the  weary  long  have  borne; 
We  can  smooth  the  dying  pillow, 
We  can  comfort  those  who  mourn. 


<^,HESE  are  precious,  golen  moments, 
iAi     Kindly  lent  us  to  imrove  '■>  " 
v  Are  we  faithful  to  our  ailing, 
Earnest  in  our  work"  love- 
Ever  at  our  post  of  dry 

Wheresoe'er  oUr  ca'may  bo? 
Let  our  lamp  be  trin"ed  and  burning, 
And  the  world  the  glory  see. 

£U 
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hv&\  uf  a  ffi^ristian. 
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DUET. 


Thy  sleep  shall   be  sweet." 

TO  BE  8UNO  AT  THE  GRAVE. 


1.  She  sleeps  in  the  Tal  -  ley       so        sweet,  A-bove   her  the  green  willows       wave; 

2.  How  calmly    she  rest -ed       in  God:  "  To  thy  arms,  my  Savior,     1  come; 


We  plant -ed   the      rose    at    her 
Come  quickly,  come  quickly,     0 


feet, 
Lord, 


To  bloom  and  de  -  cay     o'er    her  grave. 
And  welcome  thy  wan  -  der  -  er  home  I" 


She  sleeps  in      the  val  -  ley       so         sweet,  No  sound  e'er    disturbs     her       re -pose; 

She  sleeps  in      the  val  -  ley       so         sweet,  Her  spir  •  it      has    tak  •  en       its  flight; 


So     qui  -   et       in   this    calm  re    -    treat, 
Herfrrm     is      but  dust  'neath  our       feet, 


CHORUS. 


She  reBts    safe,    se  -  cure  from  life's  woes. 
While  she    is       an     an  -  gel     of     light. 


5SS 


»-j^  »._  S=F 


^^m- 


She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley,      She  sleeps  in   the  val  -  ley,    She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley     so  sweet ; 


P 


She  sleeps  in  the  val -ley,     She  sleeps  in  the  val -ley,    She  sleepHn  the  val  -  ley     so  sweet; 


I 


¥ 


%  :     >   -5— *~  >  ' \ 


7=3 


?■=& 
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w     *  •   «y  m     m 
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She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley,     She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley,    She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley     so  sweet ; 


-* — >— >» — *- 

She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley,    She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley,  She  sleeps  in  the  val  -  ley     so    sweet. 


H«fr  J*~=2-j?L0—0—$zr--r 


She  Bleeps  in   the  val  -  ley.    She  sleeps  in  the  val-  ley,  She  sleeps  in    the  val  •  ley     so      iWM*t. 
PP  *    <^ 
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But  above  all   tilings  swear  not,  but   let  your  yea   be   yea,  «sn**    y   klv 

nay,  nay." 
208  L  M. 

Moderate. 


^=: 


thorn  was      in      e*»ch   cru  -  el 
leave    the    pleas  •  ant   path    of 

-TC K ^ ^ 


EI3 


m 


That  pierced  his      sa  -  cred   hrow     a- 
The       cold,  the  heart -less,   and     the 
* N * c 


aft: 


;=%- 


f".s  -   live    hall,    in     crowd-ed 
deem-ing     love,    bo     pure    and 


street 
free? 


With       i    -   die     jest,    and   song    pro- 
A    -     wake,  re  -  pent,    be  -  lieve,    re- 


§ 


frr 


Re/rain. 


& 


P 


gain,  While     mer  -  cy      trembled       as      she    heard.  They    took    my      Sav  -  ior's 

gay.     The         veteran       sire,    the    care -less    youth—  All       took    my      Sav  -  ior's 

„ * & fi5 


*dE^ 


2=0: 


fane,    They     trod    his      law 
turn,    While   yet      his      spir 


€»  s" 

KP 

beneath   their    feet, 
it  pleads  for     thee. 


3S 


They     took    my      Sav 
Take     not     my     Sav 


lor  s 
ior's 
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is  rciji)  Ssrrai 


'Lot     I    am    -with,    you.    alway,    even,    unto    the    end    of    the    -world.' 


\ 1— L 


1.  Pis  -  ci-ptes  of    Je-sus,  why  stand  ye  hore  idle,  Go  work  in  Iiih  vineyard,  he  calls  you  to-day; 

2.  Our  field  is  the  world,  and  our  work  is  before  us.  To  each   is    ap-point-ed    a    messaere-  to  bear ; 

3.  Perhaps  we  are  called  from  the  highways  and  hedges,  To  gather  the  lowly,  despised,  and  oppressed; 


The  night  is  approaching,  when  no  man  can  labor,  Our  Master  commands  us,  and  shall  we  delay. 
At  home  or  abroad,  in  the  cottage  or  palace,  Wherev-er  di  -  rect  -  ed,  our  mission  is  there. 
If  this  be  our  duty,  then  why  should  we  falter,  We'll  do  it,  and  trust  to  our  Savior  the  rest. 


CHORUS. 


The  field    is     the  world  I  The   field     is    the  world  I  Look  up,  for  the       har    -   Test    is    near; 


When  th 

9  reapers  from 

r*-g-g— q 

glo-ry    Will 

■~-f> — | — 1 

shout    as  they 

come,  And  tl 

le  Lord  of  the  harvest  ap  - 

pear. 

w>  >    > 

J — 1 — 1 1 

J ! —    ' 

>  *  ' .  i . 

& — !        ■* 

r. . r_r_j 

1 — f 

'KB  islands    that   sleep    in    the   wave-crested  £|$NSTEAD   of   the    thorn  shall    tbo  myrtle   be 

ocean,  J*^             planted ; 

We'll  scatter  the  truth,  and  its  fruit  it  shall  ^r     The  desert  shall  blossom  and   bloom   as  the 

bear ;  rose ; 

O'er    ice-covered     regions,    and     rock-girded  The  palm  tree  rejoicing  shall  spread  forth  her 

mountains.  branches: 

The  Lord  will    protect  aa  his  children  are  The  lamli  and  the  lion  together  repose, 

ther*-.                                             •  Our  field  is  the  world,  etc. 
Our  field  is  the  world,  eto. 


£fe^ 
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Lay    up   for   yourselves   treasures   in    heaven.1 


210 


Worldling.— If  I     had  but  the  wealth  of  the  world,  Evangel,  0,  how  hap  -  py  a  man    I  would  be! 
Christian.—  Have  you  thought  of  the  riches  of  God,  erring  one?  Of  the  city  that's  builded  ibove? 


I       would    gath  -  er        all     gems,      I       would  search  through  all     lore,       I       would 
Of      the      gems     and      the    pearlB    and      the     streets  made     of      gold,       Of       the 


:»r=£L 


mm 


trav  -  el    all  lands,  and  return  with  my  store,  And  how  hap-py     a    man     I  would    be ! 
beauties  and  glories  whose  wealth  is  untold,  That  are  kept  for  the  saints  of  bis  love? 


Wobldlino.— I  would  build  me  a  mansion  of  stone,  Evangel, 
Out  of  gems,  clear  and  polished  like  glass; 
I'd  surround  it  with  lawns  and  with  trees  and  with  flowers, 
With  rich  statues,  pure  streams,  and  with  green  rosy  bowers. 
Such  as  nothing  on  earth  could  surpass. 

Christian.— Have  you  thought  of  the  mansions  of  God,  erring  one, 
Which  he  builds  for  his  children  on  high? 

Can  you  build  as  can  he  who  hath  made  the  great  world? 

Or  adorn  as  can  he  who  the  sky  hath  unfurled, 
And  whose  bounties  all  creatures  supply? 

W0RIJ>linq.— I  would  fill  it  with  pictures,  and  purchase  rare  wines; 

I  'd  surround  me  with  children  and  friends; 
And  with  music  and  song,  and  with  dance  would  be  gay, 
And  would  fear  for  no  want,  and  wosld  dread  no  decay. 

And  my  pleasures  would  never  have  end. 


Christian.— Have  you  thought  how  earth's  riches  take  wings,  erring  one- 
How  our  children  and  friends  pass  away? 
How  the  strong  man  grows  weak,  and  how  pleasures  grow  stale. 
Or  how  beauty  soon  fades,  and  our  senses  soon  fail, 
As  we  haste  to  that  infinite  day  ? 


Worldling.— I  would  seek  the  world's  honors,  and  make  me  *  name; 
Christian.—      But  your  honor  and  fame  would  soon  die! 
Worldling.— Can  I  claim  nothing,  then,  Evangel,  as  my  own  I 
Christian.—  If  you  had  all  the  world,  nothing 's  yours,  erring  one; 
All  is  his  who  doth  reign  in  the  sky. 

Worldling.— Can  I  have,  then,  these  riches  of  God,  Evangel, 

That  honor,  those  mansions  above? 
Christian.—  God  hath  made  them  for  you  and  for  me  and  for  alL 
Both.—  Who  before  him  in  faith,  love,  and  duty  will  fall. 

He  will  raise  to  the  bliss  of  his  love. 


Notb.— May  be  sung  as  a  dialogue  between  the  Teacher  and  School. 
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^ly   feet   sliall    tread,   thy    courts,    O    Zion." 


211 


aagE^te^ 


Our  earthly  temple  now  complete,  We  come  to  worship  at  thy  feet ;  O,  Lord  of  Hosts,  thou  GoU  of  love, 


P^{^ 


i — *- 


t — *■ 


j^iHig^^ai 


r— *- 


I      l*» 


fey^L^-u^ 


Behold  us  from  thy  throne  above.     The  Lord  is  in  his  holy  temple,    Unto  him,  unto  him  shall  our 

SI.  .      S     fc 


P§ 


*=r^ 


vi  i     *_ 


ESES^fc 


r  h  i 


^-J 


vows  be  paid ;  He  will  vis  -  it  his  children  in  mer  -  cy,  And  show  us  the  light  of  his  countenance. 

r  ii    ii. 


My  feet  shall  tread  thy  courts,  My  feet  shall  tread  thy  courts,  O  Zion,  O  Zion ;  Hallelujah  to  the  Lord  1 


ite 


1 — rl       I  -l=t=zg: 


¥  •  m   g 
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^^  "* *    >  »     mP  *   -m-  ■ 
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Here  will  I    go,  Here  will  I  go  into  the  house  of  the  Lord;  My  feet  shall  tread  thy  courts,  My 


feet  shall  tread  thy  courts,  O  Zion,  O    Zi-on;  Halle-  lu  -jah,IIalle-lu- Jah,  Halle  -lu  -jah  to  the  Lord! 

Wr    - 
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Christ  is  born  in.  Bethlehem.' 


<-frrr^— i — r 

_ », 

Ff9^ 

--fr-fV). 

,-4-4- 

TB — *~ 

1    f  H- 

p-i- 

rJ^-T 

1.  Lo!  de 

2.  Deares 

acending, 
t  Sarior, 

*    * 

hp      ^ — 
1        1 

the  heavens 
p-ant  thy 

r* 1 

rending, 
favor, 

tfessen  -  gers    from    God  to  men  ; 
SVhile  in  these   thy  courts  we  stay ; 

t^   »f  Id   J    _ L 

Angels  winging, 
Thy  rich  blessing 
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TT-^i 
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1         1 
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I 

tidings  bringing,  Christ  is  born  in  Beth-le-ham  ;  Come,  with  gladness,  and  ban-ish  sadness, 
on    ns   resting,    On    this   happy,    festive    day;  Bells  are  ringing,   and  birds    are  singing, 

*-     _  *        t*      m    •    m       m        ~       m  m    •    m       m     <m  -m-    -m-  -•> 
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Children,  sweetly  tune  your  voices,        Sing  aloud  while  heaven  rejoices:     Hal-le  -  lu-jah! 
Woods  and  fields  their  tribute  bringing.  Back  the  hills  the  echoes  flinging;    Let  our  voices 


ciled  to  man ;  Glory  to  our  Savior  King,  Heaven  and  earth  with  glory  ring.  Praise  him,  praise  him,  the 
presence  bow;  Now  to  him  our  tribute  bring,  Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings.  Praise  him,  praise  him,  ye 


Lord  Jehovah  praise;  Praise  him,  praise  him,  the  Lord  Jehovah  praise.  Hosannat  Hosan    •    nal 
grateful  children  praise:  Praise  him,  praise  him,  ye  grateful  children  praise.  Hosanna!  Hosan  -  nal 
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Witlicmt  money  and.  without  price. 
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1.  By    faith      I    view    my     8av  -  ior       dy  -  ing,    On      the        tree, 

2.  Did  Christ,  when  I     was     sin     pnr  -  sn  -  ing.    Pit  -  y  me, 


on     the    iree; 
pit  -  y       me? 

/IN 


3.  Je  -  sns,    the  might -y     God    hath   spo  -  ken   Peace    to  me,  peace    to      me; 

4.  Je  -  bus     my  wea  -  ry    sonl      re  -  fresh  -  es,    Mer  -  cy  'a        free,  mer  -  cy  ,s   free ; 


To       ev'  -  ry     na  -  tion     he       is      cry  •  ing,  Look    to  me, 

And    did     he  snatch  my    sonl    from   ru    -  in?  Can       it  be, 


look       to        me. 
can        it         be  ? 

•7\ 


Now      all     my  chains  of      sin     are     bro  •  ken,      I       am        free, 
And      ev'  -  ry    mo  -  ment  Christ  is      pre  -  cious     Un  -  to         me, 


I         am       free, 
nn    -  to        me. 

2*. 


He     bids     the   guilt  -  y      now  draw  near,    Be  -  pent,    be  -  lieve,     dis  -  miss    their     fear; 
0,      yes!     he      did     sal  -  va  -  tion   bring,  He     is        my    Pro  -  phet,  Priest,  and     King, 

/7\ 


Soon     as        I        in      his   name    believed,    The     ho  -   ly       spir  -  it  1  re  -  ceived, 

None   can     de  -  scribe  the   bliss       1    prove,  While  through  this  wilder    -    ness         I         rove ; 

/T\ 


Hark !  hark  I  what  precious  words  I    hear  I 
And      now    my  hap  •  py  soul    can   sing, 


Mer  -  cy 's       free,        mer  -  cy  'a  fr«e. 
Mer  -  cy  'a       free,        mer  -  cy  'a  fro*. 


1.  As       God      haa      kind    -  ly     blessed      us,       To        oth  -  era        let        us      give;       Not 

2.  Now     in       the     world      be  -  fore         ub,       A         glo  -  rious    field      we      see;         And' 
D.  0.  God    loves      a       cheer  -  ful     giv     -     er,        The     Bi  •  -    ble      tells       us        bo. 


3.  The    cause     of        for  -  eign     mis  -  sions,    Our     zeal  -  ons       care      de-mands;  We'll 

4.  There  is  a         sa  -  cred      du     -     ty,       Which  to      the       poor      we     owe;     And 
D.  C.  God    loves       a     cheer  -  ful       giv     -     er,       The       Bi  -  ble       tells 


$ 


with      a     grudging     spir   •  it,     Or     that    our   deeds  may  live:    Not  with     a     vain    am- 
in        our    Master's     vine  -  yard,  How  ac  -  tive     we  should  be.     The  Sabbath-schools    a- 
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hi 
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send    the    bless  -  ed      Bi   -  ble,     To     dis  -  tant  hea  -  then  lands,  That  they  may  hear     of 
he       who  best     ful  -  fills       it,       The  great -est    love  will  show.   Do    good    to     those     a- 
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m=m- 
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bi    -    tion,    To     win     the  praise    of    men; 
round  us,      For  help    they    loud  -  ly     call ; 


No     mer  -  it       in 
Home  missions,  too, 


a     kind   -  ness  That 
re  -  mem    -  ber,  And 


|s N-Js  J 1»      fy 


Je    -    sus,  Whom  we       so     dear  -  ly     love;     May  leave  their  senseless       i     -     dols,  And 
round  us,    And     with     a       generous    hand,     0,       give     to     him    thai    ask   -   eth,   'Tis 


claims  reward   a  -  gain.       Now    in    the  name  of      Je  -  sub.  Our  alms  we  should  be  -  stow ; 
free  -  lv    give  to     all.         Now    in    the,  etc 
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iljm  %^ps  urf  ^roimp$r<CTiae. 


(Descriptive.) 


1.  Why  *m  I  here  ?  I  |  would 'twere  past;  I  never  tasted  |  wine    bo  -  fore; 

2.  Less  timid  now,  with  |  bold  -  er  look  He  saw  the  wine-cup  |  spar  -  klo  high: 
8.  And  where  was  she,  the  |  fair  young  bride,  Who  lived  and  smiled  for  |  him  a  -  lono; 
6.  Let  not  this  solemn          Jwarn-ing    pass  "Un  -  heeded  from  the        |  lis  -  toning    ear; 


One  glass,  my  first,  shall  |  bo      my     last;     T is  wrong,  "'tis  wrong,  I'll  drink    no    more! 

Now  deeper  drank,  nor  |  blushed  to  brook  The      pity  -  ing  glance    of  friendship's  eye. 

His  idol  once,  his  ]  joy    and    pride — Was    there    no     mu  -  sic     in      her    tone  ? 

Dash  from  your  lips  the  j  tempting    glass,    And    turn     a  -  way    with  dread  and    fear. 


Ill 


W 
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He  drank,  he  blushed,  a  J  thrill  of  shame  Came  o'er  him  when  the  J  deed  was  done ; 

He  mingled  with  a  |  reckless  throng ;  He  tarried  at  the  |  midnight  game; 

The  bird  forsaken  |  pines  a  -  way,  A  flower  unloved  will  |  cease  to  bloom ; 

There  is  a  voice  that  j  speaks  within,  That  points  you  upward  |  to     the   skies ; 


Poor  youth,  his  conscience  |  warned  in  vain,  The  work  of  ruin  had  begun. 
The  cruel  jest  and        |  meaner  song,  ne  heard  without  one  thought  of  shame. 
'Twas  thus  she  drooped  from  |  day  to  day,  And  soon  they  dressed  her  for  the  tomb. 
That  bids  you  leave  the  |  path  of  sin,  And  fly  the  death  that  never  dies. 


f 


tfj^i 


4  He  came,  they  drew  aside  the  pall  From  that  cold  face,  so 


|  still    and    white; 


^T^=5=R5^t 


They  thought  affliction  might  recall  The  erring  |  wanderer       to      the      right. 


I 


E^feyJH 


No  sigh  he  breathed,  no  tear  he  shed,  nis  bloodshot  eyes  with  |    fiendish       glare 


n 


^^ 


A  moment  rested  on  the  dead,  Then,  like  a  tiger  I from  his     lair         5.  Rushed  forward  with  a 


dreadful  shriek,        His  vengeance  on  her  lifeless  clay,  With  cruel  blows  he|sought  to  wreak, 


Till  forced  by  stronger  hands  a   -  way ! 


I   Ij^^^l—  ~ 


Thus  had  intempcranco  crushed  at  last,  And  I 

[buried  in  the  f 
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fa  -  tal    bowl,     The  dearest  memories  of  the  past,  The  noblest  |  feelings     of    the    soul. 
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Look  not  thou  on.  the  wine  'when  it  is   red.* 
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king! 

thing; 
sing, 

'T  is  wa  -  ter  pure  and  fresh  and  good,  From  the  bright  and  sparkling  spring. 
Then  give  us  wa  -  ter,  pure  and  good,  From  the  bright  and  sparkling  spring. 
And    drink  this   wa  -  ter,     pure  and  good,  From  the  bright  and     sparkling  spring. 
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hallow       thy  meni'ry,    we      hon  -  or  thy  name ;    Like  a    watch-fire    ascend  -  ing,  be- 
morning  that  dawned  on  that   per  -  il  -  ous  night,    When  the  an  -  gel     of  peace  spread  her 
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OW  the  day-star  of  hope  In  its  glory  appears, 
Then  awake  from  thy  sorrow  and  banish  thy 

fears ; 
For  thy  heroes  have  planted  o'er  land  an<l  o'er 


Waving  proadly  as   ever. 
The  Flag  of  oar  Union,  etc 


The  Flag  of  the 


&fy  ET  Jt  wave,  let  it  wave  to  the  breezes  unfurled, 
o»'T  is  the  pride  of  the  vet'ran,  the  boast  of  the 
world ; 
Then  hnrra  for  the  brave,  and  our  motto  shall 

bo, 
God  protect  the  old  standard,  "The  Fleg  of  the 
Fr..-." 
The  Flag  of  our  Union,  etc. 


cause  of  right  and  justice    Let  us     all     u  -  ni-ted  stand.  As  we   rose  amid    the  conflict,  When  the 
honor  and    the    glo  -  ry   To  our  Father's   holy  name.   At  the  sounding  of  the  trumpet,  Lo  I     a 
day  is  fast  approaching,  Yes,  its  dawning  light  we  Bee,  When  the  poor  shall  be  exalted,  While  the 
prospect  that  awaits  us     Every  soul  with  rapture  thrill.  For  the  watchmen  shall  proclaim  it  With  a 
coming    to    the    Savior    In  the  straight  and  narrow  way.  And  the  banner  of  salvation,  With  the 


battle-storm  was  high,  With  returning  peace  we  're  rising  Like  the   ea  -  gle      to   the   sky. 
mil -lion  of  our   men    Can  be  summoned  in  a  moment,  And   as   soon  dispersed  a -gain, 
haughty  ones  shall  fall,  And  the  right  of  equal    justice     Be     enjoyed     a  -  like  by    all. 
shout  from  Zion's  towers.  How  the  tide  of  every  nation      Shall  be  turned  to  blend  with  ours, 
standard    of  the    free,  O'er  our   native  land  is  waving,   Like  a  watch-fire  o'er  the  sea. 


CHORUS,  by  Wm.  B.  Bsadbuby.     Full  and  loud. 


Marching  along,    we  are  marching  along,     Bising  as  a  people  while  we're  marching  along;  The 


conflict  is  raging  'tween  the  right  and  the  wrong,  We'll  trust  in  the  Lord  while  we're  marching  along 
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lining  mh  ffikstag  ©Wdsies. 

Abbanged  bt  Eev.  J.  M.  Reid,  D.  D. 
To  be  used  at  the  discretion  of  the  Superintendent. 


The  Ten  Commandments. 

S*pt.  And  God  Bpake  all  these  words,  saying : 

Resp.  Thon  shalt  have  no  other  Gods  before  me. 

G*p<.  We  know  that  an  idol  is  nothing  in  the  world, 
and  that  there  is  none  other  God  but  one. 
1  Cor.  viii :  4. 

Besp.  Thou  shalt  not  make  unto  thee  any  graven 
image,  or  any  likeness  of  anything  that  is 
in  heaven  above,  or  that  is  in  the  earth  be- 
neath, or  that  is  in  the  water  under  the 
earth:  Thou  shalt  not  bow  down  thyself  to 
them,  nor  serve  them  ;  for  I  the  Lord  thy 
God  am  a  jealous  God,  visiting  the  iniqui- 
ty of  the  fathers  upon  the  children  unto 
the  third  and  fourth  generation  of  them 
that  hate  me;  and  shewing  mercy  unto 
thousands  of  them  that  love  me  and  keep 
my  commandments. 

SupL  We  ought  not  to  think  that  the  Godhead  is 
like  unto  gold,  or  silver,  or  stone,  graven 
by  art  and  man's  device.  Acts  xvii :  29. 

Resp.  Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  thy 
God  in  vain  ;  for  the  Lord  will  not  hold  him 
guiltless  that  taketh  his  name  in  vain. 

SupL  Let  your  yea,  be  yea  ;  and  your  nay,  nay  ;  lest 
ye  fall  into  condemnation.  James  v:  12. 

Be*z>.  Remember  the  sabbath  day  to  keep  it  holy. 
Six  days  shalt  thou  labor,  and  do  all  thy 
work:  But  the  seventh  day  is  the  sabbath 
of  the  Lord  thy  God ;  in  U  thou  shalt  not 
do  any  work,  thou,  nor  thy  son,  nor  thy 
daughter,  thy  manservant,  nor  thy  maid- 
servant, nor  thy  cattle,  nor  thy  stranger 
that  is  within  thy  gates :  For  in  six  days 
the  Lord  made  heaven  and  earth,  the  sea, 
and  all  that  in  them  is,  and  rested  the  sev- 
enth day :  wherefore  the  Lord  blessed  the 
sabbath  day  and  hallowed  it. 

BupL  The  sabbath  was  made  for  man,  and  not  man 
fur  the  sabbath.  Mark  ii :  27. 

Bern.  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother:  that  thy 
days  may  be  long  upon  the  land  which  the 
Lord  thy  God  giveth  thee. 

Smpt.  Children,  obey  your  parents  in  all  things  :  for 
this  is  well-pleasing  unto  the  Lord.  Col. 
iii:  20. 

fie»p.Thou  shalt  not  kill. 

8»pt-  Whosoever  bateth  his  brother  is  a  murderer: 
and  ye  know  that  no  murderer  hath  eter- 
nal life  abiding  in  him.    I  Jno.  iii  :  15. 


Retp. 
S*pt. 


Resp. 

SupL 


Resp. 


Resp. 


Bupt. 


Thou  shalt  not  commit  adultery. 

Know  ye  not  that  ye  are  the  temple  of  God? 
*  *  *  If  any  man  defile  the  temple  of 
God,  him  shall  God  destioy.  I  Cor.  ill :  16, 17. 

Thou  shalt  not  steal. 

Nor  thieves,  nor  covetous,  aor  drunkards, 
nor  revilers,  nor  extortioners,  shall  inherit 
the  kingdom  of  God.  I  Cor.  vi :  10. 

Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness  against  thy 
neighbor. 

Let  no  corrupt  communication  proceed  out 
of  your  mouth.  Eph.  iv :  29. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  house, 
thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  wife, 
nor  his  manservant,  nor  his  maidservant, 
nor  his  ox,  nor  his  ass,  nor  anything  that 
is  thy  neighbor's. 

How  hard  is  it  for  them  that  trust  In  riches 
to  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God  I  Mark 
x:  24. 


Reverence. 


8upt.  0  come,  let  us  worship  and  bow  down :  let 
us  kneel  before  the  Lord  our  maker.  For 
he  is  our  God;  and  we  are  the  people  of  his 
pasture,  and  the  sheep  of  his  hand.  Ps. 
xcv :  6,  7. 

Retp.God  is  a  spirit:  and  they  that  worship  him, 
must  worship  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 
Jno.  iv:  24. 

Bupt.  The  sacrifice  of  the  wicked  is  an  abomination 
to  the  Lord  :  but  the  prayer  of  the  upright 
is  his  delight.  Prov.  xv  :  8. 

Besp.If  my  people,  which  are  called  by  my  name, 
shall  humble  themselves,  and  pray,  and 
seek  my  face,  and  turn  from  their  wicked 
ways;  then  will  I  hear  from  heaven,  and 
will  forgive  their  sin,  and  will  heal  their 
land.  II  Chron.  vii :  14. 

Supt.  Return,  we  beseech  thee,  0  God  of  hosts: 
look  down  from  heaven,  and  behold,  and 
visit  this  vine.  Ps.  lxxx  :  14. 

Reap.  For  the  same  Lord  over  all,  is  rich  unto  all 
that  call  upon  him.  For  whosoever  shall 
call  upon  the  name  of  the  Lord  shaii  be 
Baved.  Rom.  x:  12,  13. 

Supt.  and  Re-ip.  Glory  to  God  in  tho  highest,  and  on 
earth  peace,  good  will  toward  man.  Luke 
ii:  14. 


#1 


PRAYER. 


'KAVKNLT  FATHER  1  Bow  down  thine  ear,  and  hear  me ;  hearken  unto  the  voice  of  my  supplica- 
v^  tion,  for  unto  thee  do  I  pray.  I  will  lift  up  my  voice  in  the  morning,  and  meditate  on  thee  in  the 
night-watches,  fot*thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God.  I  will  pay  thee  my  vows,  for  thou  art  my 
hope,  my  trust,  and  the  God  of  my  strength.  Be  pleased  to  hear  me,  0  Lord  ;  turn  unto  me,  and  pardon 
my  iniquity.  Cleanse  thou  me  from  secret  faults',  wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow;  reveal 
thyself  unto  me  and  show  me  thy  ways  ;  lead  me  in  thy  truth  ;  teach  me  thy  paths,  for  thou  art  the  God 
of  my  salvation.  Let  the  words  of  my  mouth  and  the  meditations  of  my  heart  be  acceptable  in  thy 
sight,  0  Lord,  my  strength  and  my  Redeemer,  forever  and  ever.    Amen. 
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Betp. 


Golden  Truths. 

The  rich  and  poor  meet  together :  the  Lord 
is  the  maker  of  them  all.  Prov.  xxii :  2. 

And  he  hath  made  of  one  blood  all  nations  of 
men  for  to  dwell  on  all  the  face  of  the  earth. 
Acts  xvii :  26. 

Be  not  thou  envious  against  evil  men,  neither 
desire  to  be  with  them.  Prov.  xxiv :  1. 

Be  not  deceived :  evil  communications  corrupt 
good  manners.  I  Cor.  xv :  33. 

Divers  weights  are  an  abomination  unto  the 
Lord  ;  and  a  false  balance  is  not  good. 
Prov.  xx :  23. 

That  no  man  go  beyond  and  defraud  his 
brother  in  any  matter;  because  that  the 
Lord  is  the  avenger  of  all  such.  I  Thess. 
iv:  6. 

Keep  thee  from  the  evil  woman,  from  the 
flattery  of  the  tongue  of  a  strange  woman. 
*  *  *  Her  house  is  the  way  to  hell,  go- 
ing down  to  the  chambers  of  death.  Prov. 
vi :  24 ;  and  vii :  27. 

Denying  ungodliness  and  worldly  lusts,  we 
should  live  soberly,  righteously,  and  godly, 
in  this  present  world.  Titus  ii :  12. 

Be  not  amongst  wine*bibbers ;  among  riotous 
eaters  of  flesh ;  For  the  drunkard  and  the 
glutton  shall  come  to  poverty :  and  drow- 
siness shall  clothe  a  man  with  rags.  Prov. 
xxiii :  20,  21. 

Of  the  which  I  tell  you  before,  as  I  have  also 
told  you  in  time  past,  that  they  which  do 
such  things  shall  not  inherit  the  kingdom 
of  God.  Gal.  v :  21. 

Lying  lips  are  abomination  to  the  Lord :  but 
they  that  deal  truly  are  his  delight.  Prov. 
xii:  22. 

There  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  it  any  thing 
that  defileth,  neither  whatsoever  worketh 
abomination,  or  maketh  a  lie.  Rev.  xxi :  27. 

He  that  is  slow  to  anger  is  better  than  the 
mighty ;  and  he  that  ruleth  his  spirit,  than 
he  that  taketh  a  city.  Prov.  xvi :  32. 

Let  all  bitterness,  and  wrath,  and  anger,  and 
clamor,  and  evil  speaking  be  put  away  from 
you,  with  all  malice.  Eph.  iv :  31. 


Bupt.  The  liberal  soul  shall  be  made  fat',  and  he 
that  watereth  shall  be  watered  also  him- 
self. Prov.  xi :  25. 

Betp.  Every  man  according  as  he  purposeth  in  his 
heart  so  let  him  give ;  not  grudgingly  or 
of  necessity;  for  God  loveth  a  cheerful  giver. 
II  Cor.  ix:  7. 

Bupt.  Every  one  that  is  proud  in  heart  is  an  abomin- 
ation to  the  Lord:  though  hand  join  in  hand, 
he  shall  not  be  unpunished.  Prov.  xvi :  5. 

Betp.  Let  nothing  be  done  through  strife  or  vain 
glory;  but  in  lowliness  of  mind  let  each 
esteem  other  better  than  themselves.  Phil, 
ii:  3. 

Bupt.  and  Betp.  Godliness  1b  profitable  unto  all 
things,  having  promise  of  the  life  that  now 
is,  and  of  that  which  is  to  come.  I  Tim.  iv :  8. 


Thanksgiving, 

Bupt.  Praise  ye  the  Lord.  Sing  unto  the  Lord  a 
new  song,  and  his  praise  in  the  congrega- 
tion of  saints.  Ps.  cxlix :  1. 

Betp.  Speaking  to  yourselves  in  psalms,  and  hymns, 
and  spiritual  songs,  singing  and  making 
melody  in  your  heart  to  the  Lord.  Eph. 
v:  19. 

Bupt.  I  will  sing  of  mercy  and  judgment:  unto 
thee,  0  Lord,  will  I  sing.  Ps.  ci :  1. 

Beep.  Bejoice  in  the  Lord  alway :  and  again  I  say, 
rejoice.  Phil,  iv  :  4. 

Bupt.  Sing  unto  the  Lord  with  the  harp ;  with  the 
harp,  and  the  voice  of  a  psalm.  Ps.  xcviii :  5. 

Beep.  And  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  harpers  harp- 
ing with  their  harps ;  and  they  sung,  as  it 
were,  a  new  song  before  the  throne.  Bev. 
xiv :  2,  3. 

8upt.  I  will  sing  of  the  mercies  of  the  Lord  for- 
ever :  with  my  mouth  will  I  make  known 
thy  faithfulness  to  all  generations.  Ps. 
lxxxix:  1. 

Bupt.  and  Besp.  Praise  him  with  the  psaltery  and 
harp;  Praise  him  with  stringed  instru- 
ments and  organs.  Let  every  thing  that 
hath  breath  praise  the  Lord. 


PRAYER. 

>T  is  good  for  us  to  draw  near  to  thee,  0  God,  for  thou  art  the  strength  of  our  hearts,  and  our  portion 
forever.  Unto  thee,  0  God,  do  we  give  thanks :  unto  thee  do  we  give  thanks :  for  many  are  thy 
wonderful  works  which  thou  hast  done,  and  thy  thoughts  which  are  toward  us.  Show  us  thy  ways, 
0  Lord ;  teach  us  thy  paths.  Lead  us  in  thy  truth  and  teach  us,  for  thou  art  the  God  of  our  salvation. 
Have  mercy  upon  us,  0  God,  according  to  thy  loving-kindness :  according  unto  the  multitude  of  thy 
tender  mercies  blot  out  our  transgressions.  Wash  us  thoroughly  from  our  iniquities,  and  cleanse  us 
from  our  sins.  Create  in  us  clean  hearts,  0  God,  and  renew  right  spirits  within  utf.  Withhold  not 
thou  thy  tender  mercies  from  us;  but  let  thy  loving  kindness  and  thy  truth  continually  preserve  us. 
Thy  mercy,  0  Lord,  is  in  the  heavens,  and  thy  faithfulness  reacheth  unto  the  clouds :  therefore  the 
children  of  men  put  their  trust  under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings.  0  Lord  our  God,  we  will  give  thanks 
unto  thee  forever.    Amen.    "  Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,"  etc. 
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What  Jesus  said. 

Bupt.  Except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  can  not  see 

the  kingdom  of  God. 
Step.  If  a  man  have  net  the  spirit  of  Christ,  he  is 

none  of  his. 
Bupt.  God  is  a  spirit,  and  they  that  worship  him 

mnst  worship  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 
Beep.  I  am  the  way,  the  troth,  and  the  life :  no  man 

cometh  unto  the  Father  but,  by  me. 
Bupt.  Look  unto  me.  and  be  ye  saved,  all  ye  ends  of 

the  earth,  for  I  am  God,  and  there  is  none 

else. 
Resp.  8earch  the  Scriptures,  for  they  are  they  which 

testify  of  me. 
Bupt.  ye  will  not  come  mnto  me  that  ye  might  have 

life. 
Beep.  Behold  I  stand  at  the  door,  and  knock:  if  any 

man  hear  my  voice,  and  open  the  door.  I 

will  come  in  and  sup  with  him,  and  he 

with  me. 
G*pt.  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy 

laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 
Reep.  I  came  not  to  call  the  righteous,  but  sinnero 

to  repentance. 
Supl.  Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  will  in  no  wise  cast 

out. 
Reep.  If  any  man  thirst,  let  him  come  unto  me  and 

drink. 
Bupt.  Whosoever  will  let  him  take  of  the  water  of 

life  freely. 
Reep.  I  am  the  door:  by  me,  If  any  man  enter  in,  he 

shall  be  saved. 
Bupt.  Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  you,  he  that  believ- 

eth  on  me  hath  everlasting  life. 
Beep.  Except  ye  be  converted  and  become  as  little 

children,  ye  can  not  enter  into  the  kingdom 

of  heaven. 
Asjpl  and  Reep.  I  am  the  good  shepherd :  the  good 

shepherd  giveth  his  life  for  the  sheep:  my 

sheep  hear  my  voice  and  I  know  them, 

and  they  follow  me. 


Beatitudes. 

Bupt.  Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit : 
Reep  For  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
Bupt.  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn : 
Reep  For  they  shall  be  comforted. 


Reep. 

Supt. 

\Reep. 
'  Bupt. 

Reep. 

Supt. 

Reep. 

Supt. 

Reep. 

Supt. 


Supt. 
Beep. 
SupL 
Reep. 
Supt. 
Reep. 

SupL 


Blessed  are  the  meek : 

For  they  shall  inherit  the  earth. 

Blessed  are  they  which  do  hunger  and  thirst 

after  righteousness : 
For  they  shall  be  filled. 
Blessed  are  the  merciful : 
For  they  shall  obtain  mercy. 
Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart: 
For  they  shall  see  God. 
Blessed  are  the  peacemakers : 
For  they  shall  be  called  the  children  of  God. 
Blessed  are   they  which   are  persecuted   for 

righteousness'  sake: 
For  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
Blessed  are  they  that  dwell  in  thy  house: 
They  will  be  still  praising  thee. 
Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the  poor : 
The  Lord  will  deliver  him  in  time  of  trouble. 
Blessed  is  the  man  that  endureth  temptation : 
For  when  he  is  tried  he  shall  receive  the  crown 

of  life. 
and  Reep.  The  blessing  of  the  Lord  it  maketh 

rich,  and  he  addeth  no  sorrow  with  it. 


Consoling  Promises  of  Christ. 

Svpt.  Where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together  in 
my  name,  there  am  I  fn  the  midst  of  them. 

Reep.  Whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  the  father  in  my 
name,  he  will  give  it  you :  ask  and  ye  shall 
receive,  that  your  joy  may  be  full. 

Supt.  He  that  endureth  to  the  end  shall  be  saved. 

Beep,  it  is  your  father's  good  pleasure  to  give  you 

the  kingdom. 
Supt.  i  g0  to  prepare  a  place  for  you,  that  where  I 

am  ye  may  be  also. 
Reep,  And  I  will  give  them  eternal  life,  and  they 

shall  never  perish,  neither  shall  any  man 

pluck  them  out  of  my  hands. 

Supt.  Peace  I  leave  with  you :  my  peace  I  give  unto 

you. 
Reep.  They  that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me. 

Supt.  and  .Reap.  Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard; 
neither  have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man 
the  things  which  God  hath  prepared  for 
them  that  love  him. 


THE    LORD'S    TOA.YER,, 


UR  FATHER,  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  thy  name ;  thy  kingdom  come,  thy 
will  be  done  on  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven.     Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread ;  and  • 
forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  that  trespass  against  us.     And  lead  us 
not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us   from  evil;   for   thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the 
power,  and  the  glory,  forever  and  ever.     Amen. 
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Angela  are  Waiting T.  C.  O'Kane.    67 

A  Singing  Pilgrim Phillips.      8 

At  eve  it  shall  be  light .5.  J.  Vail.      9 

Awakened  Sinner Phillips.      4 

Battling  for  the  Lord T.  E.  Perkins.    25 

Be  not  ashamed  to  be  a  Christ'n...  O.  J.  Webb.    41 

Buckle  on  the  Armor CorreUu    21 

Christian  Reunion S.  J.  Vail.    94 

Christmas  Anthem Pucitta.  112 

Clear,  Cold  Water Trowbridge.  116 

Climbing  up  Zion's  Hill Phillips.    27 

Cling  to  the  Mighty  One Phillips.  104 

Come  Crown  and  Throne O.  B.  Loomis.      7 

Come  to  Jesus  just  now 99 

Come  unto  me JS.  J.  Vail.    90 

Cross  and  Crown Phillips.    15 

Death  of  a  Christian 107 

Dedication  Anthem Arr.  by  P.  Phillips.  Ill 

Do  not  Stray T.  C.O'Kane.    17 

Do  the  right Phillips.    33 

Doubting  Castle... J.  J.  Rosseau.    47 

Enter  into  rest Phillips.     69 

Eternal  Life  my  cry Phillips.      6 

Father,  take  my  hand Q.  B.  Loomis.    62 

Fear  God ~ B.  Simpson.    52 

Final  Doxology W.  B.  Bradbury.    61 

Flee  from  wrath Ignace  Pleyel.      6 

God  of  Mercy B.  F.  Baker.    31 

Guide  us  Saviour T.  C.  O'Eane.    11 

Healing  Stream Dr.  L.  Mason.    45 

He  delivered  me 35 

Help,  or  I  perish /.  B.  Woodbury.    18 

Home  ofthe  Soul Phillips.    92 

I  am  Redeemed Rev.  R.  Lowry.    24 

I  am  walking  in  the  shadow ...Phillips.    29 

I  can,  I  will,  I  do  believe 87 

I've  found  abiding  rest W.  B.  Bradbury.    19 

I  shall  be  satisfied T.  C.  O'Kane.    38 

I  shall  see  him H.  P.  Main.    37 

I  will  sing  for  Jesus Phillips.    89 

I'd  tell  them  to  be  true I.  B.  Woodbury.  105 

Jesus  alone  can  save E.  Hamilton.    13 

Jesus  is  here T.  C.  O'Kane.    95 

Jesus  waits  for  thee Hubert  P.  Main.    14 

Land  of  Beulah 64 

Love  not  the  World Hubert  P.  Main.    44 

Lover  of  Jesus Phillips     60 

Mercy's  free  for  you  and  me Phillips.  113 

My  Beautiful  Home  above T.  E.  Perkins.    23 

My  home  above A.  J.  Abbey.  101 

Nearer  my  Home J.  M.  Evans.    60 


unties. 


O  Christian  Awake W.  B.  Bradbury.    32 

O  God  keep  me T.  C.  O'Kane.    20 

Our  Call Phillips.  106 

Our  Father,  who  art  in  Heaven..  Thos.  Tallis.    83 

Our  Sabbath  Home Phillips.  102 

Our  Saviour's  command S.  J.  VaU.    16 

Our  Trials 43 

Pilgrims  of  the  Cross Dr.  L.  Mason.    48 

Pilgrim  watch  and  pray T.  E.  Perkins.    61 

Plea  for  Mercv Wm.  M.  Roberts.    14 

Remember  the  Poor Q.  F.  Root.  103 

River  of  Death S.J.  VaU.    65 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river... Rev.  R.  Lowry.    88 

Singing  for  Jesus Phillips.    85 

Sow  and  faint  not Phillips.    96 

Stand  up  for  Jesus T.  E.  Perkins.    34 

Ten  Commandments S.J.  Vail.    93 

Thanksgiving  Chant W.B.Bradbury.    83 

The  Christian's  Mission T.  C.  O'Kane.    91 

The  Flag  of  the  free T.  E.  PerkMs.  117 

The  Future  rest W.  B.  Bradbury.    49 

The  Gate  and  the  Way Phillips.    12 

The  Good  Shepherd Phillips.    46 

The  Guiding  Hand Phillips.    30 

The  Heavenly  Shore Dunbar.    58 

The  Little  Pilgrim T.  C.  O'Kane.    87 

The  Living  Well Phillips.    26 

The  Lord's  Prayer Phillips.  100 

The  Lord  will  provide M.  Hayden.    42 

The  Morning  Star Geo.  F.  Root.    22 

The  Mourning  Wanderer Phillips.    53 

The  New  Birth Phillips.    98 

The  River  of  Life Phillips.    45 

The  8hining  Way Sylvester  Main.    66 

The  Voice  of  Jesus Von  Wartensee.      5 

The  World  is  my  Parish T.  C.  O'K.  109 

The  W'ld  will  mock  the  b'kslider..  T.  C.  O'K.    40 

They  took  my  Saviour's  Name Phillips.  108 

"Tis  blessed  to  give Phillips.  114 

'Tis  not  for  man  to  trifle S.  J.  VaU.    84 

Trembling  expectation T.  C.  O'Kane.     8 

Unto  one  of  the  least  of  these Phillips.    86 

Valley  of  Humiliation W.  B.  Bradbury.    28 

Watch  and  Wait H.  O.  Nageli.    36 

Watch  with  me Dr.  Samuel  Stanley.    86 

We  are  rising  as  a  people...P.  P.  <fc  W.  B.  B.  118 

We'll  journey  together Rev.  R.  Lowry.    89 

Where  do  you  journe-,  my  Brother.  .S.  J.  V.    10 

Wilt  thou  not  visit  me W.  B.  Bradbury. 

Worldling  and  Christian....  .Arr.  by  Phillips.  110 
Your  mission Grannia.    97 
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Wesley. 


A  charge  to  keep  I  have.... 

A  Crown  of  Glory  bright ......... 60 

Alas  and  did  my  Saviour...... ~.J.  Watts.    67 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus' ~.J3erronet.    66 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the J.  Watis.    64 

And  are  we  yet  alive ....C.  Wesley.    81 

And  may  I  still  get  there. 58 

Arise,  my  soul  arise C.  Wesley.    72 

As  God  has  kindly Fanny  Crosby.  114 

Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian 41 

A  Singing  Pilgrim Fanny  Crosby.      3 

Asleep  in  Jesus,  blessed Mrs.  Mackay. 

Awake  my  soul  in  joyful Medley. 

Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door Gregg. 

Bid  me  of  men  beware C.  Wesley. 

Blest  are  the  Sons  of  Peace J.  Watts. 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds Fawcett. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow C  Wesley. 

Broad  is  the  road  that J.  Watts. 

Brother  thou  art  gone  to  rest....T.  Eastings. 
Brother,  you  may  work  for....?1.  C.  CfKane. 

By  Faith  I  view  my 113 

By  thy  birth  and  by  thy Olenelg.    18 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters „    70 

Cease  my  soul,  thy  straying H.  Bonar.    17 

Christian  why  should JFanny  Cwsby.    47 

Cling  to  the  Mighty  one 104 

Come  brethren  don't  grow  weary 75 

Come,  come  to  Jesus Rev.  Geo.  B.  Peck.    14 

Come  Children  and  join '..    81 

Come  humble  sinner  in „ Jones.    66 

Come  poor  Pilgrim,  sad 49 

Come  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice Barbauld.      6 

Come,  thou  Almighty  King Unknown.    72 

Come,  thou  Everlasting  Spirit C.  Wesley.    47 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  every Robinxm.    65 

Come  to  Jesus  just  now 99 

Come  unto  Jesus,  ye Dr.  E.  G.  Sumner.    66 

Come,  ye  disconsolate Moore.    67 

Courage  Brother  do  not  stumble „ 33 

Creator,  Sovereign,  Lord  of  all F.  Crosby.    62 

Dare  to  do  right Rev.  G.  L.  Taylor.    78 

Dear  Comrade  pilgrims  of  the 48 

Depth  of  Mercy,  can  there  be C.  Werley.    14 

Disciples  of  Jesus Fanny  Crosby.  109 

Down  the  ages  long  departed Mrs.  Gates.    93 

Fade  fade,  each  earthly  joy H.  Bonar.    95 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands C.  Wesley. 

Flee  as  a  bird  to  your... Mrs.  M.  S.  B.  Dana. 

From  every  stormy  wind JStowell. 

From  Greenland's  icy Jt.  Heber. 

From  Northern  skies „..L.  B.  Gurl&j. 

From  the  depths „..Fanny  Crosby. 

From  this  bleak  hill „._ Jkmar. 

F'dl  of  trembling  expectation C.  Wesley. 

Qnther  them  in 

Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest Mrs.  Kidder. 

God  bless  our  Native  Land. ..iter.  S.  F.  Smith. 

God  has  said  forever  blessed Howe. 

God  moves  In  a  mysterious W.  Cbwper 
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God's  Holy  Law  transgressed Beddome.    13 

God  who  gave  us  each J'anny  Crosby.  106 

Great  God  of  nations,  now  to...The  Psalmist 

Hark  how  the  angels 75 

Hark  the  morning  bells 79 

Hastensiuner  to  be  wise -..T.  ScotL    67 

Hear  the  royal  proclamation 77 

He  leadeth  me 74 

Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name  ....Needham.  76 
How  blest  the  sacred  tie,«.MV.flfr«.  Barbauld.  70 
How  gentle  God'scommaml*. Dr.  Doddridge.    77 

How  shall  the  young J.  Watts.    T1 

I'm  a  little  Pilgrim 87 

I'm  but  a  stranger  here 73 

I'm  trying  to  climb  up Rev.  J.  G.  Chaffee.    27 

I'm  walking  in  the  shadow Fanny  Crosby.    29 

If  any  be  distressed 100 

I  feel  like  singing  all  the  time » 76 

If  I  had  but  the  wealth Rev.  I.  W.  Wiley.  110 

If  I  were  a  voice 105 

If  you  cannot  be  the -..Rev.  J  .B.  Loner.    82 

If  you  cannot  on  the Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates.    97 

I've  found  the  pearl Newton.    75 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say- Bonar.    74 

I  know  'tis  Jesus  loves Medley.    64 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives 75 

I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord Dr.  Dwight.    70 

I  met  a  child,  his  feet .. 81 

In  mercy  Lord,  remember Moravian.    68 

I  now  have  found  abiding  rest 19 

In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory..... 73 

In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory J.  Bowring.    76 

I  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree Newton.    73 

Is  this  the  way,  my  father 30 

I  want  a  heart  to  pray C.  Wesley.    3f 

I'll  not  be  with  you  long T) 

I  will  sing  for  Jesus Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates.    89 

I  will  sing  you  a  song Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates.    92 

I  would  not  live  alway Dr.  Muhlenberg.    7i 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home Unknown.    54 

Jesus,  from  his  throne  on  high ....    78 

Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye C  Wesley.    69 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul C.  Wesley.    68 

Jesus  loves  me,  this  I  know 76 

Jesus  on  the  cross  I  saw E.  P.  Hammond.    79 

Jesus  Saviour  pity  me R.  P.  Hammond.    TJ 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er I.  Watts.    53 

Jesus  whil«  our  hearts  are...Z>r.  T.  Hastings.    68 

Just  as  I  am,  without Charlotte  Elliott.    67 

Just  as  thou  art,  withouc Anon,  1862.    90 

Leagued  with  all  the  powers... Fanny  Crosby.    82 

Lo,  descending  thehea><ns 112 

Lord,  dismiss  us  wUh .. J.  Burder, 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of. 76 

Lord,  in  the  morning  thou /.  Watts.    69 

Lover  of  JesuB .......Fanny  Crosby.    GO 

Make  no  tarry  frightened  soul 5 

Mary  to  the  Saviour's  tomb 

Must  J«MM  u-ar  the  cross  alone Alien,    rji 

My  Country,  'tis  of  thee... .ike.  B.  F.  Smith.    63 
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My  days  are  gliding 75 

My  doubts  are  gone 2* 

My  latest  sun  is  sinking Rev.  J.  Haskell.  65 

My  life's  a  shade,  my  days Bonar.  87 

My  soul  be  on  thy Heath.  71 

My  times  are  in  thy  hand Bonar.  77 

Native  Land  native  land Fanny  Crosby.  117 

Nearer  my  God  to  thee Adams.  67 

Never  be  afraid  to  speak Mrs.  Kidder.  79 

O  Christian  awake Fanny  Crosby.  32 

O  come  to  Jesus  now 95 

O  could  I  feel  and  know Fanny  Crosby.  63 

O  do  not  be  discouraged « 64 

O  for  a  closer  walk - Cowper.  71 

Oh  for  a  thousand  tongues C.  Wesley.  68 

O  happy  day  that  fixed....- Doddridge.  74 

Oh  gfve  thanks  unto  the Bible.  83 

O  how  my  spirit  longs  for 23 

O  Lamb  of  God,  for C.  Wesley.  20 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks Stennett.  54 

On  the  Cross  where Rev.  J.  G.  Chaffee.  26 

Onward  fellow  Teachers Theo.  Tilton.  96 

Opening  &  Closing  Exerc's....Rev.  J.  M.  Reid.  119 

O  sing  to  me  of  Heaven —  58 

0  sinner  on  the  brink Fanny  Civsby.  98 

0  slumberer  arouse  thee 82 

Our  earthly  temple m 

Our  Father  who  art  in Bible.  83 

O'er  the  portals Geo.  P.  Morris.  116 

0  where  shall  rest  be  found Montgomery.  13 

O  we're  a  band  of. - 76 

O  we  are  volunteers 63 

Praise  God  from  whom Bishop  Kerr.  61 

Praise  ye  the  Lord 61 

Remember  thy  Creator 66 

River  of  Death  thy  stream 55 

Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  me Toplady.  69 

Roll  on  thou  joyful Pratt.  74 

Saviour  breathe  an  evening Edmeston.  72 

Saviour  like  a  Shepherd 64 

Shall  we  gather  at  the Rev.  R.  Lowry.  88 

She  sleeps  in  the  valley 107 

Show  pity  Lord  O  Lord  forgive Watts.  67 

Singing  for  Jesus Fanny  Crosby.  85 

Softly  on  the  breath  of. Fanny  Crosby.  51 

Soldier  of  Christ  why  thus 22 

Soldiers  of  Christ  arise C.  Wesley.  21 

Soldiers  in  the  ranks Fanny  Crosby.  94 

Some  sing  of  the  praise 116 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy Jas.  Montgomery.  70 

Stand  up  stand  up  for Duffield.  34 


Strains  of  music Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder.    77 

Strive  to  enter  at  the Geo.  P.  Morris.    12 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer Fanny  Crosby.  66 

The  Gospel  ship  is 78 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd 46 

The  morning  light  is S.  F.  Srnith.    72 

The  pearly  gates  are 56 

There's  a  beautiful  home 101 

There's  a  beautiful  land 65 

There's  a  cry  from Fanny  Crosby.  80 

There  is  a  fountain Covoper.  81 

There  is  a  land  of  pure Watts.  71 

There  is  a  stream 45 

There  is  no  name  so 78 

These  are  the  Crowns H.  Bonar.  7 

The  spirit  in  our H.  Bonar.  73 

They  are  waiting  for  the Fanny  Civsby.  67 

They  took  my  Savr's  name Fanny  Crosby.  108 

This  precious  truth  his 74 

Though  troubles  assail Newton.  42 

Through  the  love  of  God Lyle.  38 

Through  tribulations  deep 43 

'Tis  not  for  man  to  trifle H.  Bonar.  84 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls Mason.  69 

Unto  one  of  the  least  of....  Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates.  86 

"We're  bound  for  Canaan 79 

We  are  pilgrims  on  the 65 

We  are  rising  as  a Fanny  Crosby.  118 

We've  listed  in  a  holy P.  Phillips.  25  . 

We  journey  through 9 

We  love  the  sunny  days JSlade.  102 

We'll  journey  together 39 

What  shall  I  do  to  be 4 

When  careless  from Fanny  Crosby.  40 

When  I  can  read  my Walts.  64 

When  languor  and  disease ^.....Toplady.  81 

When  safe  in  your Fanny  Crosby.  103 

When  shall  the  voice  of. Pratt.  69 

When  we  pass  through 35 

Where  do  you  journey  my 10 

Where  is  the  Saviour  now 43 

While  herein  the  valley 28 

While  pilgrims  on  our W.Baxter.  15 

Who  are  these  in  bright  array 65 

Why  am  I  here Fanny  Crosby.  115 

Why  should  we  covet  the Fanny  Crosby.  44 

Wilt  thou  not  visit  me 84 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look 90 

Would'st  thou  be  saved Fanny  Crosby.  6 

Yes  my  native  land  I S.  F.  Smith.  71 

Zion  stands  with  hills Kelly.  73 


IMPORTANT  NOTE.-The  Music  and  Poetry  contained  in  the  Singing  Pilgrim 
is  mostly  new,  and  written  expressly  for  this  work,  (except  a  few  choice  pieces,  which  are  selected  by 
permission,)  and  are  therefore  the  copyright  property  of  the  author  and  publisher,  aud  "entered 
according  to  Actof  Congress."  No  person,  therefore,  has  a  right  to  print,  in  any  form,  or  for  any 
purpose  whatever,  either  words  or  mysie,  without  first  obtaining  permission  of  the  author.  If  hymns 
or  tunes  are  desired,  for  Sunday  Schools  or  for  any  other  purpose,  such  permission  must  first  be 
obtained ;  otherwise  the  person  using  them  trespasses  against  the  laws  of  copyright,  makes  himself 
liable,  and  will  be  held  accountable.  PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 
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Opening— Introductory. 

A  Singing  Pilgrim 3 

Awake  my  Soul 74 

Blest  be  the  Tie ...  67 

Come  thou  Fount 66 

Gather  them  in 80 

Hark  the  Morning 79 

Hear  the  Royal ..  77 

If  any  be  Distressed 100 

I  Love  thy  Kingdom 70 

Jesus  Lover  of  my 68 

Lord  I  hear  of. -  76 

My  Days  are  Gliding 75 

Nearer  my  God  to ..  67 

Nearer  my  home 50 

O  come  to  Jesus  now 95 

O  give  thanks  unto 83 

O  we're  a  band 76 

0  we  are  Volunteers 63 

Rock  of  Ages 69 

Saviour  like  a 64 

Strains  of  Music 77 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd....  46 

We  are  Pilgrims 65 

We  love  the  Sunny 102 

Wilt  thou  not  visit  me 84 

With  tearful  eyes 90 

Christian  Life. 

Arise  my  Soul...... 72 

Come  brethren  don't 75 

Come  poor  Pilgrim 49 

God  has  said  forever 11 

God  moves  in  a 80 

I'm  but  a  Stranger 73 

1  know  that  my 75 

In  the  Christians' 73 

In  the  Cross  of  Christ ..  76 

My  latest  son  is 65 

My  life's  a  shade 37 

0  how  my  spirit 23 

On  Jordans  Stormy .....  54 

On  the  Cross  where 26 

There's  a  beautiful 65 

These  are  the  crowns 7 

They  are  waiting..., 57 

Through  the  love „. 38 

Suffering  and  Death. 

Alas  and  did  my- 67 

Asleep  in  Jesus 78 

Brother  thou  art  gone 82 

Come  ye  disconsolate 67 

From  the  depths _  31 

Full  of  trembling "8 

I'm  walking  in  the 29 

1  saw  one  hanging 73 

I'll  not"be  with  you 71 

I  would  not  live  alway ......  72 

Jesus  while  our  hearts......  68 

River  of  Death 55 

She  sleeps  in  the -107 

Though  troubles  assail 42 

Through  tribulations 43 

Whenlangour  and 81 

Where  is  the  Saviour 43 
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Praise  of  Singing. 

1  will  Sing  for  Jesus 89 

Singing  for  Jesus 85 

When  shall  the  voice 69 

Our  Calling— Duty. 

Am  I  a  Soldier..... 64 

Brother  you  may 91 

Cast  thy  bread....— 70 

Courage  brother 33 

Dare  to  do  right 78 

Disciples  of  Jesus 109 

God  who  gave  us 106 

If  I  were  a  voice 105 

If  you  cannot 97 

Never  be  afraid 79 

Onward  fellow 96 

Sow  in  the  morn 70 

Stand  up  stand  up 34 

'Tis  not  for  man 84 

Penitential. 
Cling  to  the  Mighty  one.  ...104 

Come  come  to  Jesus 14 

Come  humble  sinner 66 

I'm  trying  to  climb 27 

Is  this  the  way 30 

Jesus  from  his 78 

Jesus  on  the  Cross 79 

Just  as  I  am 87 

Just  as  thou  art 90 

O  Sinner  on  the 98 

Faith  and  Prayer. 

From  every  stormy 68 

God  moves  in  a 80 

If  any  be  distressed 100 

Must  Jesus  bear 68 

My  Soul  be  on  thy 71 

Our  Father  who 83 

Softly  on  the  breath 51 

Sweet  hour  of  Prayer 66 

Inviting. 
Behold  a  Stranger.............  46 

Come  to  Jesus 99 

Come  humble  Sinner 66 

Hasten  Sinner ». 67 

If  I  had  all  the 110 

0  Come  to  Jesus 95 

On  the  Cross 26 

O'er  the  portals 16 

Strive  to  enter 12 

The  Gospel  Ship 78 

The  spirit  in 73 

To-day  the  Saviour 69 

Would'st  thou  be 6 

Communion  of  Saints. 

Fade  fade  each 95 

He  leadeth  me 74 

Holy  and  reverend 76 

How  gentle  God's 77 

1  heard  the  voice 74 

I  know  that  Jesus 64 

Mary  to  the  Saviour's 66 

My  doubts  are  gone..........  24 


My  times  are  in 77 

O  for  a  closer -..-...  71 

O  Sing  to  me  of. 58 

Shall  we  gather _ 88 

The  Pearly  Gate? 56 

Through  the  love- 38 

Weiourney  through— 9 

We'll  journey  together 39 

Bible  and  Guidaneo. 

Down  the  Ages 93 

He  leadeth  me 74 

How  shall  the 77 

I'm  walking  in ......  29 

Is  this  the  way 30 

O  Lamb  of  God 20 

This  precious  truth 74 

While  Pilgrims 15 

Family  Devotions. 

A  Crown  of  Glory 60 

And  may  I  still 68 

Cling  to  the  Mighty..... 104 

Come  Poor  Pilgrim 49 

Courage  Brother 33 

Fade  fade  each 95 

From  this  bleak 69 

If  any  be  distressed 100 

In  mercy  Lord 68 

Jesus  lover  of  my 68 

Lord  in  the  morning 69 

Nearer  my  God 67 

O  how  my  Spirit 23 

Our  Fathor  who 83 

Rock  of  ages 69 

Saviour  like  a 64 

Shall  we  gather  at 88 

Softly  on  the  breath 51 

Sweet  hour  of  Prayer 66 

There's  a  beautiful 101 

When  langour  and -  81 

Wilt  thou  not 84 

With  tearful  eyes 90 

Warfare. 

Am  I  a  Soldier 64 

Courage  Brother 33 

My  Soul  be  on  thy 71 

O  Christian  awake 33 

O  do  not  be 64 

O  we  are  volunteers 63 

Soldiers  of  Christ 22 

Stand  up  stand  up 34 

We've  listed  in  a 25 

When  we  pass  through 35 

Humiliation. 

From  the  depths 31 

Full  of  trembling 8 

I'm  walking  in 

Is  this  the  way 

Though  troubles 42 

Through  tribulations 43 

We  journey  through 9 

While  here  in  the 28 


THE  SINGING  PILGRIM. 
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Prospect  of  Heaven. 

A  Crown  of  Glory 60 

I  will  Sing  you  a 02 

Lover  of  Jesus 60 

O  how  my  spirit 23 

On  Jordan's  stormy 54 

O  Sing  to  me 58 

There's  a  beautiful 65 

Where  do  you 10 

While  Pilgrims 15 

Backsliding. 

Cease  my  Soul 17 

Jesus  let  thy 69 

O  could  I  feel 63 

When  careless  from 40 

Where  is  the  Saviour 43 

Deliveranoe  from  Trouble. 

From  the  Depths 31 

I'm  walking  in 20 

Jesus  lover  of  my 68 

Through  tribulation 43 

When  we  pass 35 

Zion  stands  with 73 

Missionary. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet 63 

Brother  you  may 91 

Disciples  of  Jesus 109 

From  Greenland's 70 

If  I  were  a  voice 105 

If  you  cannot  be  the 82 

If  you  cannot  on 97 

Jesus  shall  reign 63 

Onward  fellow 96 

0  we  are  Volunteers 63 

The  morning  light 72 

There's  a  cry  from 80 

When  shall  the 69 

Where  do  you ..  10 

Yes  my  Native  Land 71 

Dedication— Christmas  and 
New- Years. 

As  God  has  kindly 114 

Come  Children -  81 

Hark  how  the 75 

1  love  thy  Kingdom 70 

Lo  descending 112 

O  for  a  thousand 68 

Our  earthly  temple Ill 

Praise  Ye  the  Lord 61 

We  love  the  sunny 102 

Zion  stands  with 73 

Anniversaries. 

All  Hail  the  power  of. 66 

As  God  has 114 

Blow  Ye  the  Trumpet 63 

Disciples  of  Jesus N 109 

Ogive  thanks 83 

O  we  are .. 63 


Praise  Ye  the  Lord 61 

Shall  we  gather 88 

We  are  bound  for 79 

We  are  rising  as 118 

We  love  the  sunny 102 

When  safe  in 103 

Thanksgiving. 

Come  thou  Almighty 72 

Glory  to  God  in 79 

Great  God  of. 69 

O  for  a  thousand 68 

0  give  thanks 83 

Charitable  and  Benevolent. 

As  God  has  kindly 114 

If  you  have  not  Gold 97 

When  safe  in 103 

Our  Country. 

From  northern 80 

God  bless  our... 70 

Great  God  of. 69 

Jesus  shall  reign 63 

My  Country  'tis  of. 63 

Native  Land 117 

Roll  on  thou 74 

We  are  rising  as 118 

Time  and  Eternity. 

And  are  we  yet 81 

Broad  is  the  road 75 

Farewell  Mortality 95 

From  this  bleak 69 

1  will  sing  you  a 92 

My  days  are  gliding 75 

Shall  we  gather 88 

About  Jesus. 

Asleep  in  Jesus 78 

Brother  you  may 91 

Come  come  to  Jesus 14 

Come  to  Jesus  just 99 

I  know  'tis  Jesus 64 

Jesus  from  his 78 

Jesus  is  mine 95 

Jesus  loves  me 76 

Jesus  on  the  Cross 79 

Jesus  Saviour 77 

Lover  of  Jesus 60 

O  come  to  Jesus. 95 

Singing  for  Jesus 85 

Stand  up  stand  up 34 

Sabbath  School  Concert. 

Disciples  of  Jesus 109 

Down  the  Ages 93 

O  come  to  Jesus 95 

O  give  thanks 83 

Praise  ye  the  Lord 61 

We've  listed  in  a _ 25 

We  love  the  sunny ^....102 
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Opening  and  Closing 
Exercises. 

Beatitudes 121 

Consoling  Promises 121 

Golden  Truths 120 

Lord  dismiss  us 35 

Reverence. 119 

Ten  Commandments 119 

Thanksgiving 120 

What  Jesus  said....; 121 

Temperance  and  Swearing. 

Leagued  with  all 82 

Lo  he  rides  upon 93 

Some  Sing  the  Praise 116 

They  took  my  Saviour's.  ...108 
Why  am  I  here  1 116 

Giving— Christian  Union. 

And  are  we  yet  Alive 81 

As  God  has  Kindly 114 

Blest  are  the 71 

Blest  be  the  tie 67 

How  blest  the 70 

If  you  have  not 97 

Soldiers  in  the 94 

We'll  journey 39 

Meet  me  in  Heaven. 

And  may  1  still 58 

From  this  bleak 69 

I  will  Sing  you 92 

Lover  of  Jesus 60 

There's  a  beautiful 65 

Where  do  you 10 

We'll  journey 39 

Infant  Class. 

Come  to  Jesus 99 

Gather  them  in 80 

I'm  a  little 87 

I'm  trying  to 27 

Jesus  from  his 78 

Jesus  loves  me~..~. 76 

Jesus  on  the 79 

Jesus  Saviour 77 

Unto  one  of  the 86 

We're  bound  for 79 

Young  Convert. 

Fade  fade  each 95 

I  feel  like  Singing 76 

I've  found  the  Pearl 75 

I  now  have  found 19 

Jesus  on  the  Cross 79 

My  doubts  are  gone 24 

0  happy  day 74 

The  Gospel  8hip 78 

Meeting  and  Parting. 

And  are  we  yet 81 

Blest  be  the  tie 67 

1  will  Sing  you/. 92 

Where  do  you 10 
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SABBATH   SCHOOLS, 


COMPOSED    OF 


O'DMi  3UWFS8  Mm.  L  %  X  mw  4 


WITH  AN   ADBITION  OF 


NTE    HUNDRED    POPULAR    fYMNS. 


PHILIP    PHILLIPS 


NEWLY  REVISED  EDITION.  ENLARGED. 


CINCINNATI: 
PUBLISHED   BY   PHILIP  PHILLIPS  &  CO., 


FOR  8ALE  BY  THE  PUBM.SHKKH,  AND  THK 

METHODIST    BOOK    -  RNf   CINCINNATI, 
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RE  F  A  C  E. 


^&$^HE  MUSICAL  LEAVES  were  first  issued  pe- 
*  riodically,  in  Numbers,  with  a  view  of  making 
each  number  a  complete  Booh  of  itself.  When 
several  numbers  had  been  issued,  sufficient  to 
form  a  complete  standard  Sunday -School  Singing  Book, 
they  were  bound  together,  and  in  this  form  were  widely 
sold  throughout  the  country.  Indeed  so  many  have  been 
printed  that  it  has  become  necessary  to  make  new  plates, 
and  rather  than  give  the  public  the  same  old  pieces,  I 
have  revised  the  book  by  taking  out  such  songs  as  have 
become  worn  out  or  uninteresting,  and  put  in  their  places 
choice  gems.  It  will  be  seen  that  this  revision  makes -it 
almost  an  entirely  new  Book. 

I  have  appended  a  special  Department  for  Anniver- 
saries and  other  occasions  of  interest  in  the  Sunday - 
School  work. 

The  book  also  contains  a  large  collection  of  the  most 
popular  Sunday-School  songs  up  to  the  present  time. 

I  earnestly  pray  that  these  "Leaves,"  in  the  "revised" 
as  in  the  original  form,  will  gladden  the  hearts  of  many 
thousands  in  their  journey  to  Zion. 

Many  thanks  are  due  Messrs.  T.  C.  O'LCane,  S.  J.  Vail, 
Geo.  F.  Root,  and  Br.  Lowell  Mason,  and  others  for  val- 
uable and  beautiful  songs  contributed. 

PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1867,  by  PHILIP  PHILLIPS,  in  the  Clerk's  Offioe  of  the  District  Court  of  the  Oaited 
States,  for  the  Southern  District  of  Ohio. 
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Hymn.  No.  1. 

Lively. 


COME  JOIN  OUR  BAND. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  We're  marching    to     the  promised    land,  A    land    all     fair       and    bright; 

2.  The      Say  -  ior   feeds  his     lit  -  tie     flock,  His  grace  is     free    -    ly      given ; 
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Come   join    our    hap  -  py    youth-fill    band,  And  seek  the     plains    of       light. 
The       liv  -  ing     wa  -  ter    from  the    rock,  And  dai  -  ly      bread  from  heaven. 
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Chorus. 
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Ot    come  and  join    our   youth -ml  band,  Our  songs  and    triumphs       share; 
I 
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8  In  that  bright  land  no  sin  is  found, 
But  all  are  happy  there, 
And  happy,  youthful  voices  join 
In  the  angelic  choir. 
O I  come  and  join,  etc. 


4  Our  teachers  kind  point  out  the  way, 
And  guide  our  feet  aright, 
To  the  orient  realms  of  endless  day, 
Where  Jesus  is  the  light. 
O!  come  and  join,  etc. 
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WORK   FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 


2 
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From  "Song  Garden," 

by  permission. 
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.  "Work,  for    the  night    Is 
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Work  thro'  the  morn  -  ing 

hours; 
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Work,  while  the  dew      is       spark  -  ling,      Work  'mid  spring -ing     flowers; 
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Work  when  the  day  grows     bright  -  er,       Work    in     the  glow  -  ing     sun ; 
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Work,  for     the  night    is 


When  man's  work     is 


done. 


2.  Work,  for  the  night  Is  coming ; 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor ; 

Eest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 


8.  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


"THE  BIBLE  SAYS  I  MAY." 

"  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  thou  hast  perfected  praise." 
I  Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 
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I       mean     to      fight     for       Je     -    sus,     And    wear      a      crown    of 
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I       know    he    makes  me 

hap 

■  py, 

- 

And 

loves 

me 

all 

the 

day, 
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I'll        be       his      lit  -    tie       sol  -    dier,  "The      Bi  -  ble     says       I        may. 
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I  love  my  Precious  Saviour, 

Because  he  died  for  me, 
And  if  I  did  not  serve  him, 

HowstnfuU  I  should  be; 
He  gives  me  every  comfort, 

And  bean  me  when  I  pray, 
I  want  to  live  for  Jesus, 

"The  Bible  says  I  may." 


8.  I  now  can  do  but  little, 

Yet,  when  I  grow  a  man, 
1*11  try  &nd  do  for  Jesus, 

The  greatest  good  I  can  ; 
God  help  and  keep  me  faithful 

In  all  I  do  and  say; 
I  want  to  live  a  Christian, 

u  The  Bible  says  I  may." 
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FATHER,  TAKE  MY  HAND. 


S.  J.  Vail. 
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roar   a  -  bove  me,  1 j  TetSered  "  Fitter™!.!?"  } take  m?  hand' And  ^^  the  Sloom  lead 
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safe  -  ly  home,       safe  -  ly  home, 
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Safe  -  ly  home,  Lead  safe-ly  home  Thy  child  I 
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2.  The  day  declines,  my  Father!  (]  and  the  night 

Is  drawing  darkly  down.    My  faithless  sight 

Sees  |  ghostly  |  visions.  It  Fears  of  a  spectral  band 

Encompass  me.    O  Father,  I  take  my  |  hand, 

And  from  the  night  lead  up  to  light, 

Up  to  light,  up  to  light, 
Lead  up  to  light  Thy  child ! 

8.  The  way  is  long,  my  Father !  ||  and  my  soul 
Longs  for  the  rest  and  quiet  |  of  the  |  goal ;  fl 
While  yet  I  journey  through  this  weary  land, 
Keep  me  from  wandering.     Father,  |  take  my  |  hand, 
And  in  the  way  to  endless  day, 

Endless  day,  endless  day, 
Lead  safely  on  Thy  child ! 

4.  The  path  is  rough,  my  Father !  H  Many  a  thorn 
Has  pierced  me  ;  and  my  feet,  all  torn 

And  bleeding,  |  mark  the  |  way.  II  Yet  Thy  command 
Bids  me  press  forward.    Father,  |  take  my  j  hand ; 

Then  safe  and  blest,  O  lead  to  rest, 
Lead  to  rest,  lead  to  rest, 

O  lead  to  rest  Thy  child ! 

5.  The  throng  is  great,  my  Father!  |  Many  a  doubt 
And  fear  of  danger  compass  me  about; 

And  foes  op- 1  press  me  |  sore,  fl  I  cannot  stand 
Or  go,  alone.    O  Father !  |  take  my  |  hand ; 

And  through  the  throng,  lead  safe  along, 
Safe  along,  safe  along, 

Lead  safe  along  Thy  child ! 

6.  The  cross  is  heavy,  Father!  1  I  have  borne 

It  long,  and  [  still  do  |  bear  it.  ||  Let  my  worn 

And  fainting  spirit  rise  to  that  bright  land 

Where  crowns  are  given.    Father,  |  take  my  |  hand ; 

And,  reaching  down,  lead  to  the  crown, 
To  the  crown,  to  the  crown, 

Lead  to  the  crown  Thy  child ! 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL 


Words  by  Mabie  Mason. 


From  "  9ong-Garden ,"  by  permission. 
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Sav  -   ionr  comes,  The    Christ 


is     born !   He     comes    to      save     and        heal. 
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2.  Ring,  merry,  merry  bells, 
O'er  all  the  land, 

By  ball  and  cottage  fires — 
Let  every  home 
And  household  band 

Hear  music  from  your  spires. 

3.  Rini:.  merry,  merry  bells  ! 
There  cometh  here 

■I -Irons  Truth,  at  last, 
By  ancient  kinir 
And  kingly 
Bo  longed  for,  ages  past  1 

4.  SfllfC,  merry,  mf-rry  bells! 
Let  hill  and  val •-, 

Through  all  the  festal  day— 


In  notes  of  joy 
Repeat  the  tale 
Of  Christ,  the  Living  Way ! 

5.  Ring,  merry,  merry  bells  I 
Our  heavy  load 

We  lay,  rejoicing,  down 

For  by  His  cross 

We  gain  the  road 
To  our  eternal  crown. 

6.  Ring,  merry,  merry  bells  1 

ir  carols  pour, — 
Nor  let  vour  gladness  cease: 
Wonderful! 
The  Counsellor! 
The  mighty  Prince  of  Peace  ! 


ft. 


SHALL  WE  MEET  BEYOND  THE  RIVER? 

6    Moderate.  ,  Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 
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1.  Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  riv-  er,    "Where  the  surges  cease  to  roll?  Where,  in  all   the 
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bright  for-  ev  -  er, 


Sor-row  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul  ?  Shall  we  meet 
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Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  riv  -  er,      Where  the  surg-es     cease        to     roll  ? 
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tear  : 


2.  Shall  we  meet  in  yonder  city, 

Where  the  towers  of  crystal  shine  ? 
Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  divine?— Cho. 

S.  Shall  we  meet  with  many  a  loved  one, 
That  was  torn  from  our  embrace  ? 


Shall  we  listen  to  their  voices, 
And  behold  them  face  to  face?— Cho. 
4.  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 
When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own  ? 
Shall  we  know  his  blessed  favor, 
And  sit  down  upon  his  throne?—  Cho. 


YES,  WE'LL  MEET. 

ANSWER   TO,  OR  CHORUS  FOR,    "  SHALL  WE  MEET  BEYOND  THE  RIVER  ?" 

7  1  Yes,  we'll  meet  beyond  the  river, 

When  our  conflicts  all  are  o'er ; 
And  we'll  spend  the  blest  forever, 
On  that  bright  celestial  shore. 

Chobtjb, — We  shall  meet !  we  shall  meet  I 
We  shall  meet  beyond  the  river, 
Where  the  surges  cease  to  roll  1 

£  Yes,  we'll  meet  in  yonder  mansions, 
Where  our  wand' rings  all  shall  cease  ; 
There  we'll  meet  our  dear  companions, 
And  be  crowned  with  perfect  peace. — Cho, 

8  Yes,  we'll  meet  where  bliss  immortal, 
Sweeter  far  than  rest  can  be ; 
And  before  the  throne  eternal, 
All  our  earthly  triumphs  see.— Cho. 

4  We  shall  meet,  where  all  is  onward, 

Every  change  new  glories  bring ; 

And  the  host  still  moving  forward, 

Glorify  our  heav'nly  King.— Cho. 

5  We  shall  meet,  O  weary  brother, 

When  the  burden  we  lay  down  ; 
We  shall  change  our  cross  of  anguish, 
For  a  bright  unfading  crown. — Cho, 


"WHAT  ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  DO,  BROTHER." 


Dedicated  to  the  Young  Men's  National  Christian  Association. 


Philip  Phillips. 


"4P 

1.    O    what  are  you  going  to 
i,  "Will  you  honor  Hlfl  aauM  I 


do,  brother?  Say,  what  are  you  goinz  to  do? 

ad  kingdom,  'Wherever  your  path  may     be? 


You  have 

And 


thought  of  some  useful  labor,  But  what  Is  the  end  in  view?  You  are  fresh  from  the  home  of  your 
stand  as  a  bright  example,  That  others  your  light  mag  see?  Are  you  "willing  to  live  for 
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boy-hood,  And  just  in  the  bloom  of  youth  1  Have  you  tasted  the  sparkling  water,   That 
Je"  -  sus?  And  read-y  the  cross  to    bear?  Are  you  willing  to  meet  reproaches?      The 


CIIOETTS. 
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flows  from  the  fount  of  truth  ?  Is  your  heart  in  the  Saviour's  keeping?  Remember  he  died  for 
frowns  of  the  world  to  share  ?   Your  lot  may  perhaps  be  humble,    But  God  has  a  work  for 
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you!   Then  what  are  yon  going  to  do, 
yon  ;   Then  what  are  you  going  to  do, 
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brother?  Say.  what  are  you  going  to     do  ? 
brother?  Say,  what  are  you  going  to     do? 


r^ 


8.  O  what  are  you  zoinz  to  do,  brother? 

The  morninz  of  youth  i-  past; 

The  vizor  and  strength  of  manhood, 

My  brother,  are  TOOTS  at  last. 
You  are  rising  in  worldly  prospects, 

And  prospered  in  worldly  things; — 
A  duty  to  those  leal  favored 
The' smile  of  your  fortune  brings. 
Cho. — Go,  prove  that  your  heart  is  zrateful — 
The  Lord  has  a  work  for  you  ; 
Then  what  are  you  going  to  do,  brother? 
Say,  what  are  you 

4.  O  what  are  you  goinz  to  do.  brother? 

Your  sun  at  its  noun  |« 
Itshlnes  in  meridian  splendor, 

And  rides  through  a  cloudlet*  sky. 
You  are  holding  t  high  position 

Of  honor,  of  trust,  and  fame  ;— 


Are  you  willing  to  give  the  glory 
And  praise  to  your  Saviour's  name? 
Cho. — The  regions  that  sit  in  darkness 

Are  stretching  their  hands  to  you; 
Then  what  are  you  going  to  do,  brother  ? 
Say,  what  arc  you  going  to  do? 

5.  O  what  are  yon  going  to  do,  brother? 
The  twilight  approaches  now;— 
Already  your  locks  are  silvered, 
And  winter  is  on  your  brow. 
Your  talents,  your  time,  your  riches, 

To  Jesus,  your  Master, "give  ; 
Then  ask  if  the  world  around  you 
[|  Letter  because  you  live. 
Cho.— You  are  nearlng  the  brink  of  Jordan, 
But  btill  there  is  work  for  you; 
Then  what  are  you  going  to  do.  brother? 
Say,  what  are  you  going  to  do  ? 
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NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE.     Bethany.     6s  &  4s. 


From  the  "  Asaph,"  by  permission  of  Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


2.  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

Daylight  all  gone, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet 'in  my  dreams  I'd  be 

Nearer,"  my  God,  &c. 

3.  There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  up  to  heaven  ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given, 
Angels  to  beckon  me, 

Nearer,  my  God,  &c. 


4.  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 

Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs, 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  &c. 

5.  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still,  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Nearer,  my  God,  «fec. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER* 

Matt,  vi  :  9. 

(Pitch  E.)    Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven,  Hallowed  be  thy  name.    Thy  kingdom  come. 

Thy  will  be  done  on  earth, 'as  it  is  in  heaven.    Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread. 

And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  those  who  trespass  against  us.    And  lead  us  not 

into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil.    For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the 

glo«y,  for  ever. 


m 
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*  Let  the  words  be  deliberately,  distinctly,  and  reverently  pronounced  to  the  given  pitch 
(say  E)  either  by  a  single  voice,  or  in  unison  by  all  the  voices,  adding  the  Amen  in  harmony 
parts,  as  written. 
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THE  STILL  SMALL  VOICE, 


Words  by  9.  H.  Thayer, 


From  "Happy  Voices,"  by  permission. 


1.  Oft       as  I    rove,  in  thoughtless  mood,         A  -  long      life's  flow-ery,  sun- ny 

2.  From  day        to    day  that  voice  I        hear,        And     oft  -  enest  when  no  friend 
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scious  how   the    path    may 
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heed  -   ing  where  my  footsteps     tend, 
on       some  pleas-ure    too      in  -  tent— 


I         hear        a  voice  which  seems  to 
A         still   small  voice,  which  seems  to 
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say, 
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In       a     gen    -    tie  whisper,  "  Come  a  -  way,       Come     a   -   way !" 
In        a     gen    -    tie  whisper,  &c. 


J-^ 


mm 


Soft  -  ly     it  whispers,  "  Come  a  -  way,       Come     a  -  way,       Come     a  -  way  !v 
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MY  HEAVENLY  HOME  IS  SURE. 


Words  by  Mrs  M.  A.  Kidder 
fe 


|     Semi-chorus.  1st  time.  | 


Philip  Phillips. 
Semi-chorus.  2d  time. 


1.  Tho'  clouds  may  fade  before  mine  eyes,  My  heavenly  home  is  sure : 

Tho'  stars  should  fall  from  out  the  skies,  (Omit.)  My  heavenly  home  is  sure. 
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If     I     but  strive  and  watch  and  pray,  And  dai  -  ly     cast    my  sins     a  -  way,  And 


keep  my  conscience  clean  and  pure,  My  heavenly  home  is  sure,  My  heavenly  home  is  sure. 

»  0    .j'-4.*:t*.f*'---    m.,ri-ff.H    ttfi 


2  Though  loving  friends  should  turn  to  foes. 

My  heavenly  home  is  sure ; 
Though  every  earthly  blessing  goes, 

My  heavenly  home  is  sure. 
If  I  but  seek  Christ's  pardoning  grace, 
And  humbly  bow  before  his  face, 

No  matter  what  I  may  endure, 

My  heavenly  home  is  sure. 


3  Though  earthquakes  rend  the  solid  ground, 

My  neavenly  home  is  sure ; 
Though  tempests  roll  destruction  round, 

My  heavenly  home  is  sure. 
If  I  but  seek  the  better  part, 
And  give  to  God  my  contrite  heart, 

In  spite  of  sin  and  worldly  lure, 

My  neavenly  home  is  sure. 
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For  the  Infant  Class. 


JESUS  BIDS  US  SHINE, 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


1.  Je   -  sus    bids     us     shine      With    a       pure,   clear  light,     Like     a       lit  -  tie 


:    IbWS^r: 


we      must  shine—     You     in     your  small   cor  -  ner,     And 


2  Jesus  bids  us  shine, 

First  of  all  for  him; 
Well  he  sees  and  knows  it, 

If  our  light  grows  dim. 
He  looks  down  from  heaven, 

To  see  us  shine— 
You  in  your  small  corner, 

And  I  in  mine. 


3  Jesus  bids  us  shine, 

Then  for  all  around, 
Many  kinds  of  darkness 

In  the  world  abound. 
Sin  and  want  and  sorrow, 

So  we  must  shine— 
You  in  your  small  corner, 

And  I  in  mine. 
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THE  MORNING  LAND. 


1 


"So  he  bringeth  them  unto  their  desired  haven." 


T.  C.  O'Kank. 
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1.  The.** many  days  'mid  storm  and  rain,  We've  sailed  against  the  tide:  But  now  the  harbor 

2.  Wildly  we've  tossed  upon  the  deep,    Our  hope  a  sin  -  gle    ray;       But  see  the  star  of 


is    in  view,  Where  we  may  safe-ly       ride.  With  anchor  weighed,  and  canvas  spread,  A 
morning  beams,  The  harbin-ger    of       day.    Soon   we  shall  furl  our  tattered  sail,  And 


weary,  toiling  "band,  We  hail  the  breeze  that  speeds  us  on  To  the  glorious  morning  land, 
press  the  wished-for  land ;  Our  bark  will  moor  beside  thy  shore,  0 1    glorious  morning  land. 
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Ctiiorua  to  each  verge. 
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The     morning    land,  bright  morning    land, 


glorious     morning 
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Soon  we    shall  rest  on    thy   beau-ti  -  fnl  shore,     0,       glorious     morning       landl 
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A  heavenly  calm  shall  soothe  the  waves. 

Ami  bid  th<*m  hush  tosl<«p; 
Eternal  Hunbeams  evermore 

Shall  real  upon  the  dee*. 
Our  bark  no  more  by  t-iupest  tossed, 

Shall  b>-ar  a  weary  hand, 
There '•  n-st  forever  'mid  thy  groves, 

O,  glorious  morning  land. 


I        I 

■•rth's  pilgrims  joyful  walk  thy  streets 

In  robes,  of  shining  whiti- ; 
The  city  gates  are  built  of  pearl, 
And  God  is  all  the  light. 

looked  from  fur  upon  thy  aborts; 
i  »ur  friends  bare  reached  tin-  strand  ; 

R  •■  f  hall  join  the  happy  throng 
In  the  glorious  morning  land. 
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BE  OF  GOOD  COURAGE. 


Philip  Philips. 


1.  Faint  not,  droop  not,     wea   -  ry     pil  -  grim !  In      the    faith     of        Je  -  bus    stand ; 

He      will  guard  thee,     and     will  guide  thee    Safe  -  ly       to       the     promised     land. 

D.C.Love  and   joy     and     peace     for  -  ev  -  er,      In     the    sweet    and    promised    land. 


No    more  care  and    no     more  sor-row,    But       a  bright,  e 
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2  What  though  storms  beset  thy  pathway, 
And  the  clouds  are  dark  and  drear, 
Sing  aloud  the  songs  of  Zion, 
For  the  port  of  peace  is  near.— Cho. 


3  Fear  not,  though  the  billows  threaten, 
God  will  send  his  angels  down; 
In  their  hands  theyJll  bear  thee  upward, 
To  receive  the  shilling  crown.— Cho. 
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ALAS!  AND  DID  MY  SAVIOR  BLEED? 
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die? 
free. 


1.  A  -  lasl    and 
D.  0.  Yes,  Je  -  bus 


did   my 
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Sav  -  ior  bleed  ?  And   did     my 
all    man-kind,  Bless  God,  sal 
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•  cred  head    For  such     a       worm  as  1? 


Would  he      de   -  vote  that       sa  •  cred 
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Chorus. 
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D.  C.  Chorus. 
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Je  -   sus 


died    for 


you; 


Je   •   sua 


died    for 


2  Was  It  for  crimes  that  I  had  done, 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  I  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree.— Cho. 

3  Well  might  the  suu  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin.— Cho. 


i  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears.— Cho. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'T  is  all  that  I  can  do.— Cho. 
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i6  SPIRIT  VOICES. 

Words  by  Rev.  L.  Hartsoi-gh. 
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Music  by  S.  J.  Tail. 
K- 


1.    List  -  en      to      the  promptings      Of     the    Spir  -  it     near,  Call  -  ing     to      sal- 
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va  -  tion, 

And  from    sin 

and 

fear  ; 
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By    them  you    may 
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Light,  and  life,  and  power,      Freedom  from  the     lur-  ings       Of  temp-ta  -  tion's  hour. 
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CHORUS. 
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God     is     near   thee 
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night  and    day, 
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God    will     hear    thee, 
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2.  Listen  to  the  pleadings 

Of  the  Saviour's  I 
Calling  thee  from  sinning, 

To  His  borne  aba 
He  will  m  from  sorrow, 

And  the  night  of  death  ; 
And  the  dread  bei 

Where  is  felt  his  wrath.— C?u>. 

8.  He  is  fitting  man- 

For  Hi-  followers  true  ; 
There  i«  room  now  waiting, 
Waiting  just  for  you. 


Will  you  taste  the  raptures 
That  His  saints  shall  know  ? 

Will  you  love  the  Saviour 
And  to  glory  go?—  Cho. 

4  Come,  then,  to  the  fountain, 
lac  from  His  side  ; 
G>»1  and  heaven  invites  you, 
Plunge  beneath  the  tide  ; 
-e  is  peace  and  pardon 
For  each  rin-eiek  sou!, 
Hallelujah,  ^lory ! 
Jcaua  died  for  alL — L'hv. 
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SUNDAY-SCHOOL   BAND. 


P.  Phillips. 


1.  Hark  I  the  Sab-bath-school  bell  ring  -  ing,  Calls  as     from  our  homes  a  -  way ; 

2.  Come,  O  come,  we    dear  -  ly    love  you,  Come  and  join    our  hap  -  py    band ; 

Treble. 


yffiJ    3*=^ 


3.  On     our  heads    a    crown  of      glo  - 17,  With   a      harp     of    sweetest    tone, 

4.  Death  no  more    can  mar  our     pleasures,  Nev-er    take    our  friends  a  -  way, 


g^..r  g  r-g-jr-s  r  c-^-x^lr  cr  i 


rffct 
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J  /  «rj 


2E2 
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3=3^2 


Haste,  or      we    shall  miss  tho    singing       In         the    Sab  -  bath-school  to-day. 
You     will     nev  -  er  once    re  -  gret    it,    When       a  -  round  the  throne  we  stand. 


We     will    try      and  tell    the     story  Of       the     Sav  -  ior's  love    a  -  lone. 

But    with    them  we  '11  live  for  -  ever,  In       the   climes  of   ond  •  less  day. 


«=Jt 


sa 
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I        u»      t        t* 


id  Chorus.  Come  and  join  our  happy  band,  Hap-py    band,  Hap-py    band, 


Chorus.    Then  we  '11  be  a  happy  band,  Hap-py    band,  Hap-py         b»nd, 


1st  CJiorus.  For  we  are  a     hap  -  py    band,  Hap-py    band,         Hap-py 


Repeat  PP. 


Come   and  join       our    hap  -  py    band,      In  the    Sab  -  bath  -  school. 


Then  we  '11     be  a     hap  -  py    band,    When     we     all       get       home. 


For      we       are        a      hap  -  py    band,      In  the    Sab  -  bath  -  school. 
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I  WANT  TO  BE  AN  ANGEL 


17 


-1 


Melody  by  E.  L.  White. 


m 


Tl,1  j  j  i liJ-t-iTj , ,'  i  ;lfe^l,'-j-^l 


1.  I    want  to 


be  an 


i  -  eel,  And  with  the  angels  stand, 
jin-Tul,  But  Je  -  sua  will  for-give, 
gel,  And  with  the  angels  stand, 


A  crown  up  -  on  my 
For  man-y  lit  -  tie 
A  crown  up  -  on  my 


fore  -  head,    A  harp  with -in     my  hand;  There,  right  be-fore   my  Sav  -   ior,     So 

child  -  ren      Have  gone  to  heaven  to  live  ;  Dear  Sav  -  ior,  when    I     Ian  -  guish,  And 

fore  -  head,    A  harp  with -in     my  hand;  And  there,  be  -  fore    my  Sav  -   ior,     So 


gpp:^^— * 


S3 


qsnn: 


3E=E 
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f glorious  and  so  bright,  I  'd  wake  the  sweetest  music,  And  praise  him  day  and  night. 
ay  me  down  to  die,  O!  send  a  shining  an-gel,  And  bear  me  to  the  skies. 
glorious  and  s    bright,  I  '11  join  the  heavenly  music,  And  praise  him  day  and  night. 
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DEATH  OF  A  SCHOLAR,    8s  &  7s. 


Andante 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


1.  Sis  -  ter,  thou  wast  mild  and  love  -  ly,   Gen  -  tie     as 

2.  Peaceful    be     thy      si  -  lent  slum-ber,  Peace-nil     in 

3.  Dear-est    sis  -  tef,  thou  hast  left     us,    Here  thy  loss 

4.  Yet     a  -  gain    we    hope    to    meet  thee,  When  the  day 


the  sum-mer  breeze 

the  grave    so     low; 

we  deep  -  ly      feel ; 

of  life     is       fled; 


m 


^m 
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Pleasant  as  the  air 
Thou  no  more  wilt  join 
But  'tis  God  that  has 
Then,  in  heaven  with  joy 


of      ev'-ning,  When   it     floats    a  -  mong  the    tree*, 
our     number,  Thou    no  .  more  our  songs  ehalt  know. 
be  -reft     us,  He      can    still    our   sor  -  row    heal, 
to    greet  thee,  Where  no    fare -well  tear     is      shed. 


N  >te.—  U«*e  brother,  or  sister,  as  the  occasion  may  require. 


-« 
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CHILDREN'S  ANTHEM, 


S.  J.  Vail. 


^^^^^^i^^^^i^^ 


Suf-fer  the  lit -tie     children,       Suf-fer  the  lit  -  tie     children,       Suf-fer  the  lit- tie 


l^s 


£=■£=£-- 
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LfcJad*=jaH*T^M* 
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chil-dren  to     come  un  -  to   me,  and  for  -  bid  them    not,  and  for  -  bid  them  not. 

r0t m—r-m m—m     .* *- 
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Suf-  fer  the  lit  -  tie     chil-dren,     Suf-  fer  the  lit  -  tie     chil-dren,      Suf-  fer  the  lit  -  tie 


children  to      come     un  -  to   me,         Suf-fer  the  lit -tie     chil-dren  to  come  un  -  to 


nae,  Suf-fer  the  lit  -  tie     chil-dren  to    come  un- to    me,       for    of  such   is    the 

i  A 


heaven,  of    such,  of     such    is  the  king-dom  of  heaven.      Suffer  the  lit- tie  children, 

:g=grg=g-g=rg-r— : 
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CHILDREN'S  ANTHEM.    Concluded. 
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Suf-for  the  lit  -  tie   children, 

Suf-fer  the  lit -tie      chil-dren  to      come  un  -  to 

*    2   S   *    *     *    * 

ifc-g-g     gr-V     U *      ^-1' fer-to    F 
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2.  Brother,  thon  art  cone  to  rest ; 
Thine  is  an  earthly  tomb  ; 
But  Jesus  summoned  thee  away. 
Thy  Saviour  called  thee  home. 

8.  Brother,  thnn  art  gone  b 

Thy  toils  and  cares  are  o'er; 
And  sorrow,  pain,  and  suffering,  now 
Shall  ne'er  distress  thee  more. 


4.  Brother,  thou  art  pone  to  rest; 

Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven; 
And  saints  in  lipht  have  welcomed  thee, 
To  share  the  joys  of  heaven. 

5.  Brother,  thou  art  cone  to  rest; 

And  this  ihall  be  our  prayer, 
That,  when  we  reach  our  journey's  end, 
Thy  glory  we  shall  share. 


SiUer,  Teather,  or  Sehootmaie  can  t*  used  in  place  of  Brother. 
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"WHAT  VESSEL  ARE  YOU  SAILING  IN?" 

Phillips  and  Doane. 
^ ,  Fine. 


Girh.  1.  What  yes  -  sel  are  you 
Boys.  Our  ves  -  sel  is  the 
Boys.  D.  C.  The  port  is  New       Je 


sail-ing  in,  While  on  the  voyage  of  life!  > 
Ark  of  God,  "  The  way,  the  truth,  the  life  ?  "  J 
ru  -  ea  -  lem,  The  realms  of     end  -  less    day. 


SH 


^m 


SE£ 


Girls.  2.  Our  compass  is  the 
Boys.  The  love  of  God  fills 
Boy».  D.  C.  Ten    thousand  thousand 


Word  of  God,"  Our      anchor  stead  -  fast 
ev' -  ry  sail,    And  Faith 's  our  an-chor         rope 
hap  -  py  souls,  And  room  for    all    man    -    kind. 


hope;! 


? 


sS 


D.O. 


\m^^mm 
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Girls.  And  what's  the  port  you're  sail  -  ing    for,  What  calm    and  peace-ful       bay? 


m 


Girls.  How  man  -  y     have   you       now     on   board  That    no  -  ble    ship    di   -   vine  ? 
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Then  hoist  the  sails,  Then  hoist  the   sails, 

To      catch  the    gale, 

Each  sail  • 

or 
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ply  the  oar;  The  night  be-gins      to  wear    a  -  way,  We  soon  shall  reach  the  shore. 


3  But  are  you  not  afraid  some  storm 
Your  bark  will  overwhelm  ? 
We  need  not  fear,  for  Christ  is  near, 

Our  Father 's  at  the  helm. 
We  've  looked  astern,  and  many  a  storm, 

The  Lord  has  brought  us  through  ; 
We  're  looking  now  ahead,  and  lo  ! 
The  land  appears  in  view. 
Then  hoist  the  sails,  etc. 


4  O  come  on  board,  there 's  room  for  all  1 
Whoever  will  may  come ; 
Obey  the  Savior's  tender  call, 
He  '11  guide  us  safely  home. 
And  when  we  all  are  landed  safe 

On  that  celestial  shore, 
Redeeming  love  shall  be  our  song, 
To  sing  for  evermore. 
Then  hoist  the  sails,  etc. 
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RECRUIT  FOR  THE  ARMY  ABOVE. 


M 
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Words  by  A.  W.  Livingston. 
23 


Philip  Phillips. 


1.  There's  many        a    poor     lit  -  tie    boy.  Whose   fa  -  ther  and  moth-er      are  dead, 

2.  Go        out     in      the  hed  -  ges     and  find,  (For       Je  -  bus     has    giv  -  on      the  rulf,) 

3.  Go,       bear-ing    the    en  -  sign     of    love,  Its        glo  -  ries    for  -  ev   -    er     unfurled, 


z-jz=£=i  -»=e-=zz 
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Whoee  heart  is        a      Btranger       to     joy.       No   home  save     a      hov  -   el        or    shed. 
The      halt    and    the  maimed  and  the  blind,     Go  bring  them   all      in    -   to       the  school. 
Re  -  cruit    for     the     ar  -  my       a  -  bove,     Your  war-rant  em -bra  -  ces      the  world. 
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us,  faster. 
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2d  CJio.  We  care     not     how    poor        or      rich     they     may     be,         Go        bring  theui 


$=S= 

^# 

~J    Jl  j      J95E 

J*       J'^= 

— h- 

hT 

J 

in, 

sal     -    va  - 

tion        is     free ; 
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In,  sal    -    va  -   tion       is      free;      Their      souls      are       all      jew  -    els,    whose 
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light     by  -  and  -  »>y,     May  shine    in    your     crown,       like     a      star      in      tlio     sky. 
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light     by  -and  -by,      May  shine    in    your    crown,         like   the    stun-    in      Um     sky. 
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WHERE   SHALL  THE  SOUL  FIND  REST? 

Philip  Phillips. 


MTeedmwinydVV£}-^-7^hwayroar,     \  ^  »*^™E  [  weep  no  more  ? 
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(Some  lone  and  pleasant).      .,n  „„„4       j  Where,  free  from  toil  and  lc-..i  mtt„  Mof< 
1     dell,  some  valley }m  the  west,      j      pain;  the  weary }  soul  may  rest : 
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rest? 

j  The  loud  wind  dwin- 
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2.  Tell  me,  thou  mighty  deep,  whose  |  billows  1  round  me  |  play, 
Know'st  thou  some  favored  spot,  some  island  |  far  a-  |  way, 
Where  weary  man  may  find  the  bliss  for  |  which  he  |  sighs — 
Where  sorrow  never  lives,  and  friendship  |  never  |  dies? 
Where  sorrow  never  lives,  and  friendship    never  |  dies. 

The  loud  waves,  rolling  in  per-  |  petual  |  flow. 
Stopped  for  awhile,  and  sighed  to  answer,  |  "No !" 

3.  And  thou,  serenest  moon,  that  |  with  such  |  holy  |  face, 
Dost  look  upon  the  earth  asleep  in  |  night's  em-  |  brace, 
Tell  me,  in  all  thy  round,  hast  thou  not  |  seen  some  |  spot 
Where  miserable  man  might  find  a  I  happier  |  lot? 
Where  miserable  man  might  find  a  ]  happier  j  lot? 

Behind  a  cloud  the  moon  with-  |  drew  in  |  woe, 
And  a  voice,  sweet  but  sad,  responded,  |  "  No !" 

4.  Tell  me,  my  secret  soul— 0  |  tell  me,  |  Hope  and  |  Faith, 
Is  th<?re  no  resting-place  from  sorrow,  |  sin,  and  |  death  ? 
Is  there  no  happy  spot  where  mortals  |  may  be  |  blest, 
Where  grief  may  find  a  balm,  and  weari-  |  ness  a  I  rest? 
Where  grief  may  find  a  balm,  and  weari-  j  ness  a  ]  rest? 

Faith,  Hope,  and  Love — best  boons  to  |  mortals  |  given — 

Waved  their  bright  wings,  and  whispered,  |  "  Yes!  |  "•» "  |  yes,  [  in  |  heaven. 


o 


23 


MISSIONARY  HYMN.      26th  P,  M 


2.  "What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  islo  ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases. 

And  only  man  is  vile  : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3.  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

"With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 
The  lamp  of  life  deny? 


Salvation  ! — O  salvation  1         • 
The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 

Till  earth's  remotest  nation 
Has  learn'd  Messiah's  name. 

4.  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole : 
Till  o'er  our  ransom'd  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 
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CLIMBING  UP  ZION'S  HILL." 


26    Little  Artie  Bain,  with  tremulous  voice  and  moistened  eyes,  uttered 
these  words  in  the  class-room. 


Words  by  Rev.  John  G.  Chafek. 


Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 


33s^£ 


1.  "I'm  try-ing   to    climb    up   Zi  -  on's  Hill,"    For  the  Sa-vior  whispers  «•  Love  me  ; " 

2.  I         know     I  'm     but       a     lit  -  tie  child,     My  strength  will   not     protect   mo ; 

3.  Then  come     with    me,    we  '11  up-ward  go,       Amd    climb  this   hill     to  -  geth  -  er ; 


1           U 
Thou^ 
But 
And 

jhall 

then 

as 

beneath      is 
I       am    the 
we   walk,  we  '1 

dark    as    death,  Yet  the 
Sa.  -  vior'8  lamb,  And 
sweet-ly     talk,   And 

6tars    are  bright  a  - 
he     will     not  neg 
sing     as      we    go 

bove    me. 

-lect     me. 

thi  -  ther. 
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Then 
Then 
Then 
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up  -  ward  still,  To 

all       the   time  I'll 

mount  up    still    God 

■r  •   g    r     „N 

Zi  -  on's  Hill,    To  the 
try     to   climb    This 
s  ho  -  ly     hill,     Till  we  I 
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land 
ho    - 
each 
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of  joy    and 
ly   hill     of 
the  pearl  -  y 

m 1 

beau  -  ty, 

Zi   -   on, 

port  -  als, 
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My    path    be  -  fore  Shines  more  and  more,  As   it    nears   the   gold  -  en     cit  -  y, 

Foi       I       am    sure  The    way     is     pure,    And  on      it  comes  "no     li  -  on." 

Where  raptured  tongues  Proclaim  the  songs  Of  the     shi  -  ning-robed  im  -  mor-tals. 


'.gH — f- 
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Solo,  or  Semi-chorus. 


Duet,  or  2d  Semi-chorus. 


I  I  'm    climbing     up       Zi  -  on's    Hill,    1  'm   climbing     up       Zi   -  on's  Hill. 


Vr 
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Gently 
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GUIDE  US,  SAVIOR. 

"He  will  guide  you  into  all  truth." 

^4 
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T.  C.  O'Kasz. 


g=*B=^i 


I 

1.  God     has     said,  '*  For  -  ev  -  er    bless  -  eu  Those  who  seek  me  in  their  youth, 

2.  Be       our  strength,  for   we    are  weak-ness;  Be    our    wis-dom  and  our  guide ; 

ra  - .  -    *  .  *  ^_y,£   ,   *  ¥■  r  -  -  • 


^^ 


^^- 
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They  shall  find     the       path  of     wisdom,  And     the     nar-row  way  of  truth." 
Hay     we     walk    in        love    and  meekness,  Near-er       to    our   Sa-vior's  side. 

*    g    g    »£     *     .«    TT    »    ,- 


a£ 


E-S-S-E1 


Guide   us  Sa  -  vior,  Guide  us  Sa  -  vior,  In   the  nar-row  way   of   truth.       Guide  us 
Naught  can  harm  us,  Naught  can  harm  us,  While  we  thus  in  thee  abide,    Naught  can 


^  rff: 
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Repeat,  ad  libitum,  PP. 


Sa    -    vior,    Guide  us   Sa    -    vior,     In     the    nar  -  row    way     of    truth, 
harm   us,       Naught  can  harm  us,     While  we  thus     in     thee       a  -  bide. 


S  Thus  when  evening  shades  shall  gather, 
We  may  turn  our  tearless  eye 
To  the  dwelling  of  our  Father, 
To  our  home  beyond  the  sky ; 
|:  Gently  passing  :J 

i  nigh. 


To  the  happy  land  on 


28     JLend  us  Thy  Favor. 

BT  MIPS  AKME  E.  HOWE. 

Guide  us !  O  thou  blesse'd  Savior ; 

Thoughtless  little  ones  are  we ; 
Lend  us  e'er  thy  loving  favor, 

May  we  strive  to  follow  thee. 
|:  From  temptation,  :| 

Bid  our  careless  footsteps  be. 


2  May  thy  watchful  angels  hover 

Round  us,  when  there 's  evil  near; 
May  we  hide  beneath  the  cover 
Of  thy  wings,  in  time  of  fear  : 
And  in  sorrow, 
And  in  sorrow, 
Comfort  our  sad  hearts,  and  cheer. 


4  And  when  death  at  last  o'ertakes  us, 
And  we  sink  beneath  his  might, 
May  that  blessed  morn  awake  us, 
Safe  in  yonder  realms  of  light; 
There  forever, 
There  forever, 
Chant  thy  praise  with  angels  bright. 
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Words  and  Theme  by  H.  Q.  Wilsos. 
DUET  or  SEMI-CHORUS. 

TREBLE. 


THE  LION  OF  JUDAH. 


Composed  by  Henry  Tucker. 
From  «•  Choral  Harp.' 


+—4-d\d   iEi 


ALTO, 

1.  'Twas    Je  -  sus,  my  Sa  -  vior,  who  died  on     the 

2.  And     when     I     was  will  -  ing    with  all  things  to 

3.  Though  round  me  the  storms  of  ad  -  ver  -  si  -  ty 

INSTRUMENT. 


tree, 
part, 
roll, 


To      o  -  pen     a 

He  gave    me     my 
And  the  waves  cf  de- 
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fountain  for  sin  •  ners  like  me ;  His  blood  is  that  fountain  which  pardon  be- 
boun-ty,  his  love  in  my  heart ;  So  now  I  am  joined  with  the  conquer  -  ing 
structaon     en-com-pass    my  soul,    In       vain  this   frail  ves  -  Bel     the  tempest  shall 


m 


J    J I      JL^LL=3=3 
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stows,      And   cleanses    the  foulest  wherev  -  er     it  flows, 
band,      Who  are  marching  to  glory     at    Je  -  sus'  command, 
toss,        My    hopes  rest  secure    on   the  blood  of   the  cross. 


For  the  Li  -  on  of 
For  the  Li  -  on  of 
For  the  Li  -  on    of 


Ju  -  dah  shall  break  ev'ry  chain,  And  give    us  the  vict'ry     a  -  gain  and  a  -  gain. 


4  And  when  the  last  trumpet  of  judgment  shall  sound, 
And  wake  all  the  nations  that  sleep  in  the  ground, 
Then,  when  heaven  and  earth  shall  be  melting  away 
I  '11  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  in  that  day. 
For  the  Lion,  etc. 

6  And  when  with  the  ransomed  by  Jesus,  my  head, 
From  fountain  to  fountain  I  then  shall  be  led ; 
I  '11  fall  at  his  feet,  and  his  mercy  adore, 
And  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  ever  more. 
For  the  Lion,  etc. 
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JUST  BEYOND, 
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30      Fir$l  Voice. 


Words  and  Music  by  T.  C.  0'Ka««. 


"I.  Hear  you  ev  -  er 
2.  Hear  you  ev  -  er 


an  -  gels  sing-ing,      As     a  •  round  the  throne  they  shine  ? 
in    your  slumbers,  Songs  from  those  who  've  gone  before  ? 


^prr?~7T 
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r~r 


r~r 


Second  Voice. 


Yes    I     oft  -  en        hear  them  chanting,  Chanting  hymns      of   love    di 
O I    how  oft  -  en         do      I  hear  them,  Sing-ing      on         the  oth  -  er 


■  vine, 
shore. 


Chorut. 


■3Z=SZ 
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Heaven's   plains     are    just  be-fore     us,     Just  be  -  yond      the  shores  of   Time; 


fe 


p  i  p  g  ir  t^e 


Soon  we '11    join      the    mighty  c ho  -  rus,    In  that    bright  -  er,   bet  -  ter    clime 


S  lx>  you  ever  feel  like  going 

To  that  land  so  bright  and  fair? 
O !  how  often  would  I  gladly 
Go  and  join  the  loved  ones  there. 
Heaven's  plains,  etc. 


4  Let  us  cherish,  now  ana  ever, 
Glowing  hopes  of  joys  to  come, 
And  when  earthly  ties  we  sever, 
Meet  in  heav«n,  our  happy  home. 
Heaven's  plains,  etc. 


Kr.MARK.— The  1st,  2d  and  3d  stanza*  should  be  sung  by  Solo  voices,  as  marked,  and  the  4th 
fiUQza  as  a  Duett,  by  the  two  voices. 
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HITHERTO  HATH  THE  LORD  HELPED  US. 
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Come  thcu  fount  of      ev'  -  ry 
Streams  of  mer  -cy     nev  -  er 
Praise  the  mount,  J.  'm  fixed  up  ■ 
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bless -ing,  Tune  my 

ceas  -  ing,  Call      for 

on       it,    Mount  of 

f    1»    -e    ^ 

heart    to    sing    thy 
songs    of    loud  -  est 
thy      re-deem  -  ing 
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grace ; > 
praise.  J 
love. 

fr):   > 

M» f- 

i — i — r — 1 — 

H P — t — 1~ 

-p Hj 

z 

l      I 

I 

N* 


j-j  / 1\  n^t=fi^=i 


d.  a 


*=£^ 


Teach    me     some  me  •  lo  -  dious    son-net,  Song     by        flaming  tongues  a  •  bove, 
T      T  DO. 


gT"S  c   I  r  "r  g  g  i  r   r~g-ir-tr~g 


^e 


2  Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I  'm  come, 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  athome. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God, 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 


O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 

Daily  I  'm  constrained  to  be ! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love, 
Here 's  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  it. 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 


32 

From  "  Seining  Stab.' 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND. 


T.  E.  P. 


1.  A  beau-ti  -  ful  land  by  faith  I    seo,  A  land    of  rest,  from  sorrow  free,  The  home  of  the  ransomed, 

2.  That  beautiful  land,  the  city  of  light,  It  ne'er  has  known  tho  shades  of  night;  The  glory  of  Qod,  the 

3.  The  heavenly  throng,  arrayed  in  white,  In  rapture  range  the  plains  of  light ;  And  in  one  harmonious 


ategr  g  ^g-tjg.^^BrL-grvs-g  g  t-m 


Chorus. 


bright  and  fair,  And  beautiful  angels,  too,  are  there.    Will  you  go  ?  Will  you  go  ?  Go  to  that  beautiful 
light  of  day,  Hath  driven  the  darkness  far  away.  Will  you  go?  etc. 
choir  they  praise  Their  glorious  Savior's  matchless  grace.  Will  yon  go?  etc. 


land    with    me  ?  Will  you  go?  Will  you      go?    Go     to     that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land    with  me? 


33 


SUNDAY-SCHOOL  BATTLE-SONG. 


29 


Published  by  the  American  Baptist  Societt. 


Word9  and  Music  by  Rev.  R.  Lowe*. 


1.  Marching  on!  marching  on!  glad  as  birds    on  the  wing,  Come  the  bright  ranks  of 

2.  Press-ing  on  !  press-ing  on !  to  the  din  of  the  fray,  With  the  firm  tread  of 
8.  Fight-ing  on!  tight -ing  on!  in  the  midst  of  the  strife,  At  the  call  of  our 
4.  Sing  -  ing  on  I  sing  -  ing  on !  from  the  bat  -  tie  we  come,  Ev'  -  ry     flag  bears    a 
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Pf 
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children  from  near  and  from  far  ; 

faith    to    the    bat   -  tie     we    go;  'Mi'd   tfie  cheer  -  ing  of     an"-  gels,  our 

Cap -tain,  we  draw  ev' -  ry  sword ;  We     are    bat   -  tling  for  God,     we  are 

wreath,  ev'ry    sol    -  dier    renown ;  Heav'nly    an    -    gels  are  wait  -  ing  to 


Hap  -  py  hearts,    full      of  song,  'neath  our 
in 
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ban  -  ners  we  bring,  Lit  -  tie     sol  -  diers  of    Zi  -  on    prepared      for   the  war. 

ranks  march  a-way,  With  our  flags    point-ing  ev  -  er  right      on  t'wards  the  foe. 

struggling  for  life,  Let    us  strike    ev'  -  ry    reb  -  el    that  fights  'gainst  the  Lord, 

wel  -  come  us  home,  And  the   Sa   -  vior  will  give  us     a       robe    and    a    crown. 


Chorus. 
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bat  -  tie  cry  !  sound  the 
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bat  -  tie  cry ! 
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Marching    on!     marching   on!    shout  the  vic-to-ry!  shout  the     vio-to-ry! 
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THE  ANGELS  IN  THE  AIR. 


Contributed  to  "  Musical  Leaves." 


Rev.  R.  Lowry. 


1. 

2. 
3. 

U      g                                                C 

iVhen  life's   la  -  bor-song     is  sufag,  And    the      e  -  bon  arch    is  sprung,  O'er  the 
Dark     the    shadows    in      the  vale,  Fierce  the   howling     of     the  gale,     But  the 
Flood   the  heart  with  parting  tears,  Frost  the  head  with  pass  -  ing  years,    Min-gle 
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sha  -  ded  couch  of  death  so  still ;  Then  the  Lord  will  light  the  scene  With  the 
Bhi  -  nine  ones  are  near  our  door;  With  our  robes  as  bright  as  they,  We  will 
want  and  woe    to  -  geth  -  er     here ;    But    the  Lord  will   lift     the  cloud,  That  en- 
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an  -  gels'  star  -  ry  eheen,    As     they   wel  -  come  us       to      Zi   -  on's    hill, 
tread  the    star  -  ry    way,      With  the     sha  -  dow  and     the  storm    no     more, 
wraps  the  shi  -  ning  crowd,  And  we  '11  nev    -    er  know     a      sor  -  row    there. 
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Chorus.     Steady  time 


We  'II  meet  each  oth 

r  '  z    r 


er  there,     Yes  !  we  11  meet  each  oth  -  er  there,    With  the 

r       „   rig: 


angels  in  the  air,  Yes !  we  '11  meet  each  other  there  ;  We  '11  meet  each  other  there,  Yes  i  we  '11 


meet  each  oth  -  er  there,  With  the    an  -  gels,  with  thw   an  -  gels   in      the    air. 
-s- 
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CHRIST  ON  THE  MOUNT. 


31 


Words  by  Dr.  E.  G.  Scmrea. 


(Matt,  t.) 


Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Come  un  -  to      Je  -  sus,  ye    that  mourn,  Our   bless  -  ed      8a  -  vior   said  ; 

2.  Ye  poor  in  spi  •  rit,  un  -  to  you  How  great  the  bless-ings  given; 
8.  The  meek,  and  they  for  Je  -  bus' sake,  Who  per  -  se  -  cu  -  tions  Dear; 
4.  Be     mer  -  ci  -  nil,       for  un  •  to    such  He   spares  his    chasi'ning   rod ; 


&^-^=^S=?=?=?_ 


His  prom  -  is  -  es       how    ntre  they    are, 
His  choi  -  cest  prom  -  is    -    es    are    yours, 
He  prom  -  is  -  es         a     heavenly    home, 
Be   pure     in  heart,    our     Sa  -  vior   says, 


Ye     shall      be    com  -  fort  -  ed." 
Yours  is       the  kingdom— Heav'n.' 
A      crown     of     glo  -  ry    there. 
The  pure    shall  dwell  with  God. 
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Re-joice,  and    be        ex-ceed-ing   glad,      For    great       is    your     re  -  ward." 


"OUR  FATHER.  WHO  ART  IN  HEAVEN." 


1.  Onr  Father,  who  art  in 
heaven,  hallowed  be  thy 
name;  Thy  kingdom 
come;  thy  will  be  done 
on  earth,  as  it  is  in 
heaven ; 


Give  ns  this  day  onr 
daily  bread  ;  And  for- 
give us  our  trespasses, 
forgive  them 
that  trespass  against 
us; 


9 

And  lead  us  not  into 
temptation,  but  deliv- 
er in  from  evil ;  For 
thine  is  tut  kingdom, 
and  the  power,  and 
the  glory,  forever  and 
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THERE,  THERE  IS  REST. 

"His  rest  shall  be  glorious." — Isaiah. 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 
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hear  Je-sus  say,  There,  there  is  rest,  There,  there  is  rest. 
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My  heart  doth  leap  as 
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2  Here  are  afflictions  and  trials  severe, 
Here  is  no  rest,  here  is  no  rest ; 
Here  I  must  part  with  the  friends  I  hold  dear, 

Yet  I  am  blest,  yet  I  am  blest. 
Sweet  is  the  promise  I  read  in  his  word, 
Blessed  are  those  who  have  died  in  the  Lord, 
They  have  been  called  to  receive  their  reward, 
There,  there  is  rest,  There,  there  is  rest. 


3  This  world  of  cares  is  a  wilderness  state, 
Here  is  no  rest,  here  is  no  rest ; 
Here  I  must  bear  from  the  world  all'its  hate, 

Yet  I  am  blest,  yet  I  am  blest. 
Soon  shall  I  be  from  the  wicked  released, 
Soon  shall  the  weary  forever  be  blest, 
Soon  shall  I  lean  on  my  dear  Savior's  breast, 
There,  there  is  rest,  There,  there  is  rest. 
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Words  by  Cowper. 


HEBRON,      L  M. 

Music  by  Dr.  L.  Mason,  by  permission. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  where'er    thy     peo-  pie  meet,   There  they  be- hold    thy     mer-cy-seat; 
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2.  For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Dost  dwell  with  those  of  humble  mind  ; 
Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come, 
And,  going,  take  thee  to  their  home. 


Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few, 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew  ; 
Here,  to  our  waiting  hearts,  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 
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BOYLSTON.      S.  M. 


"Words  by  Newton. 


Music  by  Dr.  L.  Mason. 
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1.  Be   -    hold    the  throne     of        grace ;        The      prom  -  ise     calls       us         near ; 


2.  Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow, — 
Thy  presence  and  thy  love, — 
That  we  may  serve  thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 

>.  Teach  us  to  live  by  faith.— 
Conform  our  wills  to  thine 


Let  us  victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 

4.  If  thou  these  blessings  give, 
And  thou  our  portion  be, 
All  worldly  joys  we'll  gladly  leave, 
To  find  our  heaven  in  thee. 
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BATTLING  FOR  THE  LORD. 


Words  by  P.  PHrxups. 

Solo. 


Music  by  T.  E.  Perkins. 


Chorus. 


1.  We've  list 

2.  Un      -  der 

3.  We'll  fight 

1 


ed  in  a  ho  -  ly  war,  Battling  .  for  the  Lord  I 
our  Cap -tain,  Je  -  sus  Christ,  Battling  for  the  Lord  I 
a  -  gainst  the  powers  of    sin,        Battling        for    the      Lord ! 


Eolo. 


Chorus. 
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srat 


1 

E  -  ter 
We  've  list 
In         fa 


nal  life,  e  -  ter  -  nal  ioy, 
ed  for  this  mortal  life, 
yor     of     our  heavenly     King, 


Battling  for  the  Lord! 
Battling  for  the  Lord! 
Battling        for    the      Lord ! 


s  j  s\r  g^g 


m       ^m~ 


6#K 


Se: 


3S3 


Full  Chorut. 


home. 


*  h  j\f~n 


4  And  when  our  warfare  here  is  o'er, 
Battling  for  the  Lord ! 
This  strife  we  '11  leave,  and  war  no  more, 
Battling  for  the  Lord ! 
We  *lT  work,  etc. 


6  Our  friends  and  kindred  there  we  '11  meet, 
On  the  heavenly  sho:^e  ! 
And  ground  our  arms  at  Jesus'  feet, 
On  the  heavenly  shore  t 
We  '11  work,  e'tc. 


&- 


35 


OUTSIDE   THE  GATE. 
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u  Him  that  cometh  unto  me,  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out." 

Music  by  Philip  Phillips 


Words  by  Josephine  Pollard. 
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1.    I     stood  out-  side     the        gate,  A     poor,  way  -  far  -  ing        child : 
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fear    oppressed  my    soul,       That   I    might  be   too     late;         And  oh!     I   trem-bled 

N    J        > 


"  Mercy  P  I  loudly  cried  ; 

uOh,  give  me  rest  from  sin!'" 
UI  will,"  a  voice  replied  ; 

And  Mercy  let  me  in. 
6he  bouud  my  bleeding  wounds, 

And  carried  all  my  sin  ; 
She  eased  my  burdened  soul. 

Then  Jesus  took  me  in. 


8  In  Mercy's  guise,  I  knew 

The  Saviour  long  abused  ; 
Who  often  sought  my  heart, 

And  wept  when  I  refused. 
Oh  1  what  a  blest  return 

For  ignorance  and  sin  ! 
/stood  outside  the  gate, 

And  Jesus  let  me  in  1 
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PILGRIM,   WATCH  AND  PRAY. 


1 


Words  by  Fanny  Crosby. 
42  Earnestly. 


T.  E.  P. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly        on      the     breath     of        ev'-ning      Comes      the      ten  -  der 

2.  Pearl-y       dews    like     tears      are       fall  -  ing,      Gent    -     ly        on       the 
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sigh         of        day ; 
sieep  -  ing     flowers  ; 


Lone  -  ly     heart,     by 
Stars  like      an    -    gel 


sor  -  row 
eyes     are 


la  -  den, 
beam-ing 


BE 


=#£*= 

— i — ^— 4- 

=3= 

d r- 

ir^ 

=H 

F^ 

■-I- 

<»Xkk_ 

— 5—t — H 3— 

'Tis       the  ,.time 
From     ce   -  les  - 

—IS    :     P       P- 

— 3— 
— » 

to 
tial 

J  i: 

pray, 
bowers. 

Wea 

tr— S- 

1 ~ 

-    ry 
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mourn  -  ing 
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ry 


pil    -    grim, 


Repeat  Ohorus. 


3  'T  is  the  hour  where  hallowed  feelings 
Cha9e  our  doubts  and  fears  away  ; 
'T  is  the  hour  for  calm  devotion, 
Pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 
Weary  pilgrim,  etc. 


4  Though  temptations  dark  oppress  thee, 
Jesus  guides  thee  on  thy  way  ; 
He  will  hear  thy  lightest  whisper, 
Pilgrim,  watch  and  pray. 
Weary  pilgrim,  etc. 
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I   DREAMED  A  DREAM   OF   HEAVEN, 


Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder. 


Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 


1. 1  dreamed  a  dream  of  heaven  So  beautiful  and  bright, Where  angels  clad  in  spotless  robes  Walked 

2. 1  dreamed  adreain  of  heaven,  A  laud  beyond  the  tomb,  Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye,  And 
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forth  in  dazzling  light ;  And  from  that  vast  and  happy  throng,  Went  up  the  soul-entrancing  song, 
flowers  immortal  bloom ;  My  soul  caught  up  with  glad  surpiise,The  glorious  anthem  of  the  skies, 
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Of     glo-  ry     to  God,      Glo  -  ry     to  God,      Glo  -  ry     to  God    in    the  high -est;  And 
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from  that   vast    and    hap  -  py  throng,  Went  up    the   soul  -  en  -  tranc-ing  song,  Of 
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glo  •  ry     to  God,       Glo  -  ry     to  God,       Glo  -  ry     to  God     in    the  high  -  est. 

m       T 


fc       g 


3.  I  dreamed  a  dream  of  heaven, 
And  bade  adieu  to  woe, 
But,  ah  !  my  Saviour  sent  me  back 

To  earthly  scenes  below; 
How  then  my  weary  soul  did  long 
To  hear  again  that  heavenly  song, 
Cho.— Of  glory  to  God,  ic. 


4.  Oh,  may  I  reach  that  heaven, 
When  worldly  cares  are  o'er, 
Yes,  reach  those  sweet  eternal  s^nes 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore  ; 
Then  will  I  join  the  long  above 
Of  saving  grace  and  dying  love, 
Cho.— Of  glory  to  God,  tie. 
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DENNIS. 


From  Naoelli. 
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1.  Blest      be  the        tie         that  binds     Our  heart*  in  Chris    -  tian  love ; 

2.  Be    -    fore  our  Fa    •    ther's  throne,  We     pour  our  ar  -  dent  prayers; 

3.  We    sharo  our  mu    -    tual    woes,     Our     mu    -  tual  bur  -    dens  Dear; 

4.  When  we  a    -  sun    -    der     part,      It  gives  us  in    -    ward  pain ; 
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The    fel   -    low  -  ship       of     kin  -  dred  minds 

Our   fears,    our  hopes,    our  aims     are      one, 

And    oft    -    en     for       each  oth    -  er      flows 


Is  like  to  that  a  -  bove. 
Our  com  -  forts  and  our  cares. 
The  svm  -  pa  -  thiz  -  ing  tear. 


But    we      shall  still        be  joined     in     heart,      And  hope    to     meet      a  -  gain. 
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45     HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOME. 

1  I'm  but  a  stranger  here, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Dangers  and  sorrows  stand 
Round  me  on  even'  hand, 
Heaven  is  my  father-land, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempest  rage? 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
Time's  cold  and  wint'ry  blast 
Soon  will  be  overpast, 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

3  There  at  my  Savior's  side, 

Heaven  is"  my  home, 
I  shall  be  glorified, 

Heaven  is  my  h.  >me. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best, 
There  too  I  soon  shall  rest, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
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A  HOME  BEYOND  THE  TIDE. 

1  We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing, 

Homeward  bound,  we  sweetly  glide; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing 
To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 
All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over, 

Then  we  '11  anchor  in  the  harbor ; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing, 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide  ; 

We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing, 

To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 


2  Come  on  board,  O!  "  ship"  for  glory, 

Be  in  haste — make  up  your  mind! 
For  our  vessel  's  weighing  anchor, 
You  will  soon  be  left  behind  1 
All  the  storms,  etc. 

3  When  we  all  are  safely  anchored, 

We  will  shout — our  trials  o'er ! 
We  will  walk  about  the  city, 
And  we  '11  sing  for  evermore. 
All  the  storms,  etc. 

47 

MARCHING  ALONG. 

1  The  children  are  gath'ring  from  near  and 

from  far, 
The  trumpet  is  sounding  the  call  for  the  war ; 
The  conflict  is  raging,  Yt  will  be  fearful  and 

long, 
We  '11  gird  on  our  armor,  and  be  marching 

along. 
Marching  along,  we  are  marching  along, 
Gird  on  the  armor,  and  be  marching  along. 

2  We  've  listed  for  life,  and  will  camp  on  the 

field; 
With  Christ  as  our  Captain,  we  never  will 

yield  ; 
The  "  sword  of  the  Spirit,"  both  trusty  and 

strong, 
We  '11  hold  in  our  hands  as  we  're  marching 

along.    Marching  along,  etc. 

3  Through  conflicts  and  trials  our  crowns  we 

must  win, 
For  here  we  contend  'gainst  temptation  and 

sin  ; 
But  one  thing  assures  us,  we  can  not  go 

wrong, 
If  trusting  our  Savior,  while  marching  along. 
Marching  along,  etc. 
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COME  TO  JESUS 


39 


Words  by  Dr.  G«o.  B.  Peck,  Clirton  Springs,  N.  Y. 

Tenderly.  | 


Hwbeui  P.  Main. 


"■nderly.    |  .  ta 


:*-,-t 


1.  Come,    come    to 

2.  Come,    come    to 

3.  Coire,    come   to 


4.  Come,  come  to 
6.  Come,  come  to 
«   Come,    come   to 


■Te  -  sus  I 
Je  •  sus I 
Je  •  bus  I 


Je  -  pus ! 
Je  •  bus ! 
Je  •  bus  1 


He 
He 
He 


He 
He 
He 


waits  to 
waits  to 
waits   to 


waits  to 
waits  to 
waits     to 


wel  -  come  thf>e 
ran  -  Bom  thee 
light  -  en      thee, 


give  to  thee, 
shel  -  ter  thee, 
thee, 


car  -    ry 


O        Blind!    a  vi   -  sion    free;        Come,      come  to        Je    -    sus! 

O         Wea  -  ry!     bless  -  ed    -   ly ;         Come,      come  to        Je    -    sus! 
O        Lamb!  so       lov  -   ing   -  ly ;         Come,      come  to        Je    -    sus! 


49  LORD,  ABIDE  WITH  ME. 

Words  by  a  Blind  Poetess. 
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1.  Je  •  sus, 

2.  Lone-ly 

3.  Thou  has 

Sav  -  ior 

in        a 
t  died  the 
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hear    my 
stran  -  ger 
lost      to 

call, 
land, 
save, 
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Cast      me 
Died      to 
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4.  Fill      me    with     thv  love      di-vine,       Con    -    se  -  crate 
6.  When  the  phades  of"  death    prevail,         Fa    -    ther,  let 
6.  Then,  oh,   then,    my  rap  -  tured  soul      Heaven's  e  -  ter   ■ 


my  life  to  thee  ; 
me  cling  tc  thee  ; 
nal  rest   shall  see; 


Thou,  my 
Lead  me 
Thou     didst 


life,  my  hope 
by  thy  gen 
tri  -  umph  o'er 


my  all,  Lord,  a  -  bide 
tie  hand,  Lord,  a  -  bide 
the     grave,    Lord,      a  -  bide 


with  me. 
with  me. 
with  me. 


Bend         my       stub  -  born  will        to 
When  I  p  ^s       the  gloom  -  y 

There,     while      end    -  less      a    -    ges 


thine,  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me. 
vale,  Lord,  a  •  bide  with  me. 
roll,      Live     and  reign    with  thee. 
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GOD  LOVETH  THE  CHEERFUL  GIVER. 


Written  for  the  "  Musical  Leaves." 

i  .  i 


Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Give! 

2.  Give! 

3.  Give! 


give ! 
give! 
give! 


give! 
give! 
give! 


Give  of  the  fruits  of  thy 
Give  to  the  pil  -  grim  and 
Give     to      dis  •  trib  -  ute      the 
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care; 
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Give  to  the  cause  of  the  need  -  y, 
Give  to  the  wid  -  ow  and  or  -  ptian 
Na  -  tions   now   sit  -  ting     in   darkness 


Je  -  sus  will  give  to  thee  more. 
Help  them  their  sor-row  to  bear. 
Light  from  its    pa  -  ges    will    see. 
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He   will      bless  your    alms  when 
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CORONATION,    C.  M. 


51 


Oliver  IIoldkn. 
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thousand    tongues  to    sing    My     great     Ro  -  deem-er's     praise; 
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1.  0         for 

2.  .My      gra-cious     Mas-tor        and     my    God,    As   •   sist      me       to      pro  -  claim. 
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The    glo  -  lies       of      my       God     and  King,  The     triumphs       of  his 

To  spread  through  all  the     earth      a  -  broad,  The    hon  -  ors        of  thy 
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grace ! 
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The     glo  -  ries     of      my       God   and  King,  The    tri  -  umphs  of 
To    si-ead  through  all  the     earth    a -broad,  The   hon  -  ors      of 


his  grace! 
thy  name. 


3  Jesus !  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'T  is  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'T  is  life  and  health  and  peace. 


4  Ho  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 
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Ho  -    ly 
Gent-ly 
Whisprin 

Spir  -  it, 
lead      us 
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faith  -  ful 

by        the 
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Guide, 
hand, 
come! 
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Wea  -  ry     souls    for    -    e'er 


re  -  joice,  While  they    hear   that  sweet -est    voice, 


2  Ever  present,  trawl  friend, 
Kv.-r  near,  thine  aid  t«>  lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  I    ir, 
Groping  on  in  darkneai  drear. 
When  the  -  iging  sore, 

Hearts  grow  f.iint  and  hopei  give  o'er, 
Whisper  softly,  wanderer  cornel 
Follow  me,  I  '11  guide  thee  home. 


3  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  rel<  a-   , 
Nothing  left  bat  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wondering  If  oar  names  are  there ; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood. 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood; 
Wliisp<-r  softly,  wanderer  COmel 
Follow  me,  I  11  guide  thee  home. 
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RECRUIT  FOR  JESUS. 


Words  by  Miss  Fanny  Cbosbv. 

1          . 

Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 
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1.  The    ar  -  my      of    the 
2   Here  let     the     orphan's 

3.  To      Zi  •'  on      we    are 

4.  Fight  on,  young  soldiers 

Sun  -  day-school  Is    marching     on      its 
2heek  be     dry,     The  wea  -  ry     find      a 
marching  home,  Let    all  with     us       a 
of     the  Cross,    With  courage    true  and 

way; 
rest; 
■    bide ; 
brave ; 
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Re  -  cruits,  recruits,     to  fill    our  ranks,  The  bat  -  tie  -  cry     to  -    day  I 

A         Fa  -  ther  stands  with  lov  -  ing  arms,   To  fold  you     to      bi9  breast. 

We    need    the    eld  -  est  of    our    band,  The  younger    ones    to  guide. 

Throw  out  your  col  -  ors  to    the  breeze,  And  let    them  bold  -  ly  wave. 
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And  though  our  numbers     still     in  -  crease,  For  vol  -  un  -  teers  we  call ; 

Come,  you  who  tread  life's  hum-bler  walks,  Its    hea-vy     yoke  who  bear; 

Let  those  whom  God  has     prospered  most,    A      grateful      trib  -  ute  bring 

Fight  on;  the     conquest    shall  be    yours,  And  when  the  bat -tie's  o'er, 
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Our  doors  are  o  -  pen;  chil  -dren,  come,  For  grace    i9     free     for         all. 

For  when  the  Sav  -  ior    dwelt    on     earth,  You  were    his    ten  -  der       care. 

And  each    un  -  hallowed    feel  -  ing     die,     That  in      the  heart  would  spring. 

The    ar  -  my  of     the     Sun  -  day  -  school  Shall  sing  on      Canaan's      shore. 


Free  grace,  free  grace    for        all,  O,  chil  -  dren  hear     the       call!         To 


high     and    low       its  bless  -  ings     flow,  For    Je  -  sus    died     for         all. 
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LET  IT  PASS;  Or,  It  is  Better  to  be  Wronged  than  Wrong. 
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to    take       of  -  fense  ; 
the    pu   -   rost    mine]  ; 
au      an    -   gry    word ; 
you've  tak  -  en       ill; 

Let 
Lot 
Let 
Let 
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it      pass. 
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i9           a          foe  to  sense ;  Let  it  pass. 

un    -     re    -  gard  -   ed  wind,  Let  it  pass. 

oft    -     en  you  have  erred ;  Let  it  pass. 

kind       and  gen  -    tie         still;  Let  it  pass. 
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Brood  not  dark  -  ly    o'er       a     wrong  Which  will     dis  -  ap  -  pear    ere      long, 

All        the  vul  -  gar  souls   that     live     May    con  -  demn  with  -  out      re-prieve; 

Since    our  joys    must  pass       a  -  way     Like    the     dew  -  drops  and    the    spray, 

^me     at  last  makes  all  things  straight ;  Let      us       not       re-  sent,  but     wait, 
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pass. 

Where 
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Let 

it 

pass. 

And 
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great ; 

Let 

it 

pass. 
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Mer  -  ri   -  ly,   cheer -i    -    ly     sing    this     song;    Mer  -  ri    -    ly,   cheer  -  i    -   ly 
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sing     this    song,    Bet  -  ter       to       be  wronged  than  wrong ;  Let     it       pass. 
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firm  and    se  -  cure,      Its       glo-rious  foun-da  -  tion  shall     ev  -  er      en  -  dure. 
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2.  They  who  my  words  have  deeply  felt, 

And  love  V  obey,  like  all  my  flock, 
Shall  stand  like  him  who  wisely  built 
His  house  upon  the  solid  rock. — Cho. 

3.  The  rain  descended  like  a  flood, 

'Mid  fearful  winds :  he  knew  it  all, 
Yet  firm  his  habitation  stood : 
Its  base  so  sure,  it  could  not  fall.— Cho. 

4.  Alas  for  those  who've  heard  and  known, 

But  turn  away  from  my  commands, 


They  all  are  like  the  foolish  one, 
Who  built  upon  the  drifting  sands.— Cho. 

5.  On  came  the  clouds,  the  wind,  the  rain, 

He  saw  his  danger  all  too  late : 
He  labored  for  the  house  in  vain : 
It  fell,  and  oh,  its  fall  was  great.— C ho. 

6.  Impressive  lesson,  from  the  past ! 

Is  Christ  the  Rock  on  which  we  stand, 
Secure  against  the  stormy  blast  ? 
Or  are  we  building  on  the  sand  1—Cho. 


BEAUTIFUL  LAND  OF  REST, 
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Chorua. 


Musio  by  R.  Lowrt. 


1.  Je  -  ru   -  sa    -    lem,  for     rv  -  er    bright,  Beau  -  ti 

2.  Je  •  ru   -  ea    -    lem,  for  -  ev  -  er     free,     Beau-ti 

3.  Je  -  ru  -  sa    -   lem,  for -ev  -  er     dear,    Beau-ti 


ful  land  of  rest  I 
ful  land  of  rest ! 
ful     land    of         rest! 
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Chonu. 


No  win-  ter  there,  nor  chill  of  night,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  of  rest! 
The  soul's  sweet  home  of  Lib  -  er  -  ty,  Beau-ti  -  ful  land  of  rest! 
Thy  pearly       gates  almost      ap  -  pear,     Beau-ti  -  ful    land     of        rest! 


The 
The 
And 


dripping 
gyves  of 
when  we 


cloud  is  chased  a  way,  The  sun  breaks  forth  in  end  -  less  day, 
sin,  the  chains  of  woe,  The  ransomed  there  will  nev  -  er  know, 
tread  thy  love  -  ly    shore,  We  '11  sing  the  song  we  've  sung  be  -  fore, 
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Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  The  beau-ti  -  ful  land  of  rest! 
Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  The  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  of  rest ! 
Je-ru  -  sa  -  lem,  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  The  beau-ti   -  ful    lana     of       rest! 
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Chorut. 
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Beau  -  ti   -  ful    land,  beau  -  ti       ful    land,  Beau  -  ti   -  ful    land     of       rest ! 
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Beau  -  ti   -  ml    land,  beau  -  ti  -   ful    land,  Beau-ti   -  ful    land     of       rt-t! 
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OUR  JOY  WILL  BE  COMPLETE. 


Words  by  Miss  Fanny  Crosby. 


Music  by  T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


1.  Pil  -  grim  in       this   vale     be  -  low,  By  sin      and  care  oppressed, 

2.  Wan d' re rs  from  our     na  -  tive  clime,  While  stran-gers  here  vre    roam, 

3.  Father,  when     the    way     is     dark,  O!  guide    us  o'er  the     sea, 

4.  Faith  im-mor  -  tal  plumes  her  wings,  And  oids    the  soul  as  -  cend, 


Stay  not  by  f  the  streams  of  woe, 
Look  be  -  yond  the  shores  of  time 
Thou  canst  steer  our  frag  -  ile  bark, 
Hope   the    glo  -  rious   pros  -  pect  brings, 


Press  on  -  ward  to  thy  rest. 
To  heaven,  the  Christian's  home. 
And  waft  it  home  to  thee. 
When       all      our    toils   shall  end. 
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Look    be  -  yond    the  storm  -  y      sky,  Up  -  ward    to         a       calm  re  -  treat, 

Life       is      but       a      win  -  t'ry    day,  Mer  -  cy  brings   the     prom-ise     sweet, 

Bid      the      ra  -  ging    wa  -  ters  cease,  Hush  the  waves    be   -  neath  our    feet ; 

Then  we  'II  shout,  the   con  -  flict    o'er,  Then  we  '11  bow    at        Jo  -  sus'    feet ; 
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There  shall  friend-ship  nev  •  er      die,  Our  joy  will  be  com-plete. 

Soon     its     light    will  fade  a  -  way,  Our  joy  will  be  com-plete. 

An  -  chor     in       the  port  of   peace,  Our  joy  will  be  com-plete. 

There  with   mar  -  tyrs  gone  be  -  fore,  Our  joy  will  be  com-plete. 
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Refrain.     Joyful. 
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"RALLY  ROUND  THE  CROSS." 
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Let  me  glory  in  the  Cross." 


Words  by  Mis*  Fannt  Crosby. 


Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Hark   the    Gos  -  pel     trum-pet  sounding,  Hear     its     ech  -  o        far    and    wide: 

2  Through  his  all   -a    -    ton  -  ing  mer  -  it,  We        no    more  are    slaves  to      wn; 

3  See      our     glo  -  rious  ban  -  ner  wav  -  ing  O'er     the  Christian  9    bat  .  tie-ground : 
4.  We      are      on      the  banks  of  Jor-dan,  Dark  -  ly  though  its     wa  -  ters  flow, 


Mil  -  lions    to     the   Cross  are  fly  -  ing,  Where  the  Sav  -  ior  bled  and    died. 

By      his   grace  we     yet    may  con-quer  Foes    with-out    and  foes  with  -  in. 

Faifh-ful      at      our  posts    of  du  -  ty,    Let        us  each  and  all  be     found. 

Up    ward    to      the  Mount  of  Zi  -  on,    Shout    tn-umph-ant  as  we       go. 


*" 

Come  and  join    that     no  -  ble      ar  -  my,    And  our  bat  -  tie  -  cry    shall     be, 

Cour-age,  let     our    hearts  be      va  -  liant,  And  our  ar  -  mor  bright  -  ly    shire; 

See      our    glo  -  rious  ban  -  ner  wav -ing,    To  its  col  -  or9    bold  -  ly    Btand  ; 

One    more  strug-gle,    one  more  con-quest,  And  our  mor  -  tal    strife  shall  cpn~e  ; 
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Take  the  helm  -  et 
Lo  !    one  "  b^a-con  " 
Hal  -   le  -  lu  -  jahl 

Cross    of      Je  -  su?  ; 
of     sal  -  va  -  tion, 
in     the    dis  -  tance 
hal  -  le      lu  -  jah  1 

He    has    died    to 
Wield  the  sword  of 
Pointing     to       the 
We  shall  gain    the 
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port       of  peace. 
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THE  PILGRIM'S  SONG. 
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1.  We     have    no    home  but 

2.  We     have    no   home  but 

3.  We      have    no    home  but 


heav  -  en,  A  pil  -  grim  garb  we  wear; 
heav  -  en  I  Then  wherefore  seek  one  here  ? 
heav    -     en  I     How   cheering     is      the  thought, 
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Our  path  is  marked  by  chan  -  ges,  And  strewed  with  man-y  a  care ; 
Why  mur-mur  at  pri  -  va  -  tions,  Or  grieve  when  trouble's  near? 
How  bright  the     ex  -  pect      -      a     -     tions  Which  God's  own  word  has    taught. 
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Sur  -  round  -  ed       by     tempt  -  a  -  tion, 
It  is        but      for        a       sea  -  son 

With    ea   -  ger    hearts    we     hast  -  en, 


By  va  -  ried  ills  oppressed, 
That  we  as  stran  -  gers  roam, 
The  promised      bliss       to     share ; 
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Each  day's    ex  -  pe  -  rience     warns         us    That     this     is      not    our        rest. 
And     stran-gers  must    not  look  for    The     com -forts     of       a        home. 

We      have    no    home    but         heav    -     en  I  O,     would  that    we   were      there  I 


O        God  I    our    Friend  and    Fa  -  ther !    Our  foot  -  steps    thith  -  er   guide ! 
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"THE  LAMB  THAT  WAS  SLAIN  » 
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T.  0.  O'Kanb. 


1.  In  the  far    better  land     of        glo  -  ry  and  light,  The  ransomed  are  singing  in 
2.  Like  the  sound  of  the  sea  swells  their  chorus  of  praise,  Round  the  star-circled  crown  oftho 


garments    of   white ;  The     harpers     are     harping,     and  all     the  bright  train 
Ancient       of    Days;   And  thrones  and  do  -  minions      re  -  ech  -  o      the     strain 
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Lamb  that    was     slain." 
Him     that    was    slain." 
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Lamb  that  was  slain,      The    Lamb  that   was  slain,      The    Lamb     that      was 


Him     that   was  slain,      To       Him   that   was  slain 


that     was 


8ing    the  song      of 
Of  "Glo   -  ry 


re  -  demp  -tion,  "The  Lamb  that  was  slain. 
e    -    ter  -  nal       to     Him    that  was  slain. 


3  Dear  8avior,  may  we  with  our  voices  so  faint, 
8mg  the  chorus  celestial  with  angel  and  saint  ? 
Yes  I  yes  I  we  will  join  them,  thine  ear  we  will  gain 
With  the  song  of  redemption,  "The  Lamb  that  was  slain.' 
The  Lamb  that  was  slain,  etc. 


4  Now,  teachers  and  children  and  friends,  all  unit* 
In  a  loud  hallelujah  with  the  ransomed  in  light ; 
We  '11  ?ing  to  our  Savior  the  soul-stirring  strain, 
The  song  of  redemption,  "  The  Lamb  that  was  slain.' 
The  Lfimb  that  was  slain,  etc. 
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Cheerful. 


THE  RANSOMED  BAND. 

Hi     Pl^r — ' ^r— « >■ 


T.  C.  O'Kahb. 


1.  Oh    hap  -  py    land  I  Oh      hap  -  py    land  !  Where  saints  and  an-gels       dwell ; 
2   But    ev'  -  ry    voice    in       yonder  throng,  On   earth   has  breathed  a     prayer ; 
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We    long    to     join  that     glorious    band,  And   all     their     anthems      swell. 
No     lips    untaught  may     join  that   song,  Or    learn   the       mu  -  sic       there. 


Oh       keav'n  -  ly 
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home  Of    the     good         and    the       blest! 
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-  come     the       day,    When        we      shall 
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Thon  heav'nly  Friend,  thou  heav'nly  Friend,  4  Be  all  our  fresh  and  youthful  days 

Oh  hear  us  when  we  pray  I  To  thy  blest  service  given ; 

Now  let  thy  pard'ning  grace  descend,  Then  we  shall  meet  to  sing  thy  praise, 

And  take  our  sins  away.  A  ransomed  band  in  heaven. 

Oh  heav'nly  home,  etc.  Oh  heav'nly  home,  etc. 
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WE  SHALL  MEET  AGAIN, 


Woids  by  Miss  Annie  E.  IIowe. 
62 


T.  0.  O'Kane. 
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1.  We    shall  meet    be  -  yond   the     riv  -   er,      We   shall     meet,        we    shall   meet; 

2.  We    shall  meet  who've  long  been  part  -  ed,      We   shall     meet,        we    shall   meet; 
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And    the     fragrant  breezes 
Shall  dis  -  tnrb  the  bright  to 
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Where     the       heavenly   light     is 
But       sweet    peace    we    e'er    shall 
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S  Little  children  in  white  raiment, 
We  shall  meet,  we  shall  meet; 
On  that  shining  golden  pavement, 

We  shall  meet  again. 
No  rnde  hand  there  ns  shall  sever, 
There  we  '11  dwell  and  sing  forever, 
By  that  crystal  flowing  river, 
We  shall  meet  again. 
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GO  AND  TELL  JESUS. 

"And  they   went  and   told  Jesus." 


T.  F.  Seward. 


1.  Go        and      tell        Je    -    bus,     wea    -    ry,        sin  -  sick       soul;     He'll 


ease    thee  of     thy    bur  •  den,    make  thee  whole ;  Look    up      to    Him,    He 
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on  -  ly     can    for  -  give ;     Be  -  lieve  on    Him,  and  thou  shalt  sure  -  ly     livo. 
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{Go  and  tell     Je  -  sua,  He     on  -  ly    can  for  -  give  ;  ">   Go     and    tell     Je  -  sus, 
Go  and  tell     Je  -  sus,  O      turn  to    him  and  live!  J 


SJHi 


L"  P   k     k     V  t" 


*  •#- 


^ 


^£ 


b  b  r  r  r 


2  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  when  your  sins  arise 

Like  mountains  of  deep  guilt  before  your  eyes ; 
His  blood  was  spilt,  His  precious  life  He  gave, 
That  mercy,  peace,  and  pardon  you  might  have.    Ohorw. 

8  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  he  '11  dispel  thy  fears, 

Will  calm  thy  doubts,  and  wipe  away  thy  tears  ; 
He  '11  take  thee  in  His  arm,  and  on  His  breast 
Thou  mayst  be  happy,  and  forever  rest.     Chorus. 
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YOUNG  SOLDIERS. 
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T.  C.  O  Kane. 


Moderate. 


1.  The      Sup  -  day  -  school    ar  -    my      has        gath  -  ered    once  more,     Its 

2.  We      fight      a  -  gainst     e    -   vil,      and         oat   -  tie      with  wrong,  Our 


nv  ii  fc  I L  ^-^=^4^-^=^ 


I* 


£fHrp\$4=^ 
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*£-*- 


d    J    j 
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numbers  are  greater  than    ev  -  er     be  -  fore, 
sword  is  the  Bi  -  ble,  both  trusty  and  strong ; 


Its    banners  are  spread,  and  shall 
Our  watchword  is     Prayer,    and 


f^ft^^^^H^^^^p 


nev  -  er    be  furled,  Till  the  Prince  of     Sal  -  va  -  tion   has    conquered  the  world. 
Faith  is  our  shield,  And        nev  -  er,       no    nev  -  er,     to     foes    will    we  yield. 


wm 


*=£# 


1FH  g  i  i 
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Ohoruv.     Lively. 
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^^ 


Sing  I    sing!  for     the       ar  -   my        is        on         its  bright       way, 


£3?E 


^E 


F^f 


^ 


To     the  homes     of    the 


and    the    man  -   sions  of 


3  In  the  midst  of  our  conflicts  we  '11  think  ©f  our  Lord, 
Who  died  on  the  cross  and  from  death  was  restored, 
To  save  us  from  sin,  and  to  give  us  a  place 

With  the  angels  who  always  oehold  his  bright  face. 

4  To  Jesus,  our  Captain,  hosannaa  we  raise. 

And  join  with  our  teachers  in  singing  hiflfp raise; 
His  soldiers  we  are,  and  his  soldiers  we  HI  be, 
Till  we  lay  down  our  armor  and  death  sets  us  free. 


~~~~~J£ 
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WE  SHALL  SLEEP,  BUT  NOT  FOREVER, 


Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  Kiddeb. 


8.  J.  Vail,  by  permission. 


p^T^TT: 


-ft 


^ 


1.  We  shall  sleep,  but    not    for  -  ev  -  er ;  There  will    be      a      glo-rious  dawn ; 

2.  When  we  see      a      precious   bios  -  som  That    we    tend  -  ed     with  such  care, 

3.  We  shall  sleep,  but    not    for  -  ev  -  er,  In       the    lone  and    si  -  lent  grave ; 


m-£^u=^^-  m  J  J  -■  Jl  r  •  I  ~e~^m 


We  shall  meet  to  part,  no,  nev  -  er  I  On  the  re  -  sur  -  rec  -  tion  morn ! 
Rude-ly  tak  -  en  from  our  bos  -  om,  How  our  ach  -  ing  hearts  des  -  pair ! 
Bless-ed     be     the  Lord  that    tak  -  eth,     Bless-ed    be     the   Lord  that  gave. 


B    J  JIJ 


j-^r-^U—J— Ji-Ji 


From  the  deep  -  est  caves  of  o  -  cean,  From  the  des  -  ert  and  the  plain, 
Round  its  lit  -  tie  grave  we  lin  -  ger,  Till  the  set  -  ting  sun  is  low, 
In    •  the  bright,   e  -  ter  -  nal      cit  -  y       Death  can  nev  -  er,    nev  -  er    come ; 


From  the    val  -  ley    and    the    mountain,    Countless  throngs  shall  rise  a  -  gain. 

Feel  -  ing    all      our  hopes  have  perished      With  the  flower  we   cherished     so. 

In        his    own  good  time  he  '11  call    us       From  our  rest     to    Home,  Sweet  Home. 


n        Chorua.  p 

ere$ 
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We  shall  sleep,  but    not    for    -    ev  -er; 

There  will    be      a      glo  -  riots  dawn ; 
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We   shall  meet  to    part,     no,  nev  -  er !      On     the      re  -  sur  -  rec  -  tioc  morn ! 


-£ f- 
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0  SAY,  SHALL  WE  MEET  YOU  ALL  THERE? 
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66 

Words  by  Minni*  Wathrs. 
6olo. 


1.  Where  do  you  journey,  my    bro  •  ther, 

2.  What  is  your  mission,  my    bro  -  ther, 

3.  O I  yes,  you  will  meet  us,  my  bro  -  ther, 


B.  J.  Vail,  by  permission. 


O    where  do  you  journey,    I         pray? 
What    is    your    mission     be    ■    .jw? 
God  helping  our  weakness  and       sin  ; 


Where^do  you  journey,  my  sis  -  ter?  For  stormy  and  dark  is  the  way. 
What  is  your  mission,  my  sis  -  ter,  As  journey  -  ing  onward  you  go? 
Bearing  the  cross,  we,  my      sis  •  ter,       The  crown  will  endeavor     to        win. 


Duet 


We're  journeying  onward  to  Ca  -  naan,  Through  sufFring,  and  trial,  and  care, 
Our  mission  is  prac-tic-ing  mer  -  cy,  Sweet  char  -  i  -  ty,  patience,  and  love, 
We  '11  walk  through  the  vale  and  the  shadow,  Through  suff'nngs,  and  trials,  and  care, 


And  when  we  get  safely  to  glo  -  ry, 
And  following  the  footsteps  of  Je  -  sus, 
And  when  you  get  safely  to  glo  -  ry, 


O     say,  shall  we  meet  you  all    thero  ? 

That  lead  to  the  mansions  a  -  bove. 

You  '11  meet,  yes,  you  '11  meet  us  all  there  I 


m 


O     say,  shall  we  meet  you  all     there  T     O     «ay,  shall  we  meet  you  all       there  ? 
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when  we  get  safe-ly     to" 
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•TER  THE  RIVER  I'M  GOING. 


Minnie  Waters. 


1  Oveb  the  river  I  'm  going, 

Beyond  where  the  pearly  gates  stand, 
Over'the  cold  icy  billows, 

To  live  in  a  fair,  sunny  land. 
My  Father  has  built  me  a  mansion, 

And  filled  it  with  treasures  of  gold, 
Yes,  over  the  river  I  'm  going, 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold. 
OKor.—To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold, 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold  ; 
Yes,  over  the  river  I  'm  going, 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold. 


2  Over  the  river  I  'm  going ; 

O,  seek  not  to  draw  me  a.«ide  ! 
See,  for  the  boatman  is  waiting 

To  ferry  me  over  the  tide. 
My  Savior  is  there  to  receive  me, 

And  shield  me  from  suffering  and  cold ; 
Yes,  over  the  river  I  'm  going, 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold. 
Chor.— To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold, 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold  ; 
Yes-,  over  the  river  I 'm  going, 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold. 


>»%>%««M»  %■>»-« 


56 


JESUS  IS  MINE. 


Worde  by  Bonab 
68 


T.  E.  PXBKINS. 

From  "  8hinino  Stab,"  by  permission. 


f 


1.  Fade,    fade,  each     earth  -  Iy      joy, 

2.  Tempt  not     my       soul       a  -  way, 


Je    -    sus       is 
Je    -    sus       is 


mine  I 
mine! 


IP 


m 


fe^E 
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Dark       is       the        wil   -  der  -  ness,     Earth      has       no        rest  -  ing  -  place, 
Per    -    ish  •  ing     things    of      clay,     Born       but      for        one    brief   day, 


c^f 


8  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine  I 
Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried, 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 


4  Farewell,  mortality, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Welcome,  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine  t 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest, 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest, 
Welcome,  my  Savior's  breast, 

Jesus  is  mine  I 


s 
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Words  by  Miss  Fannt  Crosby. 


THE  POLAR  STAR, 


57 


From  M  Shinihs  Star."    T.  E.  P. 


By  permission  of  the  publisher,  F.  J.  Huntinoton,  New  York. 


1.  Weary     wand'er o'er  the  main,      8eeklng  for  thy  home  again,  Through  the  gath'ring 

2.  St  ranger,  on    a    rocky   strand,     Longing  for  thy  father-land,  Through  the  gath'ring 

3.  Lonely  watcher,  pale  with  grief,    Thou  shalt  find  a  sweet  relief,  Though  thy  tears  un- 


^y 


mists  that  rise.  Vailing  thy  natal  skies  ;  Look  beyond,  there  's  light  for  thee,  Streaming  o'er  the 
clouds  that  rise,  Vailing  thy  natal  skies  ;  Look  beyond,  there 's  hope  for  thee,  Dawning  o'er  the 
heeded  fall,  Jesus  will  count  them  all ;  Look  beyond,  there  'b  joy  for  thee,  Breaking   o'er  a 


po  -  lar     star. 


tur-bid  sea ;     Softly  it  smiles,  though  distant  far,  The  beautiful 
tranquil  sea,     Softly  it  smiles,  etc. 
troubled  sea,    Softly  it  smiles,  etc. 


f    f  r 
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Maestoso. 


AMERICA.    National  Hymn. 


mmz 


Words  by  8.  F.  Smith. 

-I 1 L 
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1.  My  country, 'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er - ty,     Of    thee   I    sing;  Land  where  my 

2.  My  native  country  !  thee,  Land  of    the  no-blefree,  Thy  name  I  love;  I      love       thy 

3.  Let  music  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song:  Lot  mortal 

4.  Our  father's  God,  to  thee,  Author      of     lib  -  er  -  ty,     To     thee  we  sing  :  Long  may  our 


M 
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fathers  died,  Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride,  From  ev'ry  mountain  side  Let    freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills  ;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills,  Like  that  above, 
tongues  awake,  Let  uii  that  breathe  partake,  Let  rocks  their  silenoe  break,  The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light ;  Protect  us  by  thy  might,  Great  God,  our  King. 


*' 
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ROCK  OF  AGES,  CLEFT  FOR  ME. 


Db.  Hastings. 
Fine. 


1.  Rock  of       A    ■ 
D.  C.  Be       of     sin 

2.  Could  my  tears 
D.  C.  In      my  band 


ges,     cleft    for     me,  Let    me     hide     my  -  self     in  thee ; 

a        dou  -  ble  cure,  Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure, 

for   -    ev  -  er    flow,  Could  my   zeal      no    Ian  -  guor  know, 

no      price      I    bring,  Sim  -  ply      to       thy  cross     I  cling. 


3.  While  I     draw     this     fleet  -  ing  breath,  When  my   eyes    Bhall  close  in   death, 
D.  C.  Rock  of      A   -    ges,     cleft    for     me,     Let     me    hide     my  -  self    in    thee. 


d.  a 


Let    the     wa  -  ter     and     the  blood,  From  thy    wounded     side  which  flowed, 
This  for     sin    could  not      a  -  tone,   Thou  must  save,  and   thou     a  -  lone ; 


sr-^V-p=f=£g-4^^: 


s 


When    I      rise     to   worlds  un-known,    And     be  -  hold    thee    on     thy  throne, 


GOD  IS  LOVEI  I  KNOW,  I  FEEL. 


W.  H.  ROBEBTS. 
Chorus,  faster. 

Staccato.  ,       , 


Depth  of  mer-cy,    can  there  be       Mer  -  cy   still  reserved  for  me  ? ) 

Can   my  God  his  wrath  for-bear,     Me,    the  chief  of  sinners,  spare?  J  God  is  love!  I 

I      have  long  withstood  his  grace  ;  Long  provoked  him  to  his  face  ;  1 

Would  not  hearken  to    his  calls ;    Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls.  /  God  is  love,  etc 


know,  I  feel ;  Jesus  weeps  and  loves  me  still ;  Je-sus  weeps,  He  weeps  and  loves  me  still 


B 


3  Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 
God  is  love,  etc. 


4  There  for  me  the  Savior  stands ; 
Shows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his  hands ; 
God  is  love  1 1  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
God  is  love,  etc. 


WELCOME  TO  OUR  CONCERT, 
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73  BONG   FOR   UNION   SABBATH-SCHOOL   MEETINGS. 

Words  by  Rev.  Gkokox  Lansing.  Taylob,  M.  A.  Hubkbt  P.  Main. 


Pi^ 


1.  Wel  -  come  to     our     con  -  cert  meeting,  Friends  and  strangers,  old    and  'young  I 

2.  Wel -come,  friendly  schools  and  teachers,  Thronging      all    our   aisles  to  -  day, 

3.  Not      as       ri  -  vafs     here   we   gath  -  er,  En  -  vious       of  each  oth  -  er's  fame ; 


HI 
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Pa-rents,  teach-ers,    scholars,    greeting,      Ey*  -  ry    hand,  and      eye,  and  tongue, 
Superin  -  tendents,     pastors,    preachers,    Guides  a  -  long  the  heavenward  way ; 
But     as  friends  and  partners,     ra  -  ther,    All    our    toils  and    hopes  the  same ; 


S-C-Z- 
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All  our  hearts,  and  all  our  voi-ces,  All  our  Sun  -  day-school  re  -  joi-ces 
Ey' -  ry  name  to-day  is  "  Brother ;"  All  our  creed  is — "  Love  each  oth-er; 
Je  -  sus'     love  our  on  -  ly        sto  -  ry,   Je  -  bus'   conquests    all   our      glo  -  ry ; 


f    T    T 
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All  our  hearts,  and  all  our  voi  -  ces,  All  our  8un  -  day  -  school  re  -  joi  -  ces. 
Ev'  -  ry  name  to-day  is  "Brother;"  All  our  creed  is — "  Love  each  oth  -  er.' 
Je  •  bus'    love  our  on  -  ly       sto  -  ry,    Je  -  sua    conquests    all       our  glo  •  ry. 


f-  -r    -r.-r^V 


4  These  we  tell,  we  chant  his  praises, 
Hear  his  wonders,  leam  his  laws ; 
Every  tale  his  triumph  raises, 
Every  effort  aids  his  cause. 
All  our  prayers  and  strains  ascending, 
Round  his  throne  as  incense  blending. 


5  Welcome,  then,  to  join  our  singing, 
Till  we  meet  with  songs  above ; 
At  His  feet  our  homage  flinging, 

Who  has  bought  us  with  his  love. 
There  we  '11  cast  our  crowns  before  him, 
And  in  endless  bliss  adore  him. 


» 
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74  GIVE  ALL  TO  JESUS. 

Words  by  Rev.  John  G.  Chafbe.  Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 

Teacher's  Message. 


p 


sage, 


Response. 


IS 


^ 


1.  First   your  hearts     to      Je  -   sus     give,    Children      dear,   ev'    -   ry  -  where ; 

2.  Chil  -  dren,  you  should  work  for  God,  An  -  y  -  where,  ev'  -  ry  -  where  ; 
8.  War  hath  made  homes  des  -  o  -  late,  Round  us  here,  ev'  -  ry- where; 
4.  There  are     man    -   y      hea  -  then,  too,     Far     be  -  yond  the  rolling    deep ; 


What       de    -   light  it         is          to 

'Tis        the       path  your      Sav   -   ior 

Wid    -  ows       sigh,  and 

Dark,  'neath    skies  of 


m& 


live,  With  Christ  near. 

trod,  Walk  you  there. 

or  -  phans      weep,  Here  and  there. 

pu   -   rest       blue,  Now  they  weep. 

/7\ 


Oh,      what  bliss 

Oh,       this  work 

Child  -  ren,  will 

Dark  -  ness  fills 


his       love  im    -  parts,  When       it  dwells  with- 

ing        for  the       right,  Gives       the       soul  such 

you    soothe  their      grief,  Will       you  give        to 

their     souls  with     gloom,  Dark  -  ness       like  the 


rfdflr- 
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Scholars'  Reply. 
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*^              in         our     hearts  1 
sweet   de    -  light! 
them    re    -    lief? 
v**r   -    y       tomb. 

Sav    -    ior,      here 
Gra  -  cious      Sav   - 
Sav    -    ior,       we 
We        will       send 

we 
ior, 
will 
the 
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are      be    -    fore 
come,  and      bless 
help  them    glad    - 
Gos  -  pel        to 

thee, 
us, 
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them, 
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Full  Chorus. 
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On         us 

With     thy 
With   kind 
Give      our 

with 
ho    - 

gifts 
mon 

thy 

and 
-   ey, 

fa  -  vor     shine; 
mind     im   -   bue; 
gen  -  tie      words; 
with     our    prayers ; 

1—3 •£ 3r- 

We        will      give 
Let        thy      spir 
Ch*er  their  hearts 
With     glad  hearts 
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all  the  glo  -  ry, 
now  pos  -  sess  us, 
throb  so  sad  -  ly, 
hands  we  '11     show   them, 


All      that       we        pos  -  sess  is  thine 

Then  we  '11   love       and     praise,  and       do. 

Bless  them     as        our     stock  af    •  fords. 

That   our     bless  -  ings      may  be  theirs. 


a 
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REMEMBER  THE  POOR! 

Musio  contributed  to  the  "  Mcsicax  Lkav»s,"  by  Qxo.  F.  Root. 


in      your     dwell  -  ing,      ao         cheer  -  ful      and      warm, 


1.  When  safe 

2.  When  la 

3.  His  words,    kind  -  ly          spo    -    ken,  should     ne'er     be       for    -    got 

4.  Go,  sue    -    cor     the        low    -    ly,    who  're      bur  -  deued  with      woe 


ig» 
bor      re    -    ward    -   ed,        a  com  -  fort      be    -   stows, 


Ye        hear  but       its  wail    -   ing,  the 

That   brings  to  your  bo    •    som  a 

The     poor  ye  nave  al    -    ways,  but 

Take  heed  that      in  se    -     cret  your 


cold    win  -   ter  storm 

tran-quil  re    -  pose, 

me     ye  have  not ; 

alms   ye  be    -  stow; 


i 
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When  loved  ones  a 

'Tis  God  who  in 

Pri      -      va    -  tion  and 

Be  kind  to  the 


round     you  are 

creas    •   es  your 

sor    -    row  how 

way  -   ward,  the 


gath-ered  once 

Das  -  ket  and 

meek  -  ly  he 

err  •  ing  re 


more, 

store, 
bore  I 
store, 
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mem  -  ber 
mem  -  ber 
mem  -  ber 
mem  -  ber 


Then     pause 
T  is        Je    - 

God 


Are 
And 


for        a 

sus  who 

his  dis 

will  re 


mo  -  ment, 
bids     you, 

ci  -  pies, 
ward     you, 


the 
the 
the 
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poor! 
poor! 
poor! 
poor! 


Chorut. 


m 


Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the 

The  Lord  will  preserve  him, and  keep  him  a- 


poor, 
live, 


the 
and 


^ 
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SELECT  HYMNS  AND  TUNES. 


The  following  Hymns  and  Tunes  are  mostly  taken  from  the  popular  Sab- 
bath-echool  Singing-book,  "Oriola,"  published  by  Moore,  Wilstaoh  & 
Baldwin,  Cincinnati,  0. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 


70 


KeyG. 

1  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

To  the  aged  and  the  young ; 
Till  the  precious  invitation 
Waken  every  heart  and  tongue. 

Chorus. 

Send  the  sound  the  earth  around, 
Prom  the  rising  to  the  setting  of  the  sun, 

Till  each  gath'nng  crowd  shall  proclaim 
aloud, 
The  glorious  work  is  done. 

2  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

O'er  the  prairies  of  the  West ; 
Till  each  gath'ring  congregation 
With  the  Gospel  sound  is  bleat. 
Send  the  sound,  etc. 

3  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation, 

Mingling  with  the  ocean's  roar ; 
Till  the  ships  of  every  nation 
Bear  the  news  from  shore  to  shore. 
Send  the  sound,  etc. 

4  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation 

O'er  the  islands  of  the  sea ; 
Till,  in  humble  adoration, 
All  to  Christ  shall  bow  the  knee. 
Send  the  sound,  etc. 


77 


BEAUTIFUL  ZION. 
KeyAfr. 


1  Beautiful  Zion,  built  above, 
Beautiful  city  that  I  love, 
Beautiful  gates  of  pearly  white, 
Beautiful  temple— God  its  light. 

2  Beautiful  heaven,  where  all  is  light, 
Beautiful  angels,  clothed  in  white, 
Beautiful  strains  that  never  tire, 
Beautiful  harps  through  all  the  choir. 

3  Beautiful  throne  of  Christ  our  King, 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing; 
Beautiful  rest,  all  wanderings  cease, 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace. 


THE  SHINING  SHORE. 
78  Key  G. 

1  Mr  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 

Chorus. 

For  oh !  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 
Our  friends  are  passing  over, 

And  just  before,  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  We  '11  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear, 

Our  distant  home  discerning ; 
Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning. 
For  oh,  etc. 


8  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 

We  need  not  cease  our  singing  ; 

That  perfect  rest  naught  can  molest, 


Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 
For  on,  etc. 

4  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 
Each  chord  on  earth  to  sever ; 
Our  King  says  "  Come,"  and  there 's  our 
home, 
Forever,  oh !  forever ! 
For  oh,  etc. 


79       THE  PRECIOUS  NAME. 
Tune—  "  Believer."    Key  D.    CM. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  hia  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'Tis  "  manna  "  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  Name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place ; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 
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SELECT  HYMNS  AND  TUNES. 
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80    I  WANT  TO  BE  LIKE  JESUS. 
TvKJt— "  Watcher."    Key  D.    7s  A  6s. 

1  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  lowly  and  so  meek  ; 
For  no  one  marked  an  angry  word 
That  ever  hearVi  him  speak. 

2  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  frequently  in  prayer; 

Alone  upon  the  mountain-top 

He  met  his  Father  there. 

3  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus ; 

I  never,  never  find 
That  he,  though  persecuted,  was 
To  any  one  unkind. 

4  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Engaged  in  doing  good, 
So  that  of  me  it  may  t>e  said, 
"  She  hath  done  what  she  could." 

6  Alas  I  I  'm  not  like  Jesus, 
As  any  one  may  see  ; 
O,  gentle  Savior  I  send  thy  grace, 
4.nd  make  me  like  to  thee. 


81 

HARK  I  WHAT  MEAN  THOSE  HOLY 

V0IOE87 
Tons— "  Manor."    Key  E\).    8s  A  7s. 

1  Hark  I  what  mean  those  holy  voices, 

Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies  ? 
Lo  I  th'  angelic  host  rejoices  ; 

Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise  I 
Hear  them  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

Hear  them  chant  in  hymns  of  joy, 
"  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory  ! 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high !  " 

2  Peace  on  earth— good -will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 
"Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven," 

Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 
Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed ; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing  I 
Oh,  receive  whom  God  appointed, 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  I 

3  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him ; 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  hie  joy ; 
Till  in  heaven  ve  sing  before  him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high  ! 
Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him  ; 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy  ; 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high  ! 


82  — 

THE  EARTH  SHALL  BE  FULL  OF  THE 

KNOWLEDGE  OF  THE  LORD. 

Tune— "  Webb."  Key  h\y.    7s  A  6s. 

1  Thk  morning  light  is  breaking, 
The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 
To  penitential  tears. 


Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 
Brings  tidings  from  afar, 

Of  nations  in  commotion, 
Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  Gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Savior's  blessing— 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blessed  river  of  salvation  ! 

Pursue  thy  onward  way ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay ; 
Stay  not  fill  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home  ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim— the  Lord  is  come. 
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CHRIST  THE  SHEPHERD. 
C.  M. 


1  See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands, 

With  all  engaging  charms  I 
Hark !  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms. 

2  Permit  them  to  approach,  he  cries, 

Nor  scorn  their  humble  name  ; 
For  't  was  to  bless  such  souls  as  these, 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 

3  He  '11  lead  us  to  the  heavenly  streams, 

Where  living  waters  flow ; 
And  guide  us  to  the  fruitful  fields, 
Where  trees  of  knowledge  grow, 

4  The  feeblest  lamb  amidst  the  flock 

Shall  be  its  Shepherd's  care  ; 

While  folded  in  the  Savior's  arms 

We  're  safe  from  every  snare. 


84  YOUTHFUL  PIETY. 

Tune—"  Duke  Street."    Key  E\j.    L.  M 

1  We  are  but  young— vet  we  may  sing 
The  praises  of  our  heavenly  King; 
He  made  the  earth,  the  sea,  the  sky, 
And  all  the  starry  worlds  on  high 

2  We  are  but  young— yet  we  have  heard 
The  Gospel  news,  the  heavenly  Word ; 
If  we  despise  the  only  way, 
Dreadful  will  be  the  judgment  day. 

3  We  are  but  young— yet  we  must  die, 
Perhaps  our  latter  end  is  nigh  ; 
Lord,  may  we  early  seek  thy  grace, 
And  find  in  Christ  a  hiding-place  1 

4  We  are  but  young— we  need  a  guide ; 
Jesus,  in  thee  we  would  confide  ; 
Oh,  lead  us  in  the  path  of  truth  ! 
Protect  and  bless  our  helpless  youth. 


to- 


85         CONFIDENCE  IN  GOD. 
Tune — "  Autumn."    Key  A.    83  &  7s. 

1  Holt  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me 

I  should  live  to  thee  alone  ; 
Tear  by  year,  thy  hand  hath  brought  me 

On  through  dangers  oft  unknown. 
When  I  wandered,  thou  hast  found  me ; 

When  I  doubted,  sent  me  light ; 
Still  thine  arm  has  been  around  me, 

All  my  paths  were  in  thy  sight. 

£  In  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 

Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I ; 
And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 

Well  I  know,  before  I  die. 
Therefore,  Lord,  I  come,  believing 

Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need  ; 
Through  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 

Strength— the  Spirit's  strength,  indeed. 

3  I  would  trust  in  thy  protecting, 

Wholly  rest  upon  thine  arm  ; 
Follow  wholly  thy  directing, 

Thou,  mine  only  guard  from  harm ! 
Keep  me  from  mine  own  undoing, 

Help  me  turn  to  thee  when  tried ; 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father,  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  thy  side. 


86  HAPPY  NEW  TEAR. 

Tune— "  Happy  Greeting  to  all."    Key  E.  lis. 

1  Come,  children,  and  join  in  our  festival  song, 
The  New  Year  has  come,  and  the  old  year 

has  gone ; 
We'll  join  our  glad  voices  in  one  hymn  of 

praise, 
To  God,  who  has  kept  us  and  lengthened 

our  days. 

Chorus. 
Happy  New  Year  to  all  I  happy  New  Year  to 

Happy  New  Year,  happy  New  Year,  happy 
New  Year  to  all ! 

2  Our  Father  in  heaven,  we  lift  up  to  thee 
Our  voice  of  thanksgiving,  our  glad  jubilee  ; 
Oh,  bless  us,  and  guide  us,  dear  Savior,  we 

pray, 
That  from  thy  blest  precepts  we  never  may 
stray. 
Happy  New  Year,  etc. 

3  And  if,  ere  this  New  Year  has  drawn  to  a 

close, 
Some  loved  one  among  us  in  death  shall 

repose, 
Grant,  Lord,  that  the  spirit  in  heaven  may 

dwell, 
In  the  bosom  of  Jesus,  where  all  shall  be 

well. 
Happy  New  Year,  etc. 

4  Kind  teachers,  we  children  would  thank  you 

this  day, 
That  faithfully,  kindly,  you  've  taught  us  the 
way 


How  we  may  escape  from  the  world's  sinful 

charms, 
And  find  a  safe  refuge  in  the  Savior's  loved 
arms. 
Happy  New  Year,  etc. 

6  Dear  Pastor,  we  ask  thee,  as  lambs  of  thy  fold, 
To  teach  us  that  wisdom  more  precious  than 

gold; 
Our  footsteps  to  guide  in  the  pathway  of 

truth, 
To  "love  our  Creator  in  the  days  of  our 
youth." 
Happy  New  Year,  etc. 

6  And  now,  as  we  enter  another  New  Year, 
We  pray  for  a  blessing  on  your  labors  hero  ; 
May  many  "bright  jewels"  be  your  blest 

reward, 
And  "  crowns  of  rejoicing,  in  the  day  of  the 
Lord." 
Happy  New  Year,  etc. 
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TO-DAY  THE  8AVI0R  CALLS, 
KeyF. 
1  To-dat  the  Savior  calls ! 


Ye  wand'rers  come ; 
h,  ye  benighted  souls 
Why  longer  roam  ? 


2  To-day  the  Savior  calls ! 
For  refuge  fly ; 
The  storm  of  vengeance  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

8  To-day  the  Savior  calls  I 
Oh,  hear  him  now! 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day ! 
Yield  to  his  power ; 
Oh,  grieve  him  not  away, 
'T  is  mercy's  hour. 


88 

INSTRUCTION  FROM  THE  SCRIPTURES. 
C.  M. 

1  How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts, 

And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  ? 
Thy  Word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  'T  is  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 
And  through  the  dangers  of  the  night 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

3  Thv  Word  is  everlasting  truth  ; 

How  pure  is  every  page  1 
That  holy  Book  will  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  support  our  age. 

4  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise ; 

I  hate  the  sinner's  road ; 
I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rise, 
But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 


89  80WING  THE  SEED. 

Tune— ««  Boylston."    Key  0.    8.  M. 

1  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed, 
Broadcast  it  round  the  land. 

2  The  good,  the  fruitful  ground, 

Expect  not  here  nor  there  ; 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  by  spots  't  is  found ; 
Go  forth,  then,  every-where. 

5  Thou  knowest  not  which  may  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown  ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strown. 

4  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  ; 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

6  Then  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God  is  come, 
The  angel  reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  sing  "  Harvest  home  1 " 


1  WOULD  HOT  LIVE  ALWAT. 

run*— '•  Frederick."    lis  &  12s. 

I  would  not  live  alway ;  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the 

way; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us 

here, 
Arc  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for 

;ts  cheer. 

I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fettered  by  sin, 
Temptation  without,  and  corruption  within ; 
E*en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with 

fears, 
An-'  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent 

tears. 

I  would  not  live  alway;   no — welcome  the 

tomb, 
Since  JesuB  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its 

gloom ; 
There  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

Oh,   who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his 

God- 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Whe're  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the 

bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns? 

There  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Savior  and  brethren  transported    to 

greet, 
While  tho  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly 

roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the 

soul  I 
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COME  UNTO  MR 


"Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  red." — Matt,  xi,  28. 

Chant.    Key  C. 

1  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around, 

Life  seems  a  dark  and  J  stormy  |  sea ; 
Yet,  'midst  the  gloom,  I  near  a  sound, 

A  heavenly  f  whisper,  |  "  Come  to  |  me." 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest- 

It  tells  me  where  my  |  soul  may  |  flee ; 
Oh,  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed, 
How  sweet   the  |  bidding,  |  "  Come   to  | 
me!" 

3  When  nature  shudders,  loth  to  part 

From  all  I  love,  en-  I  joy,  and  |  see ; 
When  a  faint  chill  steals  o'er  my  heart, 
A  sweet  voice  |  utters,  |  "  Come  to  |  me." 
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MAEY  TO  THE  SAVIOE'8  TOMB. 
Tune— "  Martyn."    Key  F.    7s.    Double. 

1  Mart  to  the  Savior's  tomb 

Hasted  at  the  early  dawn  ; 
Spice  she  brought,  and  sweet  perfume, 

But  the  Lord  she  loved  had  gone. 
For  awhile  she  lingering  stood, 

Filled  with  sorrow  and  surprise  ; 
Trembling  while  a  crystal  flood 

Issued  from  her  weeping  eyes. 

2  But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled, 

When  she  heard  his  welcome  voice  ; 
Christ  has  risen  from  the  dead, 

Now  he  bid  her  heart  rejoice. 
What  a  change  his  word  can  make, 

Turning  darkness  into  day ; 
Ye,  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake, 

He  will  wipe  your  weeping  eyes. 


93  FBAISE. 

Tune— «« Cranbrook.' 


8.  M. 


1  Grace  t  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  G  ra^e  led  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  fhe  heavenly  road ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
And  everv  ransomea  power  shall  join 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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SELECT    HYMNS    AND    TUNES. 
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HE  DOETH  ALL  THINGS  WELL. 


94 


1  I  remember  how  I  loved  her, 

When  a  little  guiltless  child. 
I  saw  her  in  the  cradle 

As  she  looked  on  me  and  smil'd. 
My  cup  of  happiness  was  full, 

My  joy  words  cannot  tell ; 
And  I  blessed  the  glorious  Giver, 
41  Who  doeth  all  things  well11 
And  I  blessed  the  glorious  Giver, 

Who  doeth  all  things  well. 


2  Months  pass'd  ;    that  bud  of  promise 
Was  unfolding  ev'ry  hour, 

I  thought  that  earth  had  never  smil'd 
Upon  a  fairer  flow'r, 

So  beautiful  it  well  might  grace 
The  bow'rs  where  angels  dwell 

And  waft  its  fragrance  to  His  throne 
"  Who  doeth  all  things  well," 

And  waft  its  fragrance  to  His  throne 

"  Who  doeth  all  things  well." 


8  Tears  fled;  that  little  sister 
That  was  dear  as  life  to  me, 

And  woke,  in  my  unconscious  heart, 
A  wild  idolatry ; 

.1  worshipped  at  an  earthly  shrine, 
Lured  by  some  magic  spell,. 

Forgetful  of  the  praise  of  Him, 
"  Who  doeth  all  things  well," 

Forgetful  of  the  praise  of  Him, 

"  Who  doeth  all  things  well." 


4  She  was  the  lovely  star, 

Whose  light  around  my  pathway  shone, 
Amid  this  darksome  vale  of  tears, 

Through  which  I  journey  on, 
Its  radiance  had  obscured  the  light, 

Which  round  His  throne  doth  dwell, 
And  I  wandered  far  away  from  Him, 
*'  Who  doeth  all  things  well," 
And  I  wandered  far  away  from  Him. 
•'  Who  doeth  all  things  well." 


5  That  star  went  down  in  beauty, 
Yet  it  shineth  sweetly  now, 
In  the  bright  and  dazzling  coronet, 

That  decks  the  Saviours  brow. 
She  bowed  to  the  destroyer, 

Whose  shafts  none  may  repel, 
But  we  know,  for  God  hath  told  us, 
"  He  doeth  all  things  well," 
But  we  know,  for  God  hath  told  us, 
"  He  doeth  all  things  well." 


6  I  remember  well  my  sorrow, 

As  I  stood  beside  her  bed, 
And  my  deep  and  heartfelt  anguish  when 

They  told  me  she  was  dead  ; 
And  oh  1  that  cup  of  bitterness 

Let  not  my  heart  rebel,* 
God  gave,  He  took,  He  will  restore, 
"  He  doeth  all  things  well " 
God  gave,  He  took,  He  will  restore, 
"  He  doeth  all  things  well." 
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ANTICIPATIONS  OF  HEAVEN. 
Old  Tune.    C.  M. 


1  Whkn  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage. 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurl'd, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

8  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall, — 

So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 

My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

4  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

5  When  I've  been  there  ten  thousand  years, 

Bright  shining  as  the  sun, 
I've  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise, 
Than  when  I  first  begun. 
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HOLT  FORTITUDE. 

Terra— "  Arlington."    Key  G.    C.  M. 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Shall  I  be  carried  to  the  skies, 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease. 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize. 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

8  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vain  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord  I 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 

6hall  conquer,  though  they  die  ; 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh. 


TEMPERANCE  VERSE. 
97  Tune— Your  Mission. 

There's  a  field  already  open  ; 

You  can  lend  a  helping  hand 
To  reclaim  the  many  drunkards, 

Who  are  scattered  o'er  the  land ; 
You  can  help  us  try  to  banish 

From  each  home  the  cursed  bowl ; 
You  may  gain  a  crown  of  glory, 

If  you  save  a  human  soul. 
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MY  CHILDHOOD. 


1  As  I  rummag'd  thro'  the  attic, 

LLst'ning  to  the  falling  rain, 
As  it  patter'd  on  the  shingles 

And  against  Che  window  pane; 
Peeping  over  chests  and  boxes, 

\\  Inch  with  dust  were  thickly  spread ; 
Saw  I  in  the  farthest  corner 

What  was  once  my  trundle  bed. 

2  So  I  drew  it  from  the  recess, 

Where  it  had  remained  so  long, 
Hearing  all  tho  while  the  music 

Of  my  mother's  voice  in  song; 
As  she  sung  in  sweetest  accents, 

What  I  since  have  often  read — 
**  Hush,  my  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber. 

Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed." 

8  As  I  HstenM,  recollections 

That  I  thought  had  been  forgot, 
Came  with  all  the  gush  of  mem'ry, 

Rushing,  thronging  to  the  spot: 
And  I  wander'd  baok  to  childhood, 

To  those  merry  days  of  yore, 
When  I  knelt  beside  my  mother, 

By  this  bed  upon  the  floor. 

4  Then  it  was  with  hands  so  gently 

Placed  upon  my  infant  head, 
That  she  taught  my  lips  to  utter 

Carefully  the  words  she  said ; 
Never  can  they  be  forgotten, 
Deep  are  they  in  mem'ry  riven — 
**  Hallowed  be  thy  name,  O,  Father! 
Father  1  Thou  who  art  in  heaven." 

5  This  she  taught  me,  then  she  told  ine 

Of  its  import,  great  and  deep- 
After  which  I  learned  to  utter 
44  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep:1' 
Then  it  was  with  hands  uplifted, 

And  in  accents  soft  and  mild. 
That  my  mother  asked  "Our  Father  1 

Father  1  do  thou  bless  my  child!*' 

6  Tears  have  pass'd,  and  that  dear  mother, 

Long  has  mouldered  'ncath  the  sod, 
And  I  trust  her  sainted  spirit 

Revels  in  the  nome  of  God: 
Bnt  that  scene  at  summer  twilight, 

Never  has  from  mem'ry  fled, 
And  it  comes  in  all  its  freshness 

When  I  see  my  trundle  bed. 
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THE  BAITNER  OF  THE  0R088. 


Tune— " Pleyel's  Hymn."     5th  P.  M. 


1  Go,  ye  messengers  of  God ; 

Like  the  beams  of  morning,  fly ; 
Take  the  wonder-working  rod; 
Wave  the  banner-cross  on  high. 


2  Go  to  many  a  tropic  isle 
In  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Where  the  skies  forever  smile, 
And  the  oppressed  forever  weep. 


8  O'er  the  pagan's  night  of  care 
Pour  the  living  light  of  heaven; 
Chase  away  his  wild  despair; 
Bid  him  hope  to  be  forgiven. 


4  Where  the  golden  gates  of  day 
Open  on  the  palmy  East, 
High  the  bleeding  cross  display ; 
Spread  the  gospel's  richest  feast. 


100 


THE  BLOOD  OF  CHRIST. 
Tune— "  Fountain."    C.  M. 


1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Drawn  from  Immanuel'a  veins, 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  may  I,  as  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

8  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
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PILGRIMAGE  HEAVENWARD. 
Tune—"  Harwell."    Key  G.    7s. 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing; 
Sing  your  Savior's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  Ye  are  traveling  home  to  Gou, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  nappy  now — and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest* 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared — 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

4  Fear  nol,  brethren  ;  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land  ; 
Jesus  Christ,  God's  only  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 


SS 


MARCHING  ALONG. 
102 

1  Let  as  lift  our  hearts  with  gladness, 

Let  us  sing  for  joy  to-night ; 
Lo !  the  Church  of  God  is  rising 

In  her  glory,  strength,  and  might! 
She  is  marching- on  triumphant, 

With  her  banner  wide  unfurled  ; 
She  is  sending  forth  her  heralds 

With  salvation  to  the  world ! 

CH0BU8. 

Marching  along !  we  are  marching  along ! 
Eising  as  a  people  while  we're  marching  along  1 
The  conflict  is  raging  'tween  the  right  and  the 

wrong ; 
We'll  trust  in  the  Lord  while  we're  marching 

along. 


2  Let  us  turn  our  eyes  a  moment, 

While  we  take  a  passing  view 
Of  the  time  the  Church  was  planted, 

And  her  numbers  were  but  few. 
Then  our  preachers  had  their  circuits 

Of  a  hundred  miles  to  ride, 
O'er  the  mountain,  through  the  forest, 

On  the  western  prairie  wide. 

3  But  their  hearts  were  bold  and  fearless, 

And  their  faith  was  firm  and  6trong; 
For  their  Captain  was  before  them, 

And  they  praised  him  in  their  song. 
And  they  saw  the  work  progressing, 

Ere  the  vale  of  death  they  passed ; 
They  are  singing  hallelujah  I 

In  the  promised  land,  at  last  I 

4  Lo!  the  Church  of  God  is  rising! 

And  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound. 
With  a  trumpet  tongue  proclaiming 

To  the  earth's  remotest  bound ! 
There's  a  shout  among  the  nations 

Far  across  the  ocean's  foam  ; 
And  she  reaps  a  golden  harvest 

From  her  mission  field  at  home. 


103        THE  YOUNG  CONVERT. 

Tune—"  Abiding  Rest,"  from  the  "  Shawm. 
Key  7  C.    8s  A  7s  P.  M.    Double. 

1  I  sow  have  found  abiding  rest, 

For  which  I  lone  was  sighing ; 
Now  on  my  Saviors  faithful  breast 

My  weary  head  is  lying. 
This  is  the  place  where  sin  no  more, 

Nor  death  and  hell  alarm  me  ; 
I  now  am  safe,  by  Jesus'  power, 

From  all  that  else  would  harm  me. 

2  He  whispers  me,  I'm  wholly  thine, 

And  thou  art  mine  forever ; 
Henceforth  all  fear  and  doubt  resign, 

Confiding  in  thy  favor. 
Thy  every  want  shall  find  supply 

From  thy  exhaustless  treasure ; 
I  '11  fill  thy  spirit  with  my  joy, 

The  pledge  of  endless  pleasure. 


LITTLE  BAND  OF  LOVING  ONES. 


Key  Bfr. 
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1  We  all  should  love  one  another, 
We  all  should  love  one  another, 
We  all  should  love  one  another, 

And  keep  the  golden  rule. 

Chorus. 

8ing  on,  love  on,  ye  little  band  of  loving  ones  ; 
8ing  on,  love  on,  ye  little  band  of  loving  ones, 

2  We  all  should  love  out  parents, 
We  all  should  love  our  parents, 
We  all  should  love  our  parents, 

As  children  ought  to  do. 
Sing  on,  love  on,  etc. 

3  We  all  should  love  our  sisters, 
We  all  should  love  our  sisters, 
We  all  should  love  our  sisters, 

And  love  our  brothers  too. 
Sing  on,  love  on,  etc. 

4  We  all  should  love  the  Bible, 
We  all  should  love  the  Bible, 
We  all  should  love  the  Bible, 

Which  tells  us  what  to  do. 
Sing  on,  love  on,  etc. 

6  We  all  should  love  the  Savior, 
We  all  should  love  the  Savior, 
We  all  should  love  the  Savior, 
Who  shed  for  us  his  blood. 
Sing  on,  love  on,  etc. 

6  We  hope  to  go  to  heaven, 

We  hope  to  go  to  heaven, 

We  hope  to  go  to  heaven, 

And  sing  the  songs  of  love. 

Sing  on,  love  on,  etc. 
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SWEET  STORY. 
Key  D. 


1  I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 

When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  he  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  his 
fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 

2  I  wish  that  his  hands  had  been  placed  on  my 

head, 
That  his  arms  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  his  kind  look 

when  he  said, 
"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 

3  Yet  still  to  his  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  his  love  ; 
And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  him  below, 
I  shall  see  him  and  hear  him  above. 

4  In  that  beautiful  place  he  has  gone  to  pre- 

pare, 
For  all  that  are  washed  and  forgiven ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 
"  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 


106  HUMILITY  AND  CONTRITION. 
Turn—"  Penitence."    Key  B[>.    12th  P.  M. 

1  Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye 

(VI  back  a  wandering  sheep ; 
False  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 

Wou  d  fain  like  Peter  weep. 
Let  me  be  by  grace  restored. 

On  me  be  all  long  suffering  shown ; 
Turn  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  neart  of  stone. 

2  Savior  Prince,  enthroned  above, 

Repentance  to  impart, 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love, 

The  humble,  contrite  heart. 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 

A  portion  of  thy  love  unknown ; 
Turn  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

3  For  thine  own  compassion's  sake, 

The  gracious  wonder  show  ; 
Cast  my  sins  behind  thy  back, 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow. 
If  thy  bowels  now  are  stirred, 

If  now  I  do  myself  bemoan, 
Turn  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


A  LIGHT  IN  THE  WINDOW. 

107  KeyAfr. 

1  There's  a  l;ght   in  the  window  for   thee, 
brother, 
There 's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee ; 
\  dear  one  has  moved  to  the  mansions  above, 
There  's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 

Chobus. 

A  mansion  in  heaven  we  9ee, 
And  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee ; 

A  mansion  in  heaven  we  see, 
And  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 


2  There 's  a  crown,  and  a  robe,  and  a  palm, 
brother, 
When  from  toil  and  from  care  you  are  free  ; 
The  Savior  has  gone  to  prepare  you  a  home, 
With  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 
A  mansion  in  heaven,  etc. 

8  O  watch,  and  be  faithful,  and  pray,  brother, 
All  your  journey  o'er  life's  troubled  sea  I 
Though  afflictions  assail  you,  and  storms 
oeat  severe, 
There  'a  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 
A  mansion  in  heaven,  etc. 

4  Then  on,  perseveringlv  on,  brother, 
Till  from  conflict  ana  suffering  free, 
Bright  angels  now   beckon  you   over    the 
stream, 
There  's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee. 
A  mansion  in  heaven,  etc. 
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LET  US  WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 
108  Key  G. 

1  'Tis  religion  that  can  give — 

In  the  light,  in  the  light; 

Sweetest  pleasure  while  we  live- 
In  the  light  of  God. 

'Tis  religion  must  supply — 
In  the  light,  in  the  light; 

Solid  comfort  when  we  die — 
In  the  light  of  God. 

Chobus. 

Let  us  walk  in  the  light, 
In  the  light,  in  the  light; 

Let  us  walk  in  the  light, 
In  the  light  of  God. 

2  After  death  its  joys  shall  be — 

In  the  light,  in  the  light ; 

Lasting  as  eternity— 
In  the  light  of  God. 

Be  the  living  God  my  Friend- 
In  the  light,  in  the  light ; 

Then  my  bliss  shall  never  end- 
In  the  light  of  God. 
Let  us  walk,  etc. 


THE  SABBATH  BELL. 
109  Key  G. 

1  Pleasant  is  the  Sabbath  bell- 

In  the  light,  in  the  light; 

Seeming  much  of  joy  to  tell- 
In  the  light  of  God. 

But  a  music  sweeter  far — 
In  the  light,  in  the  light ; 

Breathes  where  angel -spirits  are — 
In  the  light  of  God. 

Chobus. 

Let  us  walk  in  the  light, 
In  the  light,  in  the  light; 

Let  us  walk  in  the  light, 
In  the  light  of  God. 

2  Shall  we  ever  rise  to  dwell — 

In  the  light,  in  the  light ; 

Where  immortal  praises  swell — 
In  the  light  of  God  ? 

And  can  children  ever  go — 
In  the  light,  in  the  light ; 

Where  eternal  Sabbaths  glow- 
In  the  light  of  God  ? 
Let  us  walk,  etc. 

3  Yes,  that  bliss  our  own  may  be — 

In  the  light,  in  the  light; 

All  the  good  shall  Jesus  see- 
In  the  light  of  God. 

For  the  good  a  rest  remains — 
In  the  light,  in  the  light ; 

Where  the  glorious  Savior  reigns — 
In  the  light  of  God. 
Let  us  walk,  etc. 


110  HEAVENLY  UNION. 

Tune— " Wirth."    KeyA|>.    CM. 

1  How  sweet  and  heavenly  is  the  sight, 
When  those  that  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  so  fulfill  his  word  I 

i  O  may  we  feel  each  brother's  sigh, 
And  with  him  bear  a  part  I 
May  sorrows  flow  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 

3  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 

Through  every  bosom  flow  ; 
Let  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem, 
In  every  action  glow. 

4  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 

The  happy  6ouls  above ; 
And  he  's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 


Ill 
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SONG  OF  THE  INFANTS, 
Key  C. 

.  Some  call  us  infants, 

Our  life  just  begun  ; 
Some  call  us  "  the  fathers," 

They  must  be  in  fun ; 
Some  wish  we  were  many, 

Yet  others  we  guess, 
When  we  're  in  a  frolic, 

Most  wish  we  were  less. 

!  Some  say,  while  they  call  us 

Such  wee  bits  of  things, 
We  're  what  men  are  made  of, 

The  priests  and  the  kings ; 
Whatever  we  may  be, 

We  're  sure  of  one  thing; 
That  you  are  our  Shepherd, 

And  we  're  here  to  sing. 

\  We  bring  the  bright  pennies, 

They  're  little,  we  know ; 
But,  love  going  with  them, 

To  dollars  they  '11  grow ; 
As  much  as  this,  surely, 

We  children  can  see: 
If  there  were  no  pennies, 

No  dollars  there  'd  be. 


WANDERER'S  RETUEN. 
Tune—"  Retreat."    Key  C. 


1  Rettton,  O  wanderer,  return  I 

And  seek  an  injured  Father's  face ; 

Those  warm  desires  that  in  thee  burn 

Were  kindled  by  reclaiming  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  return  I 

Thy  Savior  bids  thy  spirit  live ; 
Go  to  his  bleeding  feet,  and  learn 
How  freely  Jesus  can  forgive. 
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WONDER. 
KeyG. 


1  O !  »t  is  a  glorious  mystery, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
That  I  should  ever  saved  be, 

'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
No  heart  can  think,  no  tongue  can  tell, 

'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
Why  God  should  save  my  soul  from  hell, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 

2  Great  mystery  that  Christ  should  place, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
His  love  on  any  of  Adam's  race, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
But  there 's  a  greater  mystery, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
That  he  bestowed  his  love  on  me, 

*T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 

3  Great  mystery  I  do  behold, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder; 
That  God  should  ever  save  a  soul, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
But  here  's  a  greater  mystery, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
That  he  bestowed  his  love  on  me, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 

4  Why  was  I  not  still  left  behind, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
With  thousand  others  of  mankind, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
To  run  the  dangerous,  sinful  race, 

'Tis  a  wonder,  a  wonder; 
And  die  and  never  taste  his  grace, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 

5  No  mortal  can  a  reason  find, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder ; 
'T  is  mercy  free,  and  grace  divine, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 
O !  't  is  a  glorious  mystery, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder; 
And  will  be  to  eternity, 

'T  is  a  wonder,  a  wonder,  a  wonder. 


114  FENITENOE. 

Tcne— "Autumn."    Key  A.   8s  &  7s.    Double. 

1  Take  my  heart,  O  Father  I  take  it ; 

Make  and  keep  it  all  thine  own : 
Let  thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it ; 

Turn  to  flesh  this  heart  of  stone. 
Heavenly  Father,  deign  to  mould  it 

In  obedience  to  thy  will ; 
And,  as  passing  years  unfold  it, 

Keep  it  meek  and  childlike  still. 

2  Father,  make  it  pure  and  lowly, 

Peaceful,  kind,  and  far  from  strife, 
Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 

Of  this  vain  and  sinful  life. 
May  the  blood  of  Jesus  heal  it, 

And  its  sins  be  all  forgiven : 
Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  it ; 

Guide  it  in  the  path  to  heaven. 
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THE  BBIGHT  OBOWN. 
KeyC. 


1  Ye  valiant  soldiers  of  the  cross, 

Ye  happy,  praying  band, 
Though  in  this  world  you  suffer  loss, 
You  '11  reach  fair  Canaan's  land. 

Chobus. 

Let  us  never  mind  the  scoffs  nor  the  frowns  of 
the  world, 
For  we  'vo  all  got  the  cross  to  bear ; 
It  will  only  make  the  crown  the  brighter  to 
shine, 
When  we  have  the  crown  to  wear. 

2  All  oArthly  pleasures  we'll  forsake, 

Wheu  heaven  appears  in  view ; 
In  Jesus'  strength  we  '11  undertake 
To  fight  our  passage  through. 
Let  us  never,  etc. 

S  O  what  a  glorious  shout  there  '11  be, 
When  we  arrive  at  home  I 
Our  friends  and  Jesus  we  shall  see, 
And  God  shall  say,  "  Well  done." 
Let  us  never,  etc 


116        A  BLESSING  SOUGHT. 
Tune — "  Autumn."    Key  A.    8s  <fc  7s.    Double. 

1  B  eavenly  Father,  grant  thy  blessing, 

While  once  more  thy  praise  we  sing : 
Sinful  hearts  and  lives  confessing, 

Nothing  worthy  can  we  bring  ; 
Yet  thy  book  of  love  hath  taught  us, 

Thou  wilt  kindly  bow  thine  ear  ; 
For  the  sake  of  Him  who  bought  us, 

We  may  call  and  thou  wilt  hear. 

2  What  a  boon  to  us  is  given, 

Thus  to  lift  our  voice  on  high  ! 
Well  assured  the  ear  of  Heaven 

Hears  our  wants,  and  will  supply. 
Weak  and  sinful — oh,  how  often 

Must  we  look  to  God  alone, 
For  his  grace  our  hearts  to  soften, 

And  sustain  us  as  his  own  I 


HAST  THOU  STILL  A  FATHEB. 
117  Key  G. 

1  Hast  thou  still  a.  father, 

Or  a  mother  dear? 
Hast  thou  yet  a  brother, 
Or  a  sister  here  ? 

2  O  then  love  them  freely, 

Cherish  every  tie  I 
All  we  prize  most  dearly, 
All  on  earth  must  die. 

8  Still,  be  not  forgetful 
Of  the  Friend  above ; 
Ho  can  never  perish, 
And  his  name  is  love. 


BY  000L  SILOAM'S  SHADY  BILL. 
118      Tune—  "  Siloam."    Key  D. 

1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill, 

How  fair  the  lily  grows  1 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  kill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose. 

2  Lo  i  such  the  child,  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod ; 
Whose  secret  heart,  by  influence  sweety 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

4  O  Thou  who  givest  life  and  breath, 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 
To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 


119        A  PEBFEOT  HEABT. 
Tune—  "  Roscoe."    Key  Bfc>  Minor.    C.  M. 

1  O  roB  a  heart  to  praise  my  God  I 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free  ; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  shed  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  thrwne, 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean, 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within  1 

4  Thy  natare,  gracious  Lord,  impart, 

Come  quickly  from  above, 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name,  of  Love. 


THE  GLOBIOUS  TIME. 
120     Tune— '« Harwell."    Key  G. 

1  Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time, 

When  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Every  nation,  every  clime, 

Shall  the  Gospel  call  obey  I 
Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own, 

Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore ; 
Satan  and  his  host  o'erthrown, 

Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more 

2  Then  shall  wars  ana  tumults  cease, 

Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain; 
Righteousness  and  ioy  aud  peace, 

Undisturbed,  shall  ever  reign. 
Bh'ss  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord, 

Evor  praise  his  glorious  name; 
All  his  mighty  acts  record, 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 


MEEOT  SEAT. 
121       Tune—"  Retreat."    Key  C. 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat, 

'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy  seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads ; 

A  place  than  all  on  earth  more  sweet- 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy  seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy  seat. 

4  Ah  !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed  ? 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy  seat  ? 

5  There,  there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more, 

And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy  seat. 
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NEVEB  LATE. 
KeyD. 


1  I  'll  awake  at  dawn  on  the  Sabbath  day, 
For  't  is  wrong  to  doze  holy  time  away  ; 
With  my  lessons  learned,  this  shall  be  my 

rule — 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath-school. 

2  Birds  awake  betimes,  every  morn  they  sing ; 
None  are  tardy  there,  when  the  woods  do 

ring; 
So,  when  Sunday  comes,  this  shall  be  my 

rule — 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath-school. 

3  When  the  summer's  sun  wakes  the  flowers 

again, 
They  the  call  obey— none  are  tardy  then ; 
Nor  will  I  forget  that  it  is  my  rule 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath-school. 

4  But  these  Sabbath  days  will  soon  be  o'er, 
And  these  happy  hours  shall  return  no  more ; 
Then  I  '11  ne'er  regret  that  it  was  my  rule 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath-school. 

123  ** 

THE  EEPENTING  SINNEE  EETUENING, 
rcNE— "Salvation."    Key  G  minor.    CM. 

1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast, 

A  thousand  thoughts  revolve  ; 
Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed, 
And  make  this  last  resolve : 

2  "  I  '11  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

High  as  a  mountain  rose ; 
I  know  his  courts,  I  '11  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 


3  "  Prostrate  I  '11  lie  before  his  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess  ; 
I  '11  tell  him  I  'm  a  wretch  undone, 
Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

4  "  a  '11  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 

Whose  scepter  pardon  gives  ; 
Perhaps  he  may  command  my  touch, 
And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 

6  "  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer ; 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 
And  perish  only  there. 

6  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go, 
I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die." 


124   PEATEE  FOE  A  EEVIVAL. 
Tune—"  Greenville."    Key  E.    8s  &  7s. 

1  Savioe,  visit  thy  plantation ; 

Grant  us,  Lord,  a  gracious  rain  ; 
All  will  come  to  desolation, 
Unless  thou  return  again. 

Lord,  revive  us ; 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 

2  Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance ; 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest,  for  want  of  thine  assistance, 
Every  plant  should  droop  and  die. 

3  Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent, 

Make  us  prevalent  in  prayers  ; 
Let  each  one  esteemed  thy  servant, 
Shun  the  world's  enticing  snares. 

4  Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power; 

Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh, 
And  begin,  from  this  good  hour, 
To  revive  thy  work  afresh. 


125       LOED'S  PEOTECTION, 

Tune— "  Hebron."    KeyBjj.    L.  M. 

1  Thus  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on ; 

Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste  ; 

And  I,  perhaps  am  near  my  home ; 
But  ne  forgives  my  follies  past ; 
He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come, 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head ; 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 

My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  break  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 
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GOOD-NIGHT! 
KeyD. 


1  How  sweet  the  happy  evenings  oloee, 
'T  is  the  hour  of  sweet  repose — 

Good-night  I 
The  summer  winds  have  sunk  to  rest, 

The  moon,  serenely  bright, 
Unfolds  her  calm  and  gentle  ray, 
Softly  now  she  seems  to  say — 

Good-night  I 

2  These  tranquil  hours  of  social  mirth, 
For  the  dearest  link  of  earth — 

Good-night  I 
And,  while  each  hand  is  kindly  pressed, 

O,  may  our  prayers  to  heaven 
With  humble  fervor  be  addressed, 
For  its  blessingg  on  our  rest — 

Good-nightl 

3  O,  how  each  gentle  thought  is  stirred, 
as  we  breathe  the  parting  word — 

Good-night  I 
O,  could  we  ever  feel  as  now, 

Our  hearts  with  love  upraised, 
And  while  our  warm  affections  flow, 
Hear,  in  murmurs  soft  and  low— 

Good-night  I 


127        THE  LAMBS  OF  JESUS. 
Tune— "  Woodworth."    Key  E\>.    L.  M. 

1  The  lambs  of  Jesus  !  who  are  they 
But  children  that  believe  and  pray  T 
That  keep  God's  laws  and  ask  his  grace, 
And  seek  a  heavenly  dwelling-place  1 

2  The  lambs  of  Jesus  I  they  are  meek, 
The  words  of  peace  and  truth  they  speak 
To  all  God's  creatures  they  are  kind, 
And,  like  their  Lord,  of  gentle  mind. 

S  The  lambs  of  Jesus  I  oh,  that  we 
Might  of  that  blessed  number  be  I 
Lord,  take  us  early  to  thy  love, 
And  lead  us  to  the'  fold  above. 


128     THE  ETEBNAL  SABBATH. 
Tune—"  Windham."    Key  G  minor.    L.  M. 

1  Come,  dearest  Lord,  and  bless  this  day, 
Come,  bear  our  thoughts  from  earth  away  ; 
Now  let  our  noblest  passions  rise 

With  ardor  to  their  native  skies. 

2  Come,  holy  8pirit,  all  divine, 
With  rays  of  light  upon  us  shine; 
And  let  our  waiting  souls  be  blest 
On  this  sweet  day  of  sacred  rest. 

3  Then,  when  our  8abbaths  here  are  o'er, 
And  we  arrive  on  Canaan's  shore, 
With  all  the  ransomed  we  shall  spend 
A  Sabbath  which  shall  never  end. 


129        THE  LOVE  OF  JESUS. 
Tune—"  Woodworth."    Key  E[>.    L.  M. 

1  I  know  't  is  Jesus  loves  my  soul, 
And  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole; 
My  nature  is  by  sin  denied, 

Tet  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

2  How  kind  is  Jesus,  O  how  good  f 

'T  was  for  my  soul  he  shed  his  blood ; 
For  children's  sake  he  was  reviled, 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

8  When  I  offend,  by  thought  or  tongue, 
Omit  the  right,  or  do  the  wrong ; 
If  I  repent,  ne  *s  reconciled, 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

4  To  me  may  Jesus  now  impart, 
Although  so  young,  a  gracious  heart ; 
Alas  I   I'm  oft  by  sin  defiled, 
Yet  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 


CONDEMNED,  BUT  PLEADING  THE 
130  PBOMISES. 

Tune—"  Windham."    Key  G  minor.    L.  M. 

1  Snow  pity,  Lord  I  O  Lord,  forgive  1 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live  ; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound  I 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  round. 

3  O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offenses  pain  my  eyes. 

4  O  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 

Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  Word, 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there, 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
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I'M  A  PILGBIM. 
KeyG. 


1  I  'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I  'm  a  stranger, 

I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night ; 
Do  not  detain  me,  for  I  am  going 
To  where  the  streamlets  are  ever  flowing. 
I  'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I  'm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 

2  There  the  sunbeams  are  ever  shining, 

I  am  longing,  I  am  longing  for  the  sight ; 
Within  a  country  unknown  and  dreary, 
I  have  been  wandering  forlorn  and  weary. 
I  'm  a  pilgrim,  etc. 

3  Of  that  country  to  which  I  'm  going, 

My  Redeemer,  my  Redeemer  is  the  light ; 
There  are  no  sorrows,  nor  any  sighing, 
Nor  any  sin  there,  nor  any  dying. 
I  'm  a  pilgrim,  etc. 
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132  PEACEFUL  REST. 

Tune— "  Rest."    Key  D.    L.  M. 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  blessed  sleep  I 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  O,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  Death  has  lost  his  cruel  sting. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Savior's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  O,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  I 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 

6  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be  ; 
But  there  is  still  a  blessed  sleep 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 


133       VISITATION  OF  DEATH, 
Tune—"  Galena."    Key  B|j.    C.  M. 

1  Death  has  been  here,  and  borne  away 

A  scholar  from  our  side  ; 
Just  in  the  morning  of  his  day, 
As  young  as  we  he  died. 

2  Not  long  ago  he  filled  his  place, 

And  sat  with  us  to  learn ; 
But  he  has  run  his  mortal  race, 
And  never  can  return. 

3  Perhaps  our  time  may  be  as  short, 

Our  days  may  fly  as  fast ; 
0  Lord,  impress  the  solemn  thought, 
That  this  may  be  our  last. 

4  We  can  not  tell  who  next  may  fall 

Beneath  thy  chastening  rod ; 
One  must  be  first ;  oh,  may  we  all 
Prepare  to  meet  our  God  ! 

5  All  needful  holp  is  thine  to  give ; 

To  thee  our  souls  apply, 
For  grace  to  teach  us  how  to  live, 
And  make  us  fit  to  die. 


134 


WHAT  I  LIVE  FOR. 
Key  A. 


1  I  live  for  those  who  love  me, 

Whose  hearts  are  kind  and  truo, 
For  heaven,  that  smiles  above  me, 

And  waits  my  spirit  too ; 
For  all  the  ties  that  bind  me, 
For  all  tho  tasks  assigned  me, 
For  bright  hopos  left  behind  mo, 
And  the  good  that  I  may  do. 


2  I  live  to  hold  communion 

With  all  that  is  divine  ; 
To  feel  there  is  a  union 

'Twixt  nature's  heart  and  mine ; 
To  profit  by  affliction, 
Reap  truths  from  fields  of  fiction, 
And,  wiser  from  conviction, 

Help  on  each  grand  design. 

3  I  live  to  hail  that  season 

By  gifted  minds  foretold, 
Where  men  shall  live  by  reason, 

And  not  alone  by  gold ; 
When  man  to  man  united, 
And  every  wrong  thing  righted, 
The  whole  world  shall  be  lighted, 

As  Eden  was  of  old. 


HOW  SWEET  IS  THE  SABBATH  TO  ME. 
Old  Tune.    Key  G.    8s. 
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1  How  sweet  is  the  Sabbath  to  me, 

The  day  when  the  Savior  arose  I 
'T  is  heaven  his  beauties  to  see, 

And  in  his  soft  arms  to  reposo. 
He  knows  I  am  weak  and  defiled, 

My  life  is  but  empty  and  vain ; 
But  if  he  will  make  me  his  child, 

I  '11  never  forsake  him  again. 

2  This  day  he  invites  me  to  come ; 

How  kindly  he  bids  me  draw  near  I 
He  offers  me  heaven  for  home, 

And  wipes  off  the  penitent  tear. 
He  offers  to  pardon  my  sin, 

And  keep  me  from  every  snare, 
To  sprinkle  and  cleanse  me  within, 

And  show  me  his  tenderest  care. 

3  I  can  not,  I  must  not  refuse ; 

His  goodness  has  conquered  my  heart ; 
The  Lord  for  my  portion  I  choose, 

And  bid  all  of  my  folly  depart. 
How  sweet  is  tho  Sabbath  to  me, 

The  day  my  Redeemer  arose  I 
'T  is  heaven  his  beauties  to  see, 

And  in  his  soft  arms  to  repose. 


LORD,  TEAOH  A  SINFUL  CHILD  TO 
PRAY. 
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0.  M. 


1  Lord,  teach  a  sinful  child  to  pray, 

And  then  accept  my  prayer ; 
For  thou  canst  hear  the  words  I  say 
For  thou  art  every -where. 

2  Teach  me  to  do  the  thing  that 's  right, 

And  when  I  sin,  forgive  ; 
And  may  it  be  my  chief  delight 
To  serve  thee  while  I  live. 

3  Whatever  trouble  I  am  in, 

To  thee  for  help  I  T.  call ; 
But  keep  me  more  than  all  from  sin, 
For  that 's  the  wcrat  of  all. 
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SELECT   HYMNS  AND   TUNES. 
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JOYFULLY!  JOYFULLY!   ONWAED  WE 
137  MOVE 

Tcnb— "  Joyftilly  !  Joyfully!"    Key  Q. 

1  JoYroiXT,  joyfully,  onward  we  move, 
Bound  to  trie  lana  of  bright  spirits  above  ; 
Jesus,  our  Savior,  in  mercy  says  come, 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  haste  to  your  home. 
Soon  will  our  pilgrimage  end  here  below, 
Soon  to  the  presence  of  God  we  shall  go  ; 
Then,  if  to  Jesus  our  hearts  have  been  given, 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  rest  we  in  heaven. 

2  Teachers  and  scholars  have  passed  on  be- 

fore, 
Waiting,  they  watch   as   approaching   tne 
shore ; 


Singing  to  Cheer  us,  while  passing  along, 

fully,  ioyfi" 
Sounds  of  sweet  music  there  ravish  the  ear, 


Joyfully,  joyfully,  haste  to  your  home. 


Harps  of  the  blessed,  your  strains  we  shall 

near, 
Filling  with  harmony  heaven's  high  dome; 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  Jesus,  we  come. 

S  Death  with  his  arrow  may  soon  lay  us  low, 
Safe  in  our  Savior,  we  fear  not  the  blow  ; 
Jesus  hath  broken  the  bars  of  the  tomb, 
Joyfully,  joyfully  will  we  go  home. 
Bright  will  the  morn  of  eternity  dawn, 
Death  shall  be  conquered,  his  scepter  be 

gone; 
Over  the  plains  of  sweet  Canaan  we  '11  roam, 
Toyfully,  joyfully,  safely  at  home. 


WE  LOVE  TO  SING  TOGETHER 
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KeyC. 


1  We  love  to  sing  together, 
We  love  to  sing  together, 

Our  hearts  and  voices  one  ; 
To  praise  our  Heavenly  Father, 
To  praise  our  Heavenly  Father, 
And  his  eternal  Son. 
We  love,  we  love,  we  love,  we  love, 

We  love  to  sing  together  ; 
We  love,  we  love,  we  love,  we  love. 
We  love  to  sing  together. 

2  We  love  to  pray  together 

To  Jesus  on  nis  throne, 
And  ask  that  he  will  ever 
Accept  us  as  his  own. 
We  love,  etc. 


3  We  love  to  read  together 

The  Word  of  saving  truth, 
Whose  light  is  shining  ever 
To  guide  our  early  youth. 
We  love,  etc. 

4  We  love  to  be  together 

Upon  the  Sabbath  day, 
And  strive  to  help  each  other 
Along  the  heavenly  way. 
We  love,  etc. 


WHEN  THE  MOBNING  LIGHT. 
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Key  A. 


1  When  the  morning  light  drives  away  the 

night, 
With  the  sun  so  bright  and  full, 
And  it  draws  its  line  near  the  hour  of  nine, 
I  '11  away  to  the  Sabbath-school ; 
For  't  is  there  we  all  agree,  ■ 
All  with  happy  hearts  and  free, 
And  I  love  to  early  be 
At  the  Sabbath-school. 
I  '11  away  I  away !  I  '11  away  1  away ! 
I  '11  away  to  Sabbath -school. 

2  On  the  frosty  dawn  of  a  winter's  morn, 

When  the  earth  is  wrapped  in  snow, 
Or  the  summer  breeze  plays  around  the 
trees, 
To  the  Sabbath-school  I  go ; 
When  the  holy  day  has  come, 
And  the  Sabbath-breakers  roam, 
I  delight  to  leave  my  home, 
For  the  Sabbath-school. 
I  '11  away,  etc. 

3  In  the  class  I  meet  with  the  friends  I  greet, 

At  the  time  of  morning  prayer ; 
And  our  hearts  we  raise  in  a  hymn  of  praise, 
For  'tis  always  pleasant  there ; 
In  the  Book  of  holy  truth, 
Full  of  counsel  and  reproof, 
We  behold  the  guide  of  youth, 
At  the  Sabbath-school. 
I  '11  away,  etc. 

4  May  the  dews  of  grace  fill   the  hallowed 

place,  . 

And  the  sunshine  never  rail, 
While  each  blooming  rose  which  in  memory 

frows 
a  sweet  perfume  exhale ; 
When  we  mingle  here  no  more, 
But  have  met  on  Jordan's  shore, 
We  will  talk  of  moments  o'er 
At  the  Sabbath -school. 
I  '11  away,  etc. 


140         USE  OF  THE  BLrJLR 

Tcne— " Pleyel's  Hymn.".   7s. 

1  Holt  Bible  !  book  divine  I 
Precious  treasure  I  thou  art  mine  I 
Mine,  to  tell  me  whence  I  came  ; 
Mine,  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

2  Mine,  to  chide  me  when  I  rove ; 
Mine,  to  show  a  Savior's  love ; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet ; 
Mine,  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 

3  Mine,  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless  ; 
Mine,  to  snow  bv  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

4  Mine,  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom  ; 
O  thou  precious  book  divine  I 
Precious  treasure !  thou  art  mine 
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THE  SUN  OP  RIGHTEOUSNESS. 
*41    Tune—"  Pleyel's  Hymn."    7s. 

1  Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King  ; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild ; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled. 

2  Joyful  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  I 
With  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem. 

8  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored  I 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord  I 
Vailed  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see  ; 
Hail,  incarnate  Deity  1 

1  Hail  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  peace ! 
Hail  the  Sun  of  righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

6  Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come  t 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  home ; 
Second  Adam  from  above, 
Reinstate  us  in  thy  love. 
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HOMEWABD  BOUND. 


Tune — «•  Homeward  Bound."    Key  A. 

1  Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound ; 
Tossed  on  th5  waves  of  a  rough,  restless  tide, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 
Far,  from  the  safe,  quiet  harbor  we've  rode, 
Seeking  our  Father's  celestial  abode, 
Promise  of  which  on  us  each  he  bestowed, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound ; 
Look  I  yonder  lie  the  bright  heavenly  shores, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 
6teady,  O,  pilot !  stand  firm  at  the  wheel, 
Steady  !  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale ; 
O  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud-creaking  sail, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

3  Down  the  horizon  the  earth  disappears, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound ; 
Joyful,  O,  comrades  1  no  sighing  or  tears, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 
Listen  I  what  music  comes  soft  o'er  the  sea  ? 
"  Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  and  blessed  are 

ye." 
Can  it  the  greeting  of  paradise  be  ? 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

4  Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  we  glide, 

We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last ; 
Softly  we  drift  on  its  bright  silver  tide, 

We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last. 
Glory  to  God  1  all  our  dangers  are  o'er, 
Safely  we  stand  on  the  radiant  shore ; 
Glory  to  God !  we  will  shout  evermore, 

We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last. 


THE  PROMISED  LAND. 
143  Old  Tune.    Key  E^. 

1  I  have  a  Father  in  the  promised  land, 
I  have  a  Father  in  the  promised  land ; 

My  Father  calls  me,  I  must  go 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 

Chorus. 

I  '11  away,  I  '11  away  to  the  promised  land, 
I  '11  away,  I  '11  away  to  the  promised  land ; 

My  Father  calls  me,  I  must  go 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 

2  I  have  a  Savior  in  the  promised  land, 
I  have  a  Savior  in  the  promised  land ; 

My  Savior  calls  me,  I  must  go 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 
I  '11  away,  etc. 

3  I  have  a  crown  in  the  promised  land, 
I  have  a  crown  in  the  promised  land ; 

When  Jesns  calls  me,  I  must  go 
To  wear  it  in  the  promised  land. 
I  '11  away,  etc. 

i  I  hope  to  meet  you  in  the  promised  land, 
I  hope  to  meet  you  in  the  promised  land  ; 

At  Jesus'  feet,  a  joyous  band, 
We  '11  praise  him  in  the  promised  land. 
We  '11  away,  etc. 
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THE  SUNDAY-SCHOOL, 
Key  A.    C.  M. 


1  The  Sunday-school,  that  blessed  place, 

Oh !  I  would  rather  stay 
Within  its  walls  a  child  of  grace, 
Than  spend  my  hours  in  play. 

Chorus. 

The  Sunday-school,  the  Sunday-school, 

Oh  !  't  is  the  place  I  love ; 
For  there  I  learn  the  golden  rule, 

Which  leads  to  joys  above. 

2  *T  is  there  I  learn  that  Jesus  died 

For  sinners  such  as  I ; 
Oh  !  what  has  all  the  world  beside, 
That  I  should  prize  so  high. 
The  Sunday-school,  etc. 

3  Then  let  our  grateful  tribute  rise, 

And  songs  of  praise  be  given 
To  Him  who  dwells  above  the  akies, 
For  such  a  blessing  given. 
The  Sunday-school,  etc. 

4  And  welcome,  then,  the  Sunday-school, 

We  '11  read  and  sing  and  pray, 
That  we  may  keep  the  golden  ru  e, 
And  never  from  it  stray. 
The  Sunday-school,  etc. 
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DEAB  LORD,  REMEMBER  ME. 
145  C.  M. 

1  Jesus,  thou  art  the  sinner's  friend, 

As  such  I  look  to  thee  ; 
Now  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love, 

Oh,  Lord  I  remember  me. 
Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace, 

Remember  Calvary ; 
Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 

And  then  remember  me. 

2  Thou  wondrous  Advocate  with  God  I 

I  yield  myself  to  thee ; 
While  thou  art  sitting  on  thy  throne, 

Deer  Lord  I  remember  me. 
I  own  1  'm  guilty,  own  I  'm  vile, 

Yet  thy  salvation  's  free  ; 
Then,  in  thy  all-abounding  grace, 

Dear  Lord  I  remember  me. 

3  Howe'er  forsaken  or  distressed  ; 

Howe'er  oppressed  I  be  ; 
Howe'er  afflicted  here  on  earth, 

Do  thou  remember  me. 
And  when  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 

And  creature  helps  all  flee, 
Then,  O  my  great  Redeemer,  God  1 

I  pray,  remember  me. 


WHEN  SHALL  WE  MEET  AGAIN  ? 
140       Tunk— "  Unity."    Key  E[j. 

1  When  shall  we  meet  again  ? 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever? 
When  will  Peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever  ? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows 
In  this  dark  vale  of  woes, 

Never  I  no,  never ' 

2  When  shall  love  freely  flow, 

Pure  as  life's  river  ? 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow, 

Changeless  forever? 
Where  joys  celestial  thrill, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill, 
And  fears  of  parting  chill, 

Never!  no,  never  I 

3  Up  to  that  world  of  light 

Take  us,  dear  Savior  I 
May  we  all  there  unite 

Happv  forever ! 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
There  may  our  music  swell, 
And  time  our  joys  dispel, 

Never  1  no,  never  1 

4  Soon  shall  we  meet  again, 

Meet,  ne'er  to  sever  ; 
Soon  will  Peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever. 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose, 
Becnre  from  worldly  woes ; 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close, 

Never!  no,  never! 
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THERE  13  A  HAPPY  LAND. 
Tukk — *  Happy  Land."    Key  K. 

1  There  is  a  happy  land, 

Far,  far  away ; 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
Worthy  is  our  Savior  King, 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring, 

Praise,  praise  foi  aye. 

2  Come  to  that  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand, 

Why  still  delay  ? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 
When,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, 

Blest,  blest  for  aye  I 

3  Bright,  in  that  happy  land, 

Beams  every  eye; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love  can  not  die. 
Oh,  then,  to  glory  run  I 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won, 
And  bright,  above  the  sun, 

We  reign  for  aye. 


THE  SNOW  STORM. 
148 

1  The  cold  wind  swept  the  mountain's  height, 
And  pathless  was  the  dreary  wild, 

And  amid  the  cheerless  hours  of  night, 
A  mother  wandered  with  her  child. 

As  through  the  drifted  snow  she  pressed, 
The  babe  was  sleeping  on  her  breast, 
The  babe  was  sleeping  on  her  breast. 


2  And  colder  still  the  winds  did  blow, 
And  darker  hours  of  night  came  on, 
And  deeper  grew  the  drifts  of  snow — 

Her  limbs  were  chilled,  her  strength  was 
"0  God  1"  she  cried  in  accents  wild,      [gone. 
"  If  I  must  perish,  save  my  child," 
"If  I  must  perish,  save  my  child." 


8  She  stript  her  mantle  from  her  breast, 
And  bared  her  bosom  to  the  storm  ; 
As  round  the  child  she  wrapped  the  vest, 
She  smiled  to  think  that  it  was  warm. 
With  one  cold  kiss,  one  tear  she  shod, 
And  sunk  upon  a  snowy  bed. 
And  sunk  upon  a  snowy  bed. 


4  At  dawn  a  traveller  passed  by, 

And  saw  her  'neath  a  snowy  veil — 
The  frost  of  death  was  In  her  eye, 

Her  cheek  was  cold,  and  hard,  and  pale — 
He  moved  the  robe  from  off  the  child  ; 
The  babe  looked  up,  and  sweetly  smiled, 
The  babe  looked  up,  and  sweetly  smiled. 
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149      INVITATION  TO  YOUTH. 
Tune — "  Missionary  Hymn."    Key  E.   7s  &  i 

1  "  Remember  thy  Creator," 

While  youth's  fair  spring  is  bright, 
Before  thy  cares  are  greater, 

Before  comes  age's  night. 
While  yet  the  sun  shines  o'er  thee, 

While  stars  the  darkness  cheer, 
While  life  is  all  before  thee, 

Thy  great  Creator  fear. 

2  "  Remember  thy  Creator," 

E'er  life  resigns  its  trust, 
E'er  sinks  dissolving  nature, 

And  dust  returns  to  dust. 
Before,  with  God,  who  gave  it, 

The  spirit  shall  appear, 
He  cries,  who  died  to  save  it, 

"  Thy  great  Creator  fear." 


150       I  LOVE  THE  OHUfiOH. 
Tune—  "  St.  Thomas."    Key  G.    8.  M. 

1  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

The  house  of  thine  abode ; 
The  church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  church,  O  God  I 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall ; 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prise  her  heavenly  ways  ; 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

6  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 
To  Siou  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 
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LOVING  KINDNESS. 


Tune — "  Loving  Kindness."    Key  A.    L.  M. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 

And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  free  I 
His  loving  kindness,  loving  kindness, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  free ! 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fell, 

Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  great  I 
His  loving  kindness,  etc. 


8  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick,  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  good  I 
His  loving  kindness,  etc. 

4  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
But  though  I  have  him  oft  forgot, 
His  loving  kindness  changes  not. 

His  loving  kindness,  etc. 

5  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail ; 
Oh,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving  kindness  sing  in  death  1 

His  loving  kindness,  etc. 

6  Then  let  me  mount,  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day ; 
And  sing  with  rapture  and  surprise, 
His  loving  kindness  in  the  skies. 

His  loving  kindness,  etc. 
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CENTENARY  SONG. 


prophets  lone  foretold- 
Th 


goal: 
Je 


1  On  the  mountain  of  vision  what  a  glory  we 
behold, 
A  hundred  years  of  victory  are  tinging  earth 

with  gold ; 
And  the  glorious  time  is  coming  which  the 


["he  years  are  marching  on.— Chorus. 


2  The  jubilee  is  sounding,  and  a  million  voices 

roll, 
While  earth  repeats  the  chorus,  as  it  spreads 

from  pole  to  pole ; 
For  Jesus  is  our  Captain,  and  glory  is  our 


esus  is  marching  on. — Chorus. 


8  From  the  cabin   on  the  prairie,  from  the 
vaulted  city  dome, 
From  the  dark  and  briny  ocean,  where  our 

sailor-brothers  roam, 
We  hear  the  glad  rejoicing,  like  a  happy 
harvest-home, 
The  song  is  rolling  on. — Chorus, 


4  A  hundred  years  of  marching,  and  a  hundred 
years  of  song, 
The  Conqueror  advances,  and  the  time  will 

not  be  long, 
When  He  shall  claim  the  heathen,  and  over' 
throw  the  wrong, — 
The  time  is  marching  on.— Chorus. 


5  And  when  our  toils  are  over,  on  the  heights 
of  Evermore, 
With  the  saints  of  all  the  ages,  we  will  shout 

the  battle  o'er ; 
And  in  the  Golden  City  we  will  join  the 
Conqueror, 
Forever  marching  on.— Chorus. 
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WE  ABE  PILGBIM8. 
153  Key  A. 

1  Wk  are  pilgrims  on  the  earth, 
Journeying  onward  from  our  birth  ; 
Every  hour  and  every  breath 
Brings  us  nearer  still  to  death. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  we  are  pilgrims ;  yes,  we  are  pilgrims ; 
Yes,  we  are  pilgrims,  on  our  journey  home. 

2  But  beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
Lies  the  land  that  knows  no  fears, 
Where  our  steps  no  more  may  roam ; 
Pilgrims,  we  are  going  home! 

We  are  pilgrims,  etc. 

3  Home  to  long-lost  friends  and  dear, 
Who  are  missed  and  mourned  for  here ; 
Home  to  endless  peace  and  love, 

In  our  Father's  house  above. 
We  are  pilgrims,  etc. 

4  Let  not  trifles  by  the  way 
Tempt  our  hearts  or  steps  to  stray 
From  that  narrow  path  and  strait, 
Lending  to  the  golden  gate. 

We  are  pilgrims,  etc. 

6  No,  our  faith  hath  One  in  view 
Who  was  once  a  pilgrim  too ; 
From  his  track  we  will  not  roam, 
For  to  Christ  we  're  going  home. 
We  aro  pilgrims,  etc. 


154  JUST  AS  I  AM, 

Tunh—  "  Woodworth."    Key  E\). 

1  Just  as  I  am— without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee, 

C  .Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

2  Just^as  I  am — and  waiting  not 
To  nd  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

Tc  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

3  Just  as  I  am— though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

4  Just  as  I  am—poor,  wretched,  blind- 
Bight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

6  Just  as  I  am— thy  love,  unknown, 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 
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OHILDEEN  m  HEAVEN. 
Key  A.    CM. 


1  Arofnd  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven, 

Thousands  of  children  stand  ; 
Children  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band. 

Singing  glory,  glory, 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 

2  In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  whito, 

See  every  one  arrayed ; 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light, 
And  joys  that  never  fade. 
Singing  glory,  etc. 

3  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above  ? 

That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace  and  ioy  and  lovo — 
How  came  those  children  there  ? 
Singing  glory,  etc. 

4  Because  the  Savior  shed  his  blood, 

To  wash  away  their  sin  ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 
Behold  them  white  ana  clean  I 
Singing  glory,  etc. 

5  On  earth  they  sought  the  Savior's  grace, 

On  earth  they  loved  his  name ; 
So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 
Singing  glory,  etc. 


MOENIffG  BELLS. 

156  Key  A.    8s  &  7s. 

1  Hark  I  the  morning  bells  are  ringing, 
Children,  haste,  without  delay; 
Prayers  of  thousands  now  ore  winging 
to  heaven  their  silent  way. 


UP 


Chorus. 


Come,  children,  oome,  the  bells  are  ringing, 

To  the  Sabbath-school  repair  ; 
Let  us  all  unite  in  singing, 

All  unite  in  solemn  prayer. 

2  T  Is  an  hour  of  happy  meeting, 

Children  meet  to  praise  and  prayer; 
But  the  hour  is  short  and  fleeting, 
Let  ns  then  be  early  there. 
Come,  children,  come,  etc. 

8  Do  not  keep  yonr  teacher  waiting, 

While  you  tarry  by  the  way ; 

Nor  disturb  the  school  reciting, 

Tis  the  holy  Sabbath  day. 

Come,  children,  come,  etc. 

4  Children,  haste,  the  bells  aro  ringing, 
And  the  morning  's  bright  and  fair ; 
Thousands  now  unite  in  singing, 
Thousands,  too,  in  solemn  prayer. 
Come,  children,  come,  etc 


8 


80 


ANNIVERSARY  DEPARTMENT; 


CONSISTING   OF 


SOLOS,  DUETS,  TEIOS,  AND  QUARTETTES,  L 


ESPECIALLY   DESIGNED   FOR 


ANNIVERSARIES,  MISSIONARY  OCCASIONS,  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
CONCERTS,  TEMPERANCE  MEETINGS,  ETC.,  ETC. 


This  part  of  the  book  is  not  adapted  for  the  Sunday  school  work  proper, 
but  more  for  religious  entertainment  and  profit. 


I  am  almost  daily  receiving  inquiries  asking,  "  "Where  can  I  obtain  the  songs  yon  sung  at 

,"  and  to  accommodate  such  who  desire  the  songs  (as  I  sing  them),  I  have  revised  the 

"  Musical  Leaves,"  taking  out  such  pieces  as  have  become  worn  out  and  uninteresting,  and 
giving  choice  gems  in  their  place.  Philip  Phillips. 


MUSIC  EVERYWHERE. 


157  Allegretto, 

FIRST. 


From  "  Eaelt  Blossoms,"  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


%)  SECOND. 


: 


SECOND. 

1.  Ma  -  sic      in      the      val   -    ley,       Mu  -  sic     on    the      hill,       Mu  -  sic     in     the 

2.  Mu  -  sic      by     the     fire  -   side,      Mu  -  sic     in     the      hall,       Mu  -  sic     in     the. 

3.  Sing  with  joy  -  ful      voi    -    ces,  Friends  and  loved  ones  dear ;     Let    dis  -  cord  and 

THIED. 
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wood  -  land,  Mu  -  sic  in  the  rill;  Mu  -  sic  on  the  mount- ain, 
school  -  room,  Mu  -  sic  for  us  all ;  Mu  -  sic  in  our  sor  -  row, 
trou    -    ble       Nev  -  er        en  -   ter      here ;       Join    the      hap  -  py      cho    -    rus 
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Mu-sic  in  the  air,  Mu-sic  in  the  true  heart,  Mu-sic  ev  - 'ry  -  where. 
Mu  -  sic  in  our  care,  Mu  -  sic  in  our  glad  -  ness,  Mu  -  sic  ev  -  'ry  -  where. 
Of     all     na-  ture     fair,     Swell  the  glo-rious    an  -  them,     Mu  -  sic's  ev  -  'ry  -  where. 
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158 


SAVE   THE   FALLEN. 


Music  by  S.  J.  Vail. 


qF=: 1— H — I is     h    J-^qi=qs=  - 

=^=a=ll=iia=i=3i^Bg= 


1.  Lord,    be  -  fore   thy    ho  -  ly        al     -     tar, 


mmmm^m 


Now    thy    blessing    we    ira  -  plore, 
-h     N     N,     I 
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Grant,  we  may  not  faint  or       fal    -    ter, 

hb3:  3  3  ■■  •  1 1  J*   l 

Till     our  glorious  work  is      o'er. 

^"  l-b  b  b  c  e'«f  t' 

Sav- iour!  help  us;  we   are      try    -    ing        Souls   im  -  mor-tal     to     re  -  claim, 


Thro'    intemp'rance  they  are     dy    -    ing,      Snatch  them  from  its  burning  flame. 
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Save 


.*     £     ■»-  — 

the  fall-  en,  make  them  so    -    ber ; 


May  they  feel  their  sins  for -given, 
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When  this  transient  life     is 
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ver,       Give  them,  Lord,  a    place  in  heaven. 
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Lo.  the  tempter,  now  a=«3ilinc 

Hoary  aee  and  smilins  youth. 
Shall  his  cruel  arts  pwwllag 

:"  hallowed  truth! 
Lord,  forbid  It  I 

-.  thou  hast  died  t<>  - 
Let  thy  mercy  inter 

Keep  them  from  a  drunkard's  grave. — Cho. 


O'er  the  hearts  that  pine  with  anguish, 

Pour  thy  healing  halm  divine. 
O'er  the  wasted  forms  that  languish 

Let  the  beams  of  comfort  shine; 
In  thy  strength  if  still  united 

We  th<-  erring  may  restore, 
Then  Intemperance,  ernahed  and  blighted, 

Wc-  will  banish  from  our  shore.— Cho. 
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Moderate, 


RIGHT  OVER  WRONG. 


The  Hutchinson  Family. 
By  permission  of  Oliver  Ditson  &  Co. 


1.  Be  -  hold    the  Day    of  Prom  ■  ise    comes,      full      of   in     spir  -  a  •  tion !       The 

2.  Al  -  rea  •  dy    in     the  gold  •  en  east   the     glo-rious  light  is   dawning,        Amd 


bless  -  ed  day,  by  proph  -  ets  sung,  for  the   heal  -  ing   of     the         nations.        Old 
watchmen,  from  the  moun-tain -tops,         can    see    the  bless- ed        morning:       O'er 
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mid  -  night  er  -  rors  flee       a  -  way— they  soon    will  all       be      gone ;  While 

all      the  land  their  voic  -  es  ring,  while  yet     the  world    is    nap  -  ping,       'Till 
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heaven-ly    an   -  gels  seem    to    say,    "the  good  time's"  coming      on.         Oh,     the 
e'en   the  sluggards  be-gin     to  spring,  as  they  hear  the  spir  -  its  •'  rapping."  Oh,     the 


CHORUS. 


The  good  time's  com  -  ing       on, 


8.  The  captive  now  begins  to  rise— his  chains  are  rent  asunder ; 
While  politicians  stand  aghast,  in  anxious  fear  and  wonder; 
No  longer  shall  the  bondman  sigh  beneath  the  galling  fetters- 
He  sees  the  light  of  freedom's  day,  and  reads  the  golden  letter*, 
Oh,  the  good  time,  &c. 

4.  And  all  the  old  distilleries  shall  perish  and  burn  together— 
The  brandy,  rum,  and  gin,  and  beer,  and  all  such  whatsoever : 
The  world  begins  to  feel  the  fire ;  and  e'en  the  poor  besotter, 
To  save  himself  from  burning  up,  jumps  in  the  cooling  water. 
Oh,  the  good  time,  &c. 
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THE  BETTER  WISH, 

Composed  by  Henby  Russell. 


had    but     &   thou-sand     a         year !        What   a    man  would  I      be,     And  what 


Gaffer  Green.     The  best  wish  you  could  have,  take  my  word,  Robin  Ruff, 
Would  scarce  find  you  in  bread  or  in  beer ; 
But  be  honest  and  true, 
And  say  what  would  you  do, 
If  you  had  but  a  thousand  a  year,  Robin  Ruff? 
If  you  had  but  a  thousand  a  year  ? 

Robin  Ruff.        I'd  do,  I  scarcely  know  what,  Gaffer  Green, 
I'd  go,  faith  !  I  hardly  know  where, 
I'd  scatter  the  chink 
And  leave  others  to  think, 
If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year,  Gaffer  Green  ! 
If  I  had  but  a  thousand  a  year ! 

Gaffer  Green.     But  when  you  are  aged  and  grey,  Robin  Ruff, 
And  the  day  of  your  death  it  draws  near, 
Say,  what  with  your  pains 
Would  you  do  with  your  gains, 
If  you  then  had  a  thousand  a  year,  Robin  Ruff? 
If  you  then  had  a  thousand  a  year? 

Robin  Ruff.        I  scarcely  can  tell  what  you  mean,  Gaffer  Green, 
For  your  questions  are  always  so  queer, 
But  as  other  folks  die, 
I  suppose  so  must  I— 
Gaffer  Green.     What  I  and  give  up  your  thousand  a  year,  Robin  Ruff? 
And  give  up  your  thousand  a  year  ? 

There's  a  place  that  is  better  than  this,  Robin  Ruff, 
And  I  hop*  In  my  heart  you'll  go  there, 
Where  the  poor  man's  as  great, 
Robin  Ruff  What,  though  he  hath  no  estate  ? 

Gaffer  Green.     Yes,  as  If  he'd  a  thousand  a  year,  Robin  Ruff, 

Rotn  Ruff"'  \     Ye8'  "  if  hC'd  *  th0U8and  *  y e*r- 
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LIFE'S  RAILWAY. 


1.  I'm     think -ing,  John,       of     that  sweet  time, 

2.  And     look-  ing     for    -    ward   ea  -  ger  -  ly, 

3.  And   when,  dear  John,     the  time  shall  come, 


Music  by  H.  M.  Higgws. 


When    you         and     I    were 
To  the  hap    -     py     mo-ments, 
That      age      creeps  on      a    - 
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boys,  A  -  look-ing    up        Life's  rail-way  track, 

when         "We'd  reached  the  sta  -    tion  Twen-ty-  one — 

-    pace,  And    sil  -  ver  threads  are  thick- ly  strewn 


All  spanned  with  ros  -  y 
No  long    -    er  boys,  but 
On  wrin  -  kled  brow  and 
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joys ;  Full  well  do     I  re  -  mem-ber,  John,    The  morn  -  ing  long     a  - 

men;  We  reach'd  it  long         a  -  go,  dear  John,    The  brake  -  man  did     not 

face,  When  from  the  faith  -  less  glass  of  Time   Life's  sands      are  near  -  ly 


go,         We  found  ourselves    on  board  the  train,  And  thought  the  time  was  slow, 
call ;        No     bell  was  rung,      or  whistle  blown — There  was     no  place  at     all. 
run,       And  slackened  speed     a  -  long  the  track,  Tell  our  jour-ney's  al-most  done. 


We've  reach'd  the  sum  -  mit     lev  -  el,  John, 
And  man  -  y     who       came  out  with    us 
We'll  see    the   Gold    -    en      Cit  -  y,   then, 
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And     now        go   down  the 

In  the  morn  -   ing   long    a 

And     loved      ones  gone  be 
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grade,      With  shorten'd  stroke,  and  swifter  speed  Than  an    -    y     we  have  made. 

-  go,        Have  chang'd,  and  took  the  lightning  line,  And  reach'd  the  Great  De-pot. 

-  fore;    We'll  walk  with  them  the  rounds  of  joy,  Where  part  -  ing  comes  no  more. 
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BATTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC, 


85 


1.  Mine       eyes  have  seen    the    glo  -    ry       of 

2.  I      have  seen  him    in      the  watch-fires    of 

3.  I     have  read     a      fier  •  y      gos  •  pel,    writ 


i-oming      of       the  Lord ;  He       is 
hundred     circling  camps ;  They  have 
burnished  rows  of    steel,    "As    ye 


3^ 


tramping      out    the      vin  -  tage  where  the     grapes     of   wrath  are  stored ;  He    hath 

build  -  ed     Him    an       al  -    tar      in       the        ev' -  ning  dews    and  damps;  I       have 

I  deal    with    my     con  -  tem  -  ners,  so     with      you      my    grace  shall  deal ;     Let    the 
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loosed  the  fate-ful  lightning  of  hia  ter  -  ri-ble  quick  sword:  His  truth  is  marching  on. 
read  his  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flaring  lamps:  His  day  is  marching  on. 
He  -  ro,    born    of    woman,  crush  the  serpent  with  his    heel,    Since  God  is  marching  on. 
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Glo  -   ry,    glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le 
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-    lu    -    jah!      His    truth      is      march  -  ing      on. 


4  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat; 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  his  judgment-seat: 
0,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Himl   be  jubilant,  my  feet: 
Our  God  is  marching  on. 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  etc. 

3  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  born  across  the  sea 
With  a  glory  in  Hi-  boaoa  that  transfigures  you  and  me; 
As  He  died  to  make  neo  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free, 
While  God  is  marching  on. 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  etc. 
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CONGREGATIONAL  SINGING. 


A  DREAM. 


By  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  I  dreamed,  and  lo!  'twas  Sab-bath  eve ;— With  -  in 

2.  My  heart  was  full ;  I  wept  for  joy ;  They  had 
8.  The  scene  was  chang'd;  and  as  I  passed  A  -  long 
4.  Then  swift-er  than     the  lightning  wing,      In     air 

I 


a  church  I  stood,  Se-  clud  -  ed 

not  sung  in  vain ;  For  God  was 

the  sea    of  time,  The  church  of 

I  seemed  to  rise,  And   in   my 
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from  the  bu-sy  world,  And  shel-ter'd  by  a  wood ;  Its  altar  filled  with  mourning  souls,  The 

in     that  ho-  ly  place,  And  souls  were  born  again.  The  congre-gation,  deeply  moved,  Their 

God,  with  one  concert,  From  earth's  remotest  clime,  TJ-nit-  ed    at  the  the  self-same  hour  In 

dream  a  voice  I  heard,That  fill'd  me  with  surprise,"  'Tis  done !"  he  cried ;  from  heav'n  and  earth  One 
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young  and  old  were  there,  And  one  and  all  to-geth-er  sang  This  old  fa-mil-iar  prayer, 
earnest  prayer  renewed,  An-oth-er  hymn  of  old-  en  times  They  sang  in  tones  subdued. 
lof  -  ty  strains  to  raise  One  loud,  ecstat  -  ic  burst  of  joy,  One  glorious  hymn  of  praise, 
raptured  chorus  broke ;  And  with  that  u  -  ni  -ver-  sal  shout      I   from  my  dream  awoke. 

rit. 


Show   pit  -  y,  Lord,     O    Lord,  for  -  give,      Let       a      re  -  pent  -  ing     reb  -  el    live. 


Are     not  thy  mer -  cies    large  and  free?      May     not    a      sin  -  ner    trust  in  thee? 

££  'M-   &• 
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And     shall     I    fear       to        own    bis  cause,       Or      blush  to    6peak    his      name? 


Sing  after  third  verse   CORONATION,  C.  M, 
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0  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing  My  great  Redeemer's  praise ;  The  glories  of  my  God  and  King,   \ 


W. 


The  triumphs  of  his  grace ;  The  glories  of  my  God  and  King,  The  triumphs  of       his  grace. 
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Sing  after  fourth  verse  THE  HEAVENJLT  SHORE. 

A. 
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In       heaven  a  -  bove,  where  all      Is      love,    There'll    be  no    sor  -  row  there. 
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BY-GONE  DAYS. 
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1.  I've  wandered  to  the  village,  Tom,  I've  sat  beneath  the  tree         Upon  the  school-house 

2.  The  grass  is  just  as  green,  dear  Tom ;  bare-footed  boys  at  play    Were  sporting  there  as 
8.  That  old  schoolhouse  has  altered  some  ;  The  benches  are  replaced      By  new  ones  ver  -  y 
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play-ground, which  shelter'd  you  and  me  ; 
we  did  then,with  spir  -  its  just     as  gay  ; 
like  the  ones  our  pen-knives  have  defaced; 


But  none  were  there  to  greet  me,  Tom,  and 

But  the  master  sleeps  up -on    the  hill,  which 

The  same  old  bricks  are  in    the  wall,  the 
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few  were  left  to  know,  That  play'd  with  us  upon  the  grass,  some  twenty  years  a  -  go. 

coated  o'er  with  snow,     Af-ford-ed   us     a    sliding-place,  just  twenty  years  a  -  go. 

bell  swings  to  and  fro,    The  music's  just  the  same,  dear  Tom,'twas  twenty  yearsa  -  go. 
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4.  The  river's  running  just  as  still ;  the  willows  on  its  side 

Are  larger  than  they  were,  dear  Tom  ;  the  stream  appears  less  wide ; 
The  grape-vine  swing  is  ruined  now,  where  once  we  played  the  beau, 
And  swung  our  sweet-hearts— pretty  girls!— just  twenty  years  ago. 

6.  The  spring  that  bubbled  'neath  the  hill,  close  by  the  spreading  beach, 
Is  very  low— 'twas  once  so  high  that  we  could  almost  reach ; — 
And  kneeling  down  to  get  a  drink,  dear  Tom,  I  started  so ! 
To  find  that  I  had  changed  so  much  since  twenty  years  ago ! 

6.  The  boys  were  playing  the  same  old  game,  beneath  the  same  old  tree — 
<l  do  forget  the  name  just  now,)  you've  played  the  same  with  me 

On  that  same  spot; — 'twas  played  with  knives,  by  throwing  so  and  so; — 
The  leader  had  a  task  to  do,  there,  twenty  years  ago. 

7.  Down  by  the  spring,  upon  an  elm,  you  know  I  cut  your  name, 

Your  sweetheart's  just  beneath  it,  Torn,— and  you  did  mine  the  same; — 
Some  heartless  wretch  has  peeled  the  bark, — 'twas  dying,  sure,  but  slow, 
Just  as  the  one  whose  name  was  cut  died,  twenty  years  ago. 

8.  My  lids  have  long  been  dry,  dear  Tom,  but  tears  came  to  my  eyes — 
I  thought  of  those  we  loved  so  well — those  early  broken  ties; 

I  visited  the  old  church-yard,  and  took  some  flowers  to  strew 
Upon  the  graves  of  those  wo  loved,  some  twenty  years  ago. 

9.  Some  are  in  the  church-yard  laid,  some  sleep  beneath  the  sea; — 
But  few  are  left  of  our  old  class  excepting  you  and  me: 

And  when  our  time  shall  come,  dear  Tom,  and  we  are  called  to  go, 
I  hope  they'll  lay  us  where  we  played  just  twenty  years  ago. 


W       la  by  Fanny  Cbosbt. 
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OUR  COUNTRY, 
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1*111  I.l  r   PHILLIP8. 
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=#  ^  J  dLfe^a  •. 

1.  Our     country    un  -  rivaled     in       beauty    And     splendor  that  can  not    be        told, 

2.  Our     country,  the  birth-place  of  freedom.  The   laud  where  our  forefathers         trod, 

^  „r-  -it *  -r  -   -.■p-r-eeeeee  iO  .. 

Pflir- 

"!■  —  b — * — * — k — *~ 
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And    sang  in     the  isles 


* 


gold, 
the      for  -  est      Their  hymn  of  thanksgiving  to        God; 


zm—W— 
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The       ea  -  gle,  proud  king  of  the    mountain,       Is     soaring,    ma  -  jes  -  tic  and       free; 
Their  bark  they  had  moored  in  the  har-bor,  No  more  on    the     o  -  cean  to       roam  ; 


3r=rM=W- 


£p=SSi 
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EjH^I 
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F^=r-^ 

pft 1*— =ft — h     :*     zta: 

Thy 
And 
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riv  -  ers     and    lakes   in     their 
there    in       the    wilds   of    New 

•f-   -j*   -f-  •£  if  -r 

Mil   t     J 

grandeur,  Roll 
Eng-land,   They 

,r:  r  r  \ 

on      to      the    arms     of     the 
found-ed       a       coun  -  try    and 
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found-ed          a       coun  •  try      and           oome. 
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3  Our  country',  the  past,  and  it*  glory, 

.Still  honor  the  names  of  the  dead; 
The  iteteimu  that  crowned  thee  with  laurel, 

Th<*  h-nx-s  and  veteran*  that  bled. 
Mount  V.-rnoii,  wlx-re  Washington  slumbers. 

The  ton]  of  thy  freedom  for  years, 
A  willow  droops  tenderly  o'er  him. 

Go  hallow  bis  grave  with  thy  tears. 


4  Our  country  with  ardent  devotion, 

In  God  may  thy  children  abide; 
In  him  he  the  stn-nuth  of  our  nation, 

Hi-  laws  and  its  counsel  its  raide. 
Oar  banner,  that  time-honored  benner, 

That  Moats  o'er  the  ocean's  bright  foam, 
God  ke.-p  them  unsullied  forever. 

Our  standard,  our  union,  our  home. 
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YOUR  MISSION. 


166  [Music  as  sung  by  Philip  Phillips,  by  request  of  President  Lincoln.] 

By  permission  of  S.  Bbainabd  &  Co.,  Publishers,  Cleveland,  O. 
Words  by  Mrs.  Ellen  M.  Gates,  Beaver  Dam,  Wis.  Composed  by  S.  M.  Gbannis. 


Moderate 


J    J*  •    J^-  g     J-  ._J. 


^^P 


1.  If        you    can      not       on        the       o  -  cean     Sail         a- 

2.  If         you    are      too     weak        to     jour  -  ney      Up         the 

3.  If        you    have   not     gold       and     sil  -  ver      Ev     -     er 


r '  Q~\  ~  — m             *_       r 

'#■     f-    P — J^-    ^    J 

Ph V 

N        fe     J*      J*     «*     g  •     g    »*V  - 

mong  the  swift -est  fleet, 
mountain,  steep  and  high ; 
read  -  y       to    command; 

Rock  -  ing    on      the  high -est     bil -lows,  Laugh -ing 
You      can  stand  with -in     the    val  -  ley,  While    the 
If         you  can    not  t'wards  the  need  -  y,  Reach    an 

■A 1 1 b 

TOT d= J              J              r 

— si j* si «"i 
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,__| _J               4--        .    I   ■     -      - 
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1                    I                    t- 
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at     the  storms  you  meet ; 
mul  -  ti  -  tudes  go    by ; 
ev  -  er     o   -   pen  hand; 


You      can  stand    among     the    sail  -  ors,    Anchor'd 
You      can  chant    in    hap  -  py    measure,    As      they 
af-f 


You     can    vis   -   it     the 


flict  -  ed,     O'er    the 
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YOUR  MISSION -Concluded, 
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■Hard 


^^ 


ith-in      the    bay,  You     can  lend     a    hand    to    help  them,  As     they 

ly   pass     a  -  long,  Though  they  may  for-got     the   sin  -  ger,     They  will 

ng  you   oan  weep,         You     can    be       a    true     dis  -  ci  -  pie,     Sit  -  ting 


yet  with  - 
slow  -  ly  p 
err  -  ing  you   oan  weep 


p™ 


P^p 


$ 


PP        rail 


launch  their  boats  a  -  way, 
not  for  -  get  the  song, 
at         the      Sa  -  vior's  feet, 


As  they  launch  their  boats  a  -  way. 
They  will  not  for  -  get  the  song. 
Sit  -  ting         at        the    Sa  -  vior's  feet. 


f 
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If  you  can  not  in  the  conflict 

Prove  yourself  a  soldier  true, 
If,  where  fire  and  smoke  are  thickest, 

There 's  no  work  for  you  to  do ; 
When  the  battlefield  is  silent, 

You  can  go  with  carefnl  tread, 
You  can  bear  away  the  wounded, 

You  can  cover  up  the  dead. 


5  Do  not,  then,  stand  idly  waiting, 

For  some  greater  work  to  do  ; 
Fortune  is  a  lazy  goddess, 

She  will  never  come  to  you. 
Go  and  toil  in  any  vineyard, 

Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare. 
If  you  want  a  field  of  labor, 

You  can  find  it  any  where. 
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CELESTIAL  CITY. 


167    QUARTETTE  FOR  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  CONCERTS  AND  ANNIVERSARIES. 
Words  by  Philip  Phillips.  Arranged  from  J.  P.  Knight. 
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1.  Beau    -    -    -    -  ti  -  ful  cit 
Tenor. 


j     be    -    yond 


The 


yfofr 


a  s  ?  r=f=g 


■fe-g  r  •  r   c 


J.  Beau 

,4fto. 


-    ti  -  fal   cit    -     y,       with    man 


sion   bo      bright,  The 


ftjJ  J  J  J  J  J  .  J     Jj-^-J  J  J  J_j 


1.  Bean-ti  -  ful,  beau-ti  -  ful    cit    -     y,        the     cit  -  y,    the   cit  -  y      be-yond       The 
.Bass. 


^g 


if-rr 
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2.  Beau-ti  -  ful,  beau-ti  -  ful    oil     •     y,     with    mansion,  with  mansion  so  bright,       The 


P 
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8well    -    -  ings  of  Jordan,  the    Chris    -    tian's  bright  home;  What  sweet,  heavenly  musio    is 


ly  of  holies,  where  God 


is  the  light,  Thy  walls    -    -  are  of  jasper,  and 


pwJ^j^jaj^iz^ 


swellings,  the  swellings  of  Jordan,  the  Christian's,  the  Christian's  bright  home  ;  What  sweet,  O.what  sweot, 

[heavenly  music  is 


1J1  g  g  g  i  i^r^^^^z-^^ — s~rc~^C^ 


Holy,  the  Holy  of  holies,  where  God,  the  God  is  the  light ;  Thy  walls,  thy  walls  are  of  jasper,    and 


-ff-p-ff: 
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rtj^i  r 


heard 


iu  that  clime,     Where  angels  and  ransomod  their  strains  sweetly  chime.      No 


streets    -    -    of  pure  gold,        Resplen     -    dent     with  beauty      and  glory  un  -  told 


hoard  in  that  clime,  in  that  clime,  Where  angels,  where  angels  and  ransomed  their  strains  sweetly  chime.  No 


streets  of  pure  gold,  of  pure  gold,  Resplendent,  resplendent  with  beauty  and  glory  untold.        O 


•« 
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CELESTIAL  CITY -Continued. 


Ritard. 


sorrow,  nor  sighing,  no  sickness,  all  blest,  Where  the  faithful  and  weary  are  ever  at  rest. 


i^^g  g  s  rr  gT^g^-^gW^^f* 


take  me,   OLord!  to  thy  city  above,   To  sing  with  the  ransomed  the  songs  of  thy  love. 
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sorrow,  nor  sighing,  no  sickness,  all  blest,  Where  the  faithful  and  weary  are  eTer  at  rest.    I 


take   me,  0  Lord !  to  thy  city  above,   To  sing  with  the  ransomed  the  songs  of  thy  love.    1 


m 


^ 


fr'r-r  gr  r*-s-F-£j^g 
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I 


pray    and    I      long      for  that  cit    -    y       so     fair ;         O      beau     -     -     ti-ful  cit  -  y,         thy 


m 


pray    and    I  •    long      for  that  cit  -  y         so     fair ;         O      beau     -     -     ti-ful  cit  -  y,        thy 


Tpg.j  Jj^^fc=tt^tt^^=j=^ 


pray    and    I       long     for  that  cit  -  y  so     fair;         O    beauti-ful,  beautiful  cit  -  y,        thy 


pray    and    I      long      for  that  cit  -  y  so     fair ;         O    beauti-ful,  beautiful  cit    -    y,      thy 


i 
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joys     •    -  may  I    share !     O      beau     -     -     ti-ful  cit  -  y,  thy      joys    may  I  share 


jcys    -     -  may  I    share!    O      beautiful,  beautiful  cit  -  y,  thy     joys    may  I    eharo! 


joya,  thy  joys  may  I  share  !  O     beautiful,  beautiful  cit  -  y,  thy      joys    may  I    share! 
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CELESTIAL  CITY— Concluded. 
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Beaa-ti.-  fal,  beau-ti  -ful    cit    -    y  I       thou    cit  -  7,   thou  cit  -  y      of    God,        O 


Beau-ti  -  ful,  beau-ti  -  ful    dt     -     y !      thou    cit  -  y,  thou  cit  -  y      of    God. 


ti-ful  cit-y 


Beau    -     •     ti-ful  cit  y !  thou  city    ...    y    of  God,  Beau 


ti-ful  cit-y! 


beautiful,  beautiful  cit-y !  thou   cit    -   y,  thou  city  of  God,        Beautiful,  beautiful  cit-y!   thou 

\    w     -V- 


beautiful,  beautiful  cit-y!  thou  city,  thou  cit-y    of  God,         Beautiful,  beautiful  cit-y!  thou 


Ad  lib. 


Beau     -    -     ti-ful  cit  -  y?  Beau    -    -     ti-ful  cit  -  y!    thou    city  of       God. 


cit-y,  thou  city    of  God,       O  beautiful,  beautiful  cit  -  y  I    thou    city  of       God. 
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168 


THE  RESCUE. 


"  The  Lord  also  -will  be  a  refuge  for  the  oppressed,  a  refuge  in  time  of  trouble." 

Philip  Phillips. 


1. .      A  ship  was  on  the  mighty  deep.  With  all  her  sails  unfurl'd,  Tho'  scarce  a  breath,  that  calm  still 
2.  Her  deck  was  throng'd  with  precious  souls.  The  young  aDd  old  were  there,  And  some  withfurrow'd  brows  that 
3,  All  drank  the  cup  that  Pleasure  held, But  gave  no  tho't  to  Him.Theirheav'nly  guide,whose  bounteous 
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morn,  The  crest -ed  billow  curl'd.  For  many  an  hour  upon  the  wave,  That  state  -  ly  ves-sel 
woke  Full  man-y  a  trace  of  care.  They  glided  on, —  a  week  had  passed,  The  sky  was  still  se 
hand      Had  filled     it  to  the  brim.  But  see  far  off,  where  yonder  sun  Is     fad  -  ing  to  his 


gne 
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lay.  Then  spreadher  canvass  to  the  breeze,  And  proudly  sail'd  away. 

rene.  As  if   a  storm  could  never  change  The  beauty  of  the  scene.  4.  Now  peal  on  peal  loud  thunders 

rest;  That  bank  of  cloudsportentous  rise       A -long  the  golden  west  I 

'  _         I 
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roll,     And  vivid   lightnings  flash  I  Andnow  against  the  vessel's  side    The  an  •  gry  billows  dash t 
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THE  RESCUE.    Continued. 


^mum 


Wildblowsthewind!  thenight  is  dark!  Huge.massive  rocks  are  nearl  Theystandaghast,thatlonely 


throng,  Andcheeksareblanch'dwithfear.  5. Quick!  quick!  let  ev'rysailbefurl'd!— But  ere  thewordis 


giv'n.Thehelmis gone! theshroud'sonfirelThemastinsplintersriventOneburstof anguish, long  and 

Ml 
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deep, One  cryof  keen    des-pair,FromheartsthatfatalhourhadtaughtTheiron-lyhopewas prayer. 
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Alight.avoicefromyondertow'rComessweepingo'erthewave;        Cling  to  the  sparsllhere'shelpat 
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THE  RESCUE.    Concluded. 
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hand!  The  life-boat,The  life-boat      comes     to    savel  The  lifoboat,The  life-boat   comes  to  save  I 
N  .  N  >  l     i  (~*P+*      I      !         jS  I  fc    r*  *> 
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O,  sinner,  on     the  voyage  of  life     Thy  bark    awhile  may  glide,  As  tranquil  as  that  noble 
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ship,      A  -  long  the  ocean's  ride.  7.  ButfarfromGod.whatcanstthouhopeTOrwbere  for  refuge 


fly  When  o'er  thy  frail  and  shatter' d  bark  The  storm  is  raging  high?  The  storm  is  raging  highr 


PPP*PfP 


Close  with  the  tune  Naomi,  to  the  following  words: 


0  srlvo  thy  heart  to  Jesus  now, 
Whose  precious  word  Is  (riven ; 

The  Lite-boat  and  the  Lamp  divine, 
To  guide  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
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169       WONT  IT  BE  A  LAND  OF  GLORY? 

Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 

Scherzando. 
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I.  If     we    but    bow    the  gos  -  pel  seed,    The  Lord    will  give     us    rain ;  And, 
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Ho  -  ly  time    shall  sure  -  ly  come,  That  sweet  mil  -  len  -  lal     day,  When 
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WONT  IT  BE  A  LAND  OF  GLORY  ?— Concluded. 
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CHORUa 
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With    Je  -  bus     for       our    Mas  -  ter, 
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11  keep  that      day       in 
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view, 

And 
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la  -  bor   in    His  vine  -  yard,  Where  la- bor-ers 
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Shont  aloud,  shout  aloud,  pr 

m.  M.  m.  ■*-  *-  ■*- 
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aise  the  Lord !  SI 

lout  aloud,  shont  aloud,  praise 

the  Lord  I 

m.  -m- 

L"4:  ;  *  ;  c  r 

tt=! 

Shout  aloud,  shout  aloud,  praise  the  Lord!  Won't  it  be  a  land  of  glory?  Praise  the  Lord  I 


Oh !  what  are  these  few  days  of  care. 

These  moments  fraught  with  pain, 
Compared  with  all  the  heavenly  bliss 

Our  ransomed  souls  shall  gain. 
When,  from  each  hill  and  mountain-top. 

Salvation's  tide  shall  flow, 
And  every  woman,  man,  and  child 

The  grace  of  God  shall  know? 

With  Jesus,  etc. 


Then,  brethren,  let  us  labor  on 

Against  the  hosts  of  sin  ; 
It  we  hut  save  a  single  soul, 

We  Ml  bring  our  offering  in. 
The  gospel  trumpet  sounds  afar, 

The  nations  hear  the  cry: 
Glory  to  God,  good-will  to  men, 

The  end  of  sin  is  nigh  ! 

With  Jesus,  eto. 
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COME  JOIN  OUR  TEMPERANCE  BAND, 


Words  by  Fanny  Ckosby. 
170 


Hubert  P.  Main. 
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liiLfzj^iS:" 


i=£ 
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1.  Come,    join    our     no   -  ble     temperance  band,     Battling     for       the        right; 

2.  The        sol  -  diers    in       our       glo-rious    field,      Battling     for       the        right ; 


I      I   m*z 


Z=t- 


^=F=-5r£=fe 
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Come,    fill     our    ranks,  like      he  -  roes  stand,     Bat  -  tling      for     the        right. 
Must    hold  their  ground,  and    nev  -  er     yield,      Bat  -  tling      for     the        right. 


=EEsSj 
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The     cup     of    sin     no     Ion  -  ger  drain   Of      ev'  -  ry   joy,     the     cru  -  el   bane, 
Our    foes     on    ev'  -  ry      side    we  meet,   Our  cause  they  nev  -  er     shall     de-feat, 


:fc=ff= 
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'T  is     yours   to    break     the       ty  -  rant's  chain,  Bat  -  tling     for     the        right. 
The     temperance    ar  -    my      scorns  re  -  treat,  Bat  -  tling     for     the        right. 


> — r 
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3  We're  marching  on  with  courage  bold, 

Battling  for  the  right; 
And  like  our  veteran  sires  of  old, 

Battling  for  the  right. 
Our  flag  shall  wave  on  every  gale, 
Against  our  foes  we  must  prevail, 
For  truth  and  justice  can  not  fail, 

Battling  for  the  right. 
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1.  Yes,  I  know  thou  art  proving  to-night,  mother,  And  I  feel  thou  art  praying  for  me  ; 

2.  I  have  fought  for  the  Union  and  right,  mother;  I  have  stood  by  the  flag  of  the  free; 
8.  There's  a  chill  on  mv  forehead,  to-night,  mother;  1  am  dying  far  distant  from  thee ; 
4.  I     am     going    to    Jesus     above,     mother,  With  the  pure  and  the  blest  I  shall  be  ; 


w-^    ij— jg^i 
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For  it  comes  o'er  my  soul  like  a  vision  of  light,  And  I  know  thou  art  praying  fbr  me. 
That  Banner  so  fair,  with  its  colors  so  bright,  'T  was  the  pride  of  our  nation  and  thee. 
But  the  star  of  mv  faith  is  unclouded  and  bright,  For  I  know  thou  art  praying  for  me. 
But  my  spirit  will* guard  thee  in  lovo,  dear  mother,  Till  wafted  by  angels  to  me. 
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In  my  bosom    all  care  is     at  rest,  mother,  No  longer     by  sorrow     op  -  pressed ; 

.^ h  — m - m » -   '•a  • m   m  '  m  .m — m — m  ,m . 


O I    I  know  thou  art  praying  to-night,  mother,  And  I  know  thou  art  praying  for  me. 
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GOD  WITH  US. 

Music  by  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Lo !   our    fa  -  thers'  God  is    with    us !  We    can  trace    his  might-y  hand      In      our 
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churches,vast  in  number, Wide  extending  o'er  our  land  ;  Let  our  full  u-nit  -  ed  cho-rus  Ev-er 

/7\ 


ritard. 
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on-ward  roll  a-  long,  And  the  year  of  time  be  vo  -  cal  With  our  loud,  ec-stat-  ic  song. 
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CHOEUS,  by  Wm.  B.  Bradbury.    Full  and  loud. 
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Marching  a-long,  we  are  marching  along ;  Eising  and  progressing,  we  are  marching  along ;  Our 


"I  *»     *»     k     k  t"»    V 

hearts  are  united,  and  this  be  our  song,  Our  fathers'1  God  is  with  us,  while  we're  marching  along. 


Lo !  our  fathers'  God  is  with  us ! 

Lost  in  wonder,  we  adore 
Him  who  brought  them  safely  hither 

With  the  Gospel  to  our.  shore. 
Fired  with  zeal,  and  armed  with  courage, 

Strong  in  faith  and  love  divine, 
Thro'  the  darkest  cloud  that  gathered 

They  could  see  his  glory  shine — Cho. 

Lo !  our  fathers'  God  is  with  us ! 

They  have  laid  their  armor  down, 
They  have  passed  the  vale  of  shadow, 

Left  the  cross  to  wear  the  crown : 


We  must  bear  their  glorious  standard, 
Wield  our  veteran  fathers'  sword, 

In  the  army  of  the  faithful 
We  are  battling  for  the  Lord.— Cho. 

4.  Lo!  our  fathers'  God  is  with  us! 

Sing  aloud  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  increasing  and  progressing, 

Brethren,  let  us  all  rejoice  ! 
Hallelujah  !  what  a  meeting, 

When  we  reach  the  shining  shore, 
There  with  Saints  who've  gone  before  us, 

Shout  Free  Grace  for  evermore.— Cho. 
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REFACE 


This  Book  appears  in  answer  to  many  solicitations,  from  sources  which  are 
worthy  of  respect  and  response.  The  plan  and  contents  of  the  "  Singing  Pilgrim" 
have  been  so  heartily  endorsed  both  in  this  country  and  in  Europe,  that  a  kindred 
want  seems  to  have  been  created  by  its  use — viz.,  that  of  a  Book  which  shall 
contain  the  Tried  and  Standard  Songs  of  the  Sanctuary,  the  Prayer  Room  and  the 
Sabbath  School.  These  pages  are  largely  enriched  by  pieces  that  have  outlived 
the  ephemeral  melodies  of  the  day ;  the  words  and  music  of  which  have  become 
sacred  to  the  heart,  and  which  repeated  use  will  only  the  more  endear  to  all  who 
sing  or  hear  them  at  home,  at  social  or  public  services,  abroad,  or  anywhere. 

Besides  these  Gems  (that  age  will  only  intensify  in  value),  this  book  contains 
many  New  Compositions  prepared  not  merely  to  add  to  the  list  of  books  already 
extant,  but  rather  to  reach  aud  rescue  human  souls  by  the  charms  of  the  Gospel. 

Mere  sentiment  in  poetry  and  jingle  of  sound,  however  pleasing  to  the  ear, 
have  been  avoided,  for  the  sake  of  truth  in  tones,  that  are  at  once  delightful  and 
dignified. 

It  will  be  observed  that  this  work  is  arranged  in  topical  departments,  a  feature 
which  will  commend  itself  to  all  lovers  of  order.  Choristers  and  Leaders  will  find 
this  arrangement  one  of  great  convenience.  As  any  phase  of  christian  experience 
can  be  readily  supplemented  by  a  song,  there  is  always  a  double  power  in  a  tune 
expressive  of  the  words  !  and  this  power  is  doubled  again  when  the  words  are  made  to 
emphasize  and  re-echo  the  theme  of  the  moment. 

Adaptation  to  times,  circumstances  and  impressions  is  essential  to  the  "Service  of 
Song"  and  makes  every  note  of  praise  an  appointed  Missionary  of  good. 

To  the  numerous  composers  whose  productions  appear  in  this  work,  under  their 
respective  names,  the  Author  tenders  his  grateful  acknowledgments. 

A  few  of  the  choicest  pieces  have  been  arranged  from  melodies  found  afloat 
by  the  Author  in  Europe,  during  his  visit  in  the  year  1868,  and  others  are  adopted 
from  German  and  English  authorities.  For  the  anonymous  pages  the  Author 
assumes  all  responsibility. 

It  is  confidently  hoped  that  this  work,  prepared  in  the  love  of  souls,  and  in  the 
faith  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  will  supply  a  want  in  the  means  of  worship, 
which  shall  secure  for  it  the  name  which  has  been  adopted :  "  New  Standard 
Singer." 


New  York,  March  1st,  1869. 
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SONGS    BY   THE   WAY. 


No.  1 


He  leads  us  on. 


Philip  Phillips. 


"  He  Uadelh  me.  in  the  path*  of  righteousness  for  his  Name's  sake. 
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He    leads    us      on         by    paths  we    did  not  know,  Up- wards    he    leads       us 
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though  our  steps  are  slow.  Though  oft  we  faint  and  falter  by  the  way,  Tho'  stormsanddarkn-ss 
refrain.  ^s    /f  slow. 
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oft  ob-scure  the  day.    But  when  the  clouds  are  gone,    We  know  he  leads  us  on,        He 
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AT  THE   END  OP  THE   LAST  VERSE. 
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leads  us   on,     He  leads  us   on. 
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He    leads  us  on,     He  leads  us  on,    He  leads  us  on 


He  leads  us  on  through  all  the  trying  years, 
Past  al  I  our  dream!  and  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears, 
He  guides  our  steps  through  all  the  tangled  maze, 
In    atbs  of  peace  and  wisdom's  pleasant  ways. 
lie/rain — But  when,  &c 


And  he  at  last,  after  the  weary  strife, 
Will  lead  us  home  to  everlasting  life. 
No  partiug  there,  or  pain  on  that  bright  -«horfc. 
We'll  meet  dear  friends  and  f-ing  for  evermore, 
He/rain — But  when,  <foc. 


SONGS    BY    THE    WAY. 


NO.   2. 


The  Old,  Old  Story. 


The  love  of  ChrUt  ichich  puaneth  knowledge.' 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 
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1.  Tell  rue  the  old,  old   sto  -  ry   Of  unseen  things  above,      Of  Je-sus  liodhifl 

d.  s.  For  I  amwcakaud 
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glo  -  ry,    Of    Je  -  sus    and  his  love. 

wea-ry,  And  help-less   and  de -filed. 
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Tell    me   the  sto-  ry    sim  -  ply,  As 
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to    a    lit-  tie  child,  Tell  rne    the  old,  old     sto  -  ry,  It  will  my  spir-it 
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move ;  Oh,  tell   me   the    old,  old     sto  -  rv     Of 


Je-sus  and  his     love. 
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2  Tell  me  the  story  slowly, 

That  I  may  tak«-  it  in. 
That  wouderful  redemption, 

God's  remedy  for  sin. 
Tell  me  the  story  often, 

For  I  forget  so  so<.nl 
The  "early  dew"  of  morning 

Has  passed  away  at  noon. 


3  Tell  me  the  same  old  story. 

When  you  h;ive  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  entthig  DM  too  dear. 
Oh,  yea,  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  dawning  on  my  soul, 
Tell  rne  the  old,  old  st'>ry, 

"Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole Iw 


SONGS    BY    THE    WAY 


No.  3 


Jesus,  blessed  Jesus. 


Cleanse  tliou  me  from  secret  faults." 


S,  J.  Vail. 


9: 


1.  Je- bus,  blessed     Je   -  sus,     I  would  fol-  low  thee  ;  Meek  aod  pure  and 

2.  Je-sus,  blessed     Je  -  sus,  Keep  me  near  thy  side;  Lest  the  world's  al- 

^—  0 # 0 s-T-(9 &—  r0 0 0 0-j-9 r-0 0 0—  m  —  r 

r_# — 0 — 0 #— L-s> e — c 


=fc=t=3 


ho   -   ly,      Thy  dis  -  ci  -  pie       be.  Free  from  sin   and      fol 

lure-ments  Cause  my  feet    to      slide.         On    the  rock   of        a 

O~-r-0 1 1— , r-m i m  _#__^_Q_ 


ges, 


- — . © © — . 0 1 .— r—    M _ 0 , ^ -= r 

r 0 — #_#  — .1 c_«  ^_#  _#_i  ©-^ — cy   #^-r^^,— - «i 

Free  from  worldly   strife.  Trusting  ia  thy  mer  -  it     For  e-  ter-  nal   life. 
Firm-ly     let    me   stau'l,  Yielding  strict  obedience  To  my  Lord's  command. 

0 0 0        *-T-Q 0  —  0—0  —       -& — s»—   f  — 1 1-, rc 

iii  i 


3  Purer  yet  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind, 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 

Every  duty  find ; 
Hoping  still  and  trusting 

God  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believiug 

He  will  make  all  clear.     ' 

4  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 

Trial  bear  and  pain, 
Surer  yet  and  surer 

Peace  at  last  to  gain  ; 
Suffering  still  and  doing, 

To  his  will  resigned, 
And  to  God  subduing 

Heart,  and  will,  and  mind. 


5  Higher  yet  and  higher 

Out  of  clouds  and  night, 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 

Rising  to  the  lLdit — 
Li^ht  serene  and  holy, 

Where  my  soul  may  rest, 
Purified  and  lowly, 

Sanctified  and  blest. 

6  Quicker  yet  and  quicker 

Ever  onward  press, 
Firmer  yet  and  firmer 

Step  as  I  progress : 
Oft  these  earnest  longings 

Swell  within  my  breast ; 
Yet  their  inner  meaning 

Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 


SONGS   BY   THE   WAY. 


No.  4 


Saviour  and  Friend. 


**  The  Lord  it  my  light.' 


^ 


m 


fcfc 


^-4 


^ 


iV'-H-d 


■? 7 

1.  Rest        of      the        wea 

2.  Pil    -    low  where 


A£ 


J, 


ij 


of    the         sad, 

rests   its         head, 

6 


Re    -    fuge  from      dan 
Breath      of       the         ho 

When  my  feet  stumble, 

I'll  t<>  Thee  cry  ; 
Crown  of  the  humble, 

CfUH  of  the  high. 

When  my  steps  wander, 

Over  mc  bend, 
Truer  and  fonder, 

Saviour  and  Friend. 


ger,  Sa  -  viour   and     Friend. 

Iy,  8a  -  viour    and     Friend, 

4  Ever  confessing 

Thee,  1  will  raise 
Unto  thee  blessing, 
Glory  and  praujnj 
All  my  end.  avow, 

World  without  end, 
Thine  to  be  ever, 

"in  auo  Friend. 


SONGS   BY   THE  WAY. 


No.  5. 


Seek  the  Saviour. 


Geo.  P.  Root. 


"0  God,  thou  art  my  God,  early  will  I  seek  thee." 


tr       ^£    i      p     k    v    r     i      \rv    r—9—*? 

KKj1,  ww  j  fc      fc      I  *     *     S 

jL    jL    jL        I         h      f*      !       jL      jL    jL.    jL.    M.   J.    *_ 


§ 


-*-y ^-J-l 1 ^ ^  -M— 


:=fc 


1.     Seek,  the    Sa  -  viour  !  tho'    a  -  round  thee,  Drops  a  dark    and  dis  -  mal 


! 


n    S      Ki-j -rV- *~-V3— 1—^   J*,     »       A    M> 

*    *    I      >    h    h  \     ,        "    '     'ff 

«       «      -*   •      •  -      •       •       •       m         \.      *       :         h      i.      l 


^5.- 


P»     P"    J.      I»      IS     K 


\    s 


cloud,   Though  it  feels     so    deep  and  hea  -  vy     on     a   heart  with  sor-row 


J*_A  J-J-J^AJ 


JL       N     N 


fc=fctt 


J-J*   ^-i 


1  = ___^_t_^_^_^l^_zz^_p_^±: 


bowed,   Seek  him  quick -ly,  time  is     pass-ing,  Pass-ing    ra   -    pid-ly      a  - 


w  s,  1 — fML-jyJ — j — h  _^r_H — ,    - 


i       V 
s     i 


F— — k— k-Li p-v    k-H — 


way      Lis-ten     to    the  words  that  tell  you,  There  is  still  a  brighter   day. 


Seek  the  Saviour  !  though  life's  tempest 

May  unfurl  life's  chilling  bkvt; 
There  is  hope  for  thee  my  brother, 

Storms  will  not  for  ever  last. 
Don't  give  up,  and  cry  forsaken  ! 

Don't  begin  to  say  you're  lost : 
Look  !  there  comes  a  gleam  of  sunshine  ; 

See  what  your  redemption  cost. 


Seek  the  Saviour  !  don't  be  grieving 

O'er  that  darksome  billow  there  ; 
Life's  a  sea  of  stormy  billows, 

We  must  meet  them  everywhere  ; 
Pass  right  through  them,  do  not  tarry, 

Overcome  the  heaving  tide. 
There's  a  sparkling  gleam  of  sunshine 

Waiting  on  the  o.her  side. 


SONGS    BY   THE    WAY. 


Ko    6 


Eternal  Life. 


Philip  Phillips. 


1  Fight  the  good  fight  of  faith  ;  lay  hold  on  eternal  life. 


I      Evangelist.  Would'st  thou  be  saved?  no  time     to    lose;  A  -  rise,  and  run    the  heaven -ly  ro.vd  ; 


i 


17^— 


m-JLULJz 


-W~ir. 


*=£ 


Xi 


Would  st  thou  be  blest?  then,     pil  -  frim,  haste  To    leave  des-truc  tion's dread  abode. 


chorus.       P-5__i_f^     r— ' 


-5      I I 


s^ill 


"*     *      I 


I        I       I      I  ^       I       I      i      l        I 

0     come  !  /0  come  ! \  the     Sa - viour  calls,    "I      am     the  way,    the 
\      echo.      ) 


%mm 


3 


-S-  M  -S-  '  g 


i»=3S: 


rr 


V 


§1 


=> — • 


r 


See 


^     s     *     s 


22 


g 


truth,         the        life ;"  Come  hith    -    er,        burdened  soul,   to       me. 


Pilgrim. 

O,  tell  me  how  !  0.  tell  me  where  ! 
The  way  I  loug  have  sought  to  know ; 
But  four  the  guilt  and  sin  1  bear 
"Will  sink  me  in  the  depths  of  woe. 
0,  cume,  etc. 

BvangdifL 

Gf<d's  word  will  guide  thee ;  dost  thou  see 
A  light  Irani  youuer  distant  hill? 
On,  Pilgrim,  ou  !  it  shines  for  thee, 
With  steady  course  pursue  it  still. 
U,  cume,  etc. 


Pilgrim. 

God's  word  shall  guide  me  ;  yes,  It 
A  light  from  yonder  distant  hill ; 
O,  tell  me,  doe-,  it  shine  for  me? 
Hail,  glorious  li^ht !   I  will,  I  will  I 
0,  come,  etc. 

PiUjrim. 

Farewell,  a  long  farewell  to  those 
Who  seek  to  stay  me  as  I  tiy  ; 
My  ears  against  their  call  I  close, 
Life,  life,  eternal  life  !   my  cry. 
O,  come,  etc 


NnTK. — Tins  song  may  be  snag  as  a  Duet  between  the  Teacher*  and  the  -chool ;  <-r  when 
rtnUT.-iia-T  Solos  (iDiiiaio^uo;,  the  Chorus  should  be  bung  Irum  another  fOOfU  org;»l.ery  out  of  sigb\ 
M  an  echo.  M 
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SONGS    BY  THE   WAY. 


No  7 


Our  Sabbath  Home, 


Haley. 


0  how  amiable  art  thy  dwellings,  thou  Lord  of  Hosts.' 


as 


£T3L]£g 


zr_ 


FP 


^S 


iii     ii     r  r 


I     I 


zz 


=i^4 


§ 


1.  0   -   pen    now    thy    gates    of    beau  -  ty !    Zi    -   on,      let     me 

£fc 1 I-t 1- n — F^* l-i — ! 1 Hi —    — ! I-t-J 


r 

en   -   ter    there,      Where    my 


il,       in      joy    -    ful    du  -   ty, 


n=& 


& 


122" 


?=F? 


#— *■ 


J_i_J_feJ 


;&> 


J. 


p 


E£p 


^=,LC 


Waits    for      him      that    an  -  swers  pray'r.       Oh        how  bless  -  ed 


is        this    place,         Filled   with      so  -  lace,    light,      and  grace. 


2  Here  thy  praise  is  gladly  chanted, 
Here  thy  seed  is  duly  sown  ; 

Let  my  soul,  where  it  is  planted, 
Bring  forth  precious  sheaves  alone  : 

So  that  all  I  hear  may  be 

Fruitful  uuto  life  in  me. 


3  Yes,  my  God,  I  come  before  thee, 
Come  thou  also  down  to  me  ; 

Where  we  hnd  thee  and  adore  thee, 
There  a  heaven  on  earth  must  be 

To  my  heart,  oh,  enter  thou, 

Let  it  be  thy  temple  now. 
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Nature's  Song.    C.  M.  Double. 

NO.    8 GlAEDINI. 

""■God  said,  Let  tht  earth  bring  forth  grass." 


7?       ■*      ■& 
1.  There'snot      a     tint  that  paints  the  ro&e,    Or     decks  tbe  lil  -  y       fair, 

__      *_r_a — ft— a — 0        0  —         m  \  J 


*"     J& 9-^-\ 


-*■      -r±        -at      •*+  l  I  w     .  t       J 


Or  streaks  the  humblest  flower  that  blows,  But  God  has  placed   it     tbere. 


•j:  ^ffi^N^s^aaa^^^^ 


r 


tr  ,  r  t— y     j 


At     ear  -  ly  dawn  there's  not     a    gale,     A-  cross    the  landscape  driven, 

r&i-rW-     -r — Efcc=^E=E^-f£r -t— R-  --.E 

"•"    ^     T    ^  i  ^tl?" 

And  not       a  breeze  that  sweeps  the  vale,  That  is      not  sent   by    heaven. 


There's  not  of  grass  a  single  blade, 

Or  leaf  of  loveliest  preen, 
Where  heavenly  skill  is  not  displayed, 

An<l  lieavenlv  wisdom  seen. 
Around,  beneath,  below,  above, 

Wherever  ppnee  extends, 
Ihni  God  dUp'avs  bis  boundless  love, 

And  power  with  mercy  blends. 
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SONGS    BY   THE    WAY. 


No.  9. 


The  Water  of  Life; 


Wll.   B.   JbTRADBURY. 


I  will  give  unto  him  that  is  athirst  of  the  fountain  of  the  water  of  life  freely.' 

K4- 


^^ft-g-g-g-g  g-rf-e-r"  r    ^p^p 


Je  -  sus   the  wa-ter     of   life   will  give    Free  -  ly,  free-ly,  free  -  ly; 
Come  to  that  fountain,  0  drink  and  live,    Free  -  ly,  free  -  ly,  free  -  ly ; 


ff*fff=fF 

V    V    V    V    V     I,     '   ' 


N  * 


*    N    S    S    ^^|JE^Z}zjfe^^-^^Li[ 


s 


K  N  N  K 
<i    d    d    d 


tt 


J  p 


"  '  !/  "-"J    >  I 


2nd. 

i  i 


Duet. 

The 


^L^_JLA-| k-l |_,r     '      -j-n r 


•  i  i 

Jesus  the  water  of  life  will  give  Freely  to  those  who  love  him. 
Come  to  that  fountain,  0  drink  and  live,  Flowingforthosethat      . 


love  him. 
^  •  Chorus. 


.  m     ,  .  Chords.  Duet.  .    .  ^  »  Chorus. 


Spirit  and  th<3  Bride  say  come,  Free-ly,  free-ly,  free-ly,  And  he  that  is  thirsty,  let  him  come  And 

I     M     >   I.  J  * 

-0-  -m-9-  -m-  -9   -•-  -m- 


® 


K^X 


T~1T~W~'W- 


e=£ 


y-t- 


=sg 


Full  Chorus. 

,S    ft    V 


drink  of  the  wat«r  "f  life 


frerrrf 


<^— ^-HP— #— 0^- 


Wl4} 


£** 


The  fountain  or  life      is   fl-w-ing,    Flow-hif,  free-lv 


■V— V— ^~ ^--"    ^H-h       I — H 


jL>_J_d_J_ 


s-g=p=e 


3; 


££& 


Ss=5^ 


■Pi 


/  /  ?  i 

t 


ivy  • 


>^qv 


flow  -  ing,    The    fountain  of  life      is  flow  -  ing,    Is  flowing &>r  you  and  for    nir-.  .  . 

I  ■     fc      fc  SI        I       ft     ft  J*   Is  *     ^  !    ' 

-d .      \      r     d       ft     ft   I      J      J.J      J_.J__> LdVflL-**_Lr  J*^_J 


^ 


From  aFRESu  Laurels,'"  by  permisition  of  Bifflow  ik  Muin 
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2  Jesus  has  promised  ■  home  in  he;iven, 

Freely,  freely,  freely  ; 
Jesus  has  promised  a  home  in  heaven, 

Freely  to  those  that  love  him. 
Treasures  unfading  will  there  be  given, 

Freely,  freely,  freely  ; 
Treasures  unfading  will  there  be  given, 
Freely  to  those  that  love  him.       Cho. 

3  Jesus  has  promised  a  robe  of  white, 

Freely,  freely,  freely  ; 
Jesus  has  promised  a  robe  of  white, 
Freely  to  those  that  love  him  ; 


Kingdoms  of  glory  and  crowns  of  light, 

Freely,  freely,  freely  ; 
Kingdoms  of  glory  and  crowuJ  of  Light, 
iv  to  those  that  love  him.      Cho. 
4  Jesus  has  promised  eternal  day, 
Freely,  freely,  freely; 
Jesm  has  promised  sternal  day, 

Freely  to  those  that  love  him: 
Pleasure  that  never  shall  pass  away, 

Freely,  freely,  freely  ; 
Pleasure  that  never  shall  pass  away, 
Freely  to  those  that  love  him.      Cho. 


No   10 


'Tis  Blessed  to  Give. 


Philip  Phillips, 


^o 

,     w     »     *     > 

"  God  loveth  the  cheerful  giver.' 

j      %   v  V  - s  -*-s 

~*      0    d     •    •    0    =P 

— 1 7f 
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>__>__>_s 
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H  •  .  e 
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*       P       »       > — 7* 

*  4  *  i  j. 
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v  v  /  / 
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■ 

-f-f-* — 
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*     t     0    0 
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-*'       « 

0- 
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1      !  xAs  God  has  kindly  blessed  us,  To  others  let  us  give  ;     j  Not  with  a  vafn  am_ 

I  N  ot  with  a  grudging  spirit,  Or  that  our  deeds  may  live  :  J 
D.C.     No   meiit  in  a  kindness  That  claims  reward  again.    (Q„  onto  Chorus.) 

w  w      S ! w       S      S      S      K 


qp3 


fc  r    V    » 


D.C.  „  / 

-    ,    ^  m   i  ch°-  us-  n  n  k 

—    -*•-•-    d     +-  *  _S    d     d 

0     0     0— 


>-*4-P-' 


"I 


f=Z=Ft 


tion,  To  win  the  praise  of  men. 


Now  in    the  name  of    J< 


Je  -  sus,  Our 


S    S    ^    >     J         S      |S    ,     w    *      I        *>+    **  ^\e>      i 


alms  we  should  bestow  ;  God  loves  a  cheerful   giv-er  :  the    Bi-ble  tells  us     so. 


2  vow  in  the  world  before  us 

A  glorious  field  we  see  ; 
And  m  our  Master's  vineyard 

How  active  we  should  be. 
The  Sabbath  schools  around  us, 

For  help  they  loudly  call ; 
Home  missions,  too,  remember, 

And  freely  give  to  alL  Cho. 


3  The  cause  of  foreign  missions 

Our  zealous  care  demands  ; 
We'll  send  the  blessed  Bible 

To  distant  heathen  lands. 
That  they  may  hear  of  Jesus, 

Whom  we  so  dearly  love  ; 
May  leave  their  senseless  iduls, 

And  worship  God  above.        Cho, 
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No.  11 


All  Things  Earnest. 


"My  days  are  swifter  than  a  weaver's  shuttle. 
Very  slowly  and  pathetically. 

-I- 


JOSEPH  DTBK. 


tr— -^i i   ' '      i   '  {'    f     !      ^~ — F^ — f^f — ^L^^ni 


r 

Time      is     earnest,    Passing     by ;       Death  is     earnest,    Drawing   nigh 


3fe3?=F4g^g 


t==&=\ 


fe^t 


-&s- 
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tt 


w 
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Sin    -    ner,    wilt     thou       tri  -   fling       be  ?      Time     and      death    ap- 


m 


i 


PP? 


.//■ 


t 


eal         to 


Z2I 


peal         to         thee. 


Time     and    death      ap   -  peal 


-R-*- 


I 
thee. 

4-, 


-&- 


Z2I 


Z2I 


ez 


Life  is  earnest : 

When  'tis  o'er, 

Thou  returnest 

Never  more ; 
Scon  to  meet  Eternity, 
Wilt  thou  never  serious  be  ? 

3. 

Heaven  is  earnest : 

Solemnly 

Float  its  voices 

Down  to  thee. 
0  thou  mortal,  art  thou  gay, 
Sporting  through  thine  earthly  day  ? 


Hell  is  earnest 
Fiercely  roll 


Burning  billows 

Near  thy  soul. 
Woe  for  thee,  if  thou  abide 
Unredeemed,  unsanctified  J 

5. 

God  is  earnest  : 

Kneel  and  pray 

Ere  thy  season 

Pass  1  way  ; 
Ere  be  set  his  judgment  throne, 
Vengeance  ready,  mercy  gone. 

6. 

Christ  is  earnest : 

Bids  thee,  "Come!" 

Paid  thy  spirit's 

Priceless  sum. 
Wilt  tLou  spurn  thy  Saviour's  love, 
Pleading  with  thee  from  above  ? 


SONGS    BY   THE   WAY. 
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No  12      In  Wrath  remember  Mercy. 


Hold  thou  me  up  and  I  thall  b«  *afe." 


mmm 


1.  Gent-ly,  gent-ly     lay  thy    rod     On    my     sin  -  ful  head,   0 

2.  Heal  me,  for    my  flesh  is  weak;  Heal,  me   for  thy  grace    I 


God; 
seek; 


1         I         I- 


zan 


r~r>rrxi 


r~^ 


mm# 


Stay  thy  wrath,  in     mer  -  cy  stay,   Lest     I     sink     be  -  fore    its     sway. 
This   my    ou  -  ly      plea    I  make,  Heal  me     for    thy     mer-cy's     sake. 


3  Who  within  the  silent  grave 
Shall  proclaim  thy  power  to  save? 
Lord,  my  sinking  soul  reprieve, — 
Speak,  and  1  shall  rise  and  live  ! 


4  Lo,  he  comes  !  he  heeds  my  plea  ! 
Lo,  he  comes  !  the  shadows  Bee  ! 
Glory  round  me  dawns  once  more ; 
lli.se,  my  spirit,  and  adore ! 


Ho.13        The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd. 


1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I  |  shall  not  |  want : 

He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pastures ;  he  leadeth  me  be-  |  side  the  | 
still —  |  waters. 

2  He    re.storeth    my    soul  ;    he    leadeth    me    in    the   paths  of  righteousness,    for 

his  |  name's —  |  sake. 
Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil ; 
for  thou  art  with  me,  thy  rod  ami  thy  j  staff,  they  I  comfort  |  me. 

3  Thou  jireparest  a  table  liefore  me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies  ;  thou  anointest 

my  head  with  oil.  my     can  runneth  '  over. 
Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life,  and  I  shall 
dwell  in  the  j  house  of-the  |  Lord  for  |  ever.  Psalm  xxiii. 
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SONGS    BY   THE    WAY. 


NO.   14 


Pilgrims  of  the  Night. 


Art.  by  J.  Bowling. 


Are  they  not  ail  ministering  spirits,  sent  forth  to  minister  for  them  who  shall  be  heirs  of  heaven  t ' 
Moderate.  mf. 
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1.   Hark !  hark !  my  soul,        an  -  gel  -  ic  songs  are  swelling,    O'er  earth's  green 


3t± 


s=a 


* 


s  'X,    < 


fields,     and    ocean's  wave-beat     shore ;       How  sweet   the     truth     those 
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blessed  strains  are  telling,       Of  that  new   life,  where  sin  shall  be  no  more. 
Chohus.     Allegretto^ 
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An  -  gels  of  Je    •   sus !     An-gels  of    light,        Sing-ing      to  welcome     the 
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pilgrims  of     the  night,       Singing     to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the   night. 
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Darker  than  night,  life's  shadows  close 

■round  us,  [murk  ; 

And  like  benighted  men  we  miss  our 

God  bide*  himself,  and  grace  has  scarcely 

found  us,  [dark. 

Ere  death  finds  out  his  victims  in  the 

Angels  of  Jesus,  &c. 

3. 

Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them 

singing  [come." 

' '  Conie,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you 

A.nd  through  the  dark,  it  echoes  gently 

riuging, 

The  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  &c. 


Cheer  up  my  soul !  Faith's  moonbeams 

softly  glisten  [sea ; 

Upon  the  breast  of  life's  most  troubled 

And  it  will  cheer  thy  drooping  heart  to 

listen  [mean  for  thee. 

To    those   brave   songs   which    angels 

Angels  of  Jesus,  etc. 

5. 

Angels,   sing  on,  your  faithful  watches 
keeping,  [above, 

Sing*  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  song« 
While  we  toil  on,  and  soothe  ourselves 
with  weeping,  [less  love. 

Till  life's  long  night  shall  break  in  end- 
Angels  of  Jesus,  etc. 


ICo.  15 


The  Pilgrim  Invited. 


'  Turn,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die  f 


I  I  FINE. 


j    Pil-grim, burdened  wi'h  thy  sin,   Come  the   way   to     Zi-on'sgate; 
I  There,  till  Mer  -  cy   let  thee    in,  Knock  and  weep,  and  watch  and  wait. 
D.c.   Watch — for  sa-ving grace  is    nigh;  Wait— till  heavenly  light  appears. 


1. 


t 


*=*; 


±=£3 


*=*: 


1/    i 


r  i  r  r'f 


*3=t 


31 


wm 


n 


U-l 


< — § 


*=f: 


D.C. 

Knock — heknowsthe  sin-ner'scry;  Weep — He  loves   the   mourner's   tears; 

2.  3. 

Holy  pilgrim  !  what  for  thee 
In  a  world  like  this  remain? 
From  thy  gu  rded  breast  shall  flee 
Fear  and  shame,  and  doubt  and  pain. 
Fear — the  hoj>e  of  heaven  shall  My, 
Shame  — from  glory's  vi*w  retire, 
Doubt — in  certain  rapture  die, 
Pain — in  endless  bliss  expire. 


Hark  !  it  is  the  Bridegroom's  voice : 
Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest ; 
Now  within  the  gate  rejoice, 
Safe  and  sealed,  and  bought  and  blest. 
Safe— from  all  th  •  lures  of  vice, 
Sealed  -  by  signs  the  chosen  know, 
Bought — by  love  and  life  the  price, 
Blest— the  mighty  debt  to  owe. 
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No.  16 


A  Song  in  the  Night. 


'  lie  will  give  His  angel*  charge  over  thte. 
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Sa  -  viour,    be     thou   nejir      me,  Through,  life's  night ;     . 
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cry,  and  thou  wilt  hear  me,     Be    my    Light ! 
Sill 
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My    dim  sight  ach  -  iug, 
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Gent-ly  thou'rt  making  Meet  for    a  -  wak  -  ing,  Where  all      is       bright. 

SSI  S      J* 
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2  Through  time's  swelling  ocean 
Be  my  guide ! 
From  tempest's  wild  commotion 
Hide,  0  hide! 


Life's  crystal  river 
Storms  ruffle  never; 
Anchor  me  ever 

On  that  calm  tide  1 


Christ  our  Light. 


No.  17 
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A  Light  that  shinetk  in  a  dark  place 
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f  Je  -  sus,     Sun      of     Right -eous  -  ness,      Brightest     beam     of 
\  With  the      ear  -  ly     morn  -  ing       rays       Do    thou      on      our 
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CHJMST  OUR  LIGHT— continued. 
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All      our    night ! 


£ 


4 


ZE 


2  As  on  drooping  herb  and  flower 

Falls  the  sott  refreshing  dew, 
Let  thy  Spirit's  grace  and  power 

A 11  our  weary  souls  renew  ; 
Showers  of  blessing  over  all 
Softly  fall ! 

3  Like  the  sun's  reviving  ray, 

May  thy  love  with  tender  glow 
All  our  coldness  melt  away, 

Warm  and  cheer  us  forth  to  go ; 
Gladly  serve  thee  and  obey 
All  the  day  I 


4  Oh,  our  only  hope  and  guide  1 

Never  leave  us  nor  forsake: 
Keep  us  ever  at  thy  side, 

Till  th'  eternal  morning  break ; 
Moving  on  to  Ziou  hill 

Homeward  still  1 

5  Lead  us  all  our  days  and  years 

In  thy  straight  and  narrow  way  ; 
Lead  us  through  the  vale  of  tears 

To  the  land  of  perfect  day, 
Where  thy  people,  fully  blest* 
Safely  rest  1 


No.  18 


God  is  Near  Thee. 
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t  near,  0  Lord 
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God  defends  him,  God  attends  him, 

When  he  cries  1 
God  attends  him  when  he  cries. 

4  God  is  near  thee,  therefore  cheer  thee, 
Sad  soul  1 
He'll  defend  thee,  when  around  thee 

Billows  roll. 
When  around  thee  billows  rolL 


2  Calm  thy  sadness,  look  in  gladness, 

On  high ! 
Faint  and  weary,  pilgrim,  cheer  thee, 

Help  is  nigh ! 
Pilgrim,  cheer  thee,  help  is  nigh  ! 

3  Mark  the  sea-bird  wildly  wheeling 

Through  the  skies ! 
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No.  19 


Sweet  Spirit,  Comfort  Me. 


English, 
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"  He  shall  give  His  angels  charge  over  thee." 
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[n      the    time  of    my     dis  -  tress,  When  temp-ta  -  tions    me    op- 
iVhen  I        lie    within      my      bed,     Sick     in  heart,  and    sick    in 
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press,  And  wlien  I      my    sins  con  -  fess,      Sweet  Spi  -  rit,  comfort    me. 
head,  And  with  doubts  discom  -  fit  -  ed,       Sweet   Spi  -  rit,  comfort    me. 
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3. 

When  the  house  doth  sigh  and  weep, 
And  the  world  is  drown'd  in  sleep, 
Yet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 


When  the  judgment  is  reveal'd, 
And  that  opened  which  was  sealed, 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 


Jesus'  Love. 


No.  20 


1  God  is  Love. 
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1.   How  lov  -  ing    is     Je-sus,  Who  came  from  the  sky,      In     ten-der-est 
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pi  -  ty    For    sin  -  ners    to    die ! 
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JESUS'  LOVE— continuetL 


■  i  n»y 


nailM  to  the     tree,      Ami  all  this  he     suffer' d    for   you  and  for     me. 

1  aifff  1 1'  itiri-e^mzSm 

When    weak    he   supports  them  ;   when 

erring  he  guides, 
And  everything  needful  he  kindly    pro- 
vides. 

4  0  give,  then,  to  Jesus 
Your  earliest  days : 
They  only  are  blessed 
Who  walk  in  his  ways  ; 

In  life  and  in  death  he  will  still  be  your 
Friend,  [end. 

For  whom  Jesus  loves,  he  loves  to  the 


2  How  gladly  does  Jesus 
Free  pardon  impart, 
To  all  who  receive  him 
By  faith  in  their  heart ! 

No  evil  befalsthem;  their  home  is  above, 
And  Jesus  throws  round  them  the  arms 
of  his  love. 

3  How  precious  is  Jesus 
To  all  who  believe  ; 
And  out  of  his  fulness 
What  grace  they  receive  ! 


No.  21 


How  Much  I  Owe. 

"  I  have  loved  thee." 


1.  When  this  pass-ing  world  is     done.  When  has  sunk  yon  glar  -  ing  sun, 
D.c. — Then,  Lord,  shall  I    ful  -  ly     know — Not  till  then— how  much  I   owe. 
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When  I  stand  with  Christ  in  glory,     Looking  o'erlife's  finish'd  sto-ry ; — d.c. 
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2  When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
Dressed  in  beauty  uot  my  own  ; 
When  I  see  thee  as  thou  art. — 
Love  thee  with  unsinnini;  heart ; 
Then.  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then— how  much  1  owe. 

3  E'en  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 
Darkly  let  thy  glory  | 

Make  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet. 
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Make  thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet ; 
E'en  on  earth,  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  how  much  I  owe. 

Chosen  not  for  good  in  me, 
Wakened  up  from  wrath  to  flee; 
Hidden  in  the  Saviour's  side, 
By  the  Spirit  sanctitied  : 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 
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No.  22 


The  Glorious  Ship.         T.c.oto 

Except  these  abide  in  the  ship,  ye  cannot  be  saved." 
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1.  We  are  on  the  deep,  we  are  sailing  to  our  home,  In  the  land  beyond  the  shores  of 
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time,    Where    the  wea  -  ry  rest,  and  no      sorrows    e-ver  come,  In  that 

D.S. 


We     will  stand  the  storm 
Fine 
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we  will  safe    at   an-chor  ride,  In   the 

ChORUS. 
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brighter,    bet-ter,     lap- pier  clime 
2>or<   on    Canaan's  peace-ful  shore. 


In    the   old    ship  Zi  -  on   we   are 


sai   -  ing    on      the  tide,   Tho'    the  waves  may  dash  and  bil  -  lows  roar, 


2  [they  swell! 
We  are  on  the  deep — see  our  sails  how  full 

And  our  standard  floating  proudly  high, 
*Tis   the  blood-stained   banner  of   King 
Emmanuel ; 
We  will  sail  beneath  it — "live  or  die." 

3  [golden  strand; 
We  are  on  the  deep — we  are  near  the 

Lo,  the  glitt'ring  domes  of  heaven  appear ! 


See !  along  the  shore  angels  and  our  lov'd 

ones  stand ;  [hear. 

And  their  song  of  welcome,  hark !    we 

4  [so  frail  ? 

Are  you  on  the  deep  ?  in  the  sinners  bark 

You  will  perish  —  leave  without  delay — 

Come  on  board  with  us,  and  at  once  for 

glory  sail, 
And  be  saved  while  you  are  called,  to-day. 
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No.  23 
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Many  Mansions. 

*' In   my  Father* $  house  art   many  mansions. 

4 * 


W.  Hedoes. 
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1.     There     is     a     bet-ter  world,  they  say,       Oh,  so  bright !     Oh,  so  bright 
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Where   sin  and    woe  are   done       a- way, 
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Oh,     so  bright !  Oh,  so  bright  ! 
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pure  are  there,  And  harps  of  gold  and  mansions  fair,  Oh,  so  bright !  Oh,  so  bright ! 
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2. 


No  clouds  e'er  i>as3  along  its  6ky, 
Happy  laud  ; 
No  tear-drop  glistens  in  the  eye, 
Happy  laud  ! 
They  driuk  the  gushing  streams  of  grace, 
And  gaze  uj>on  the  Saviour's  face, 
Whose  brightness  fills  the  holy  place. 
Happy  L*ud ! 


3. 

Though  we  are  sinners  even'  one, 

Jesus  died  ! 
And  though  our  crowu  of  ]>eace  is  gone, 

Jesus  died  ! 
We  may  be  cleansed  from  every  stain. 
We  may  be  crowned  with  bliss  au'ain, 
And  in  that  land  of  pleasure  reign. 
Jesus  died  I 
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Far,  Far  Away. 

There  remaineth  there/ore  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God. 
S 


W.  Hedges. 
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1.  Had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove,    I  would  fly,  Far,  far  away,  Far,  far  away, 
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Where  not  a  cloud  e-ver  darkens  the  sky,  Far,  far  a- way,     Far,  far  a-way. 
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Fadeless  the  flow'rs  in  yon  Eden  that  blow ;  Green,  green  the  bow'rs  where  the  still  waters  flow 
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Hearts,  like  their  garments,  as  pure  as^the  snow,  Far,  far  away,    Far,  far  a-way. 
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Had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove  I  would  fly, 
Far,  far  away. 

Where  not  a  cloud  ever  darkens  the  sky, 
Far,  far  away. 

There  from  all  sorrow  for  ever  I'd  rest, 

Leaning  with  love  on  Emmanuel's  breast ; 

Joys  never  fade  in  the  realms  of  the  blest, 
Far,  far  away. 


3.  ? 

Safely  they  dwell  with  the  Lamb  that 
was  slain,  Far,  far  away. 

Washed  in   his   blood,   in   his  presence 
they  reign,  Far,  far  away. 

Nothing  unholy  shall  enter  the  sky  ; 

Nothing  that  maketh  or  loveth  a  lie  ; 

Oh,  then  for  mercy  to  Christ  let  us  fly  I 
Come,  come  to-day. 
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Ho.  25 


Jesus,  Best  and  Dearest. 


1.  Je  -  8us,  name  all  names  a  -  bove 
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Je  -  bus,    best  and    dear  -  est ; 
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Je  -  sua,  fount  of    per  -  feet    love,      Ho-liest,  tend'rest,     near  -  -  est. 
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Je  -  bus,  source  of  grace  com-plet-est ;    Je  -  sus    pur  -  est,    Je  -  sus  sweetest, 
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Last  Verse. 
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Je  -  sus,  well  of  pow'r  di  -  vine,  Make  me,  keep  me 
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Jesus,  opened  me  the  gate 
That  of  old  he  entered, 
Who,  in  that  most  lost  estate, 
Wholly  on  thee  ventured  ; 
Thou,  whose  wounds  are  ever  pleading, 
And  thy  passion  interceding, 
From  thy  misery  let  me  rise 
To  a  home  in  Paradise  ! 


3      Jesus,  crowned  with  thorns  for  me. 
Scourged  for  my  transgression, 
Witnessing,  through  agony, 
That,  thy  good  confession  ! 
Jesus,  clad  in  purple  raiment, 
For  my  evils  making  payment, 
Let  not  all  thy  woe  and  pain, 
Let  not  Calv'ry  be  in  vain.     Amen. 
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No.  26 


The  Beautiful  Stream 


•        Philip  Phillips. 


'And  he  showed  me  a  pure  river  of  water  of  life,  clear  as  crystal,  proceeding  out  of  the  throne  of  God 

and  of  the  Lamb. " 


y  i    r     •  /  i    ■/  i    i     ii     / 

1.   Oh,  hast  thou  ne'er  heard  of  the  beautiful  stream,  That  flows  thro  our  Father's 
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land  ;  Its  waters  are  bright  in  the  heavenly  light,  And  ripple  o'er  gold -en 
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sand  :  Seek  now  that  beautiful 
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stream, 
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Seek  now  thatbeautiful 
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sand 


Oh,  seek  now  that  beautiful      stream, 
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stream  ;         Its  waters  so  free,  are  flowing  for  thee,  Oh,  seek  then  that  beautiful  stream 
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Seek  now  that  beautiful  stream,  so  free,  are  flowing  for  thee,  Oh,  seek  then  that  beautiful  stream. 

A  balm  for  each  wound  in  its  waters  is 

Oh,  sinner,  it  flows  for  thee.       [found; 

Seek*  now,  &c. 

4  [stream, 

Oh,  wilt  thou  not  drink  of  this  beautiful 

And  dwell  on  its  peaceful  shore? 
The  Spirit  says,  "Come  all  ye  weary  ones 


Its  virtues  endure,  and  its  waters,  so  pure, 

Are  sweet  to  the  weary  soul ; 
It  flows  from  the  throne  of  Jehovah  alone, 
Come,  drink  where  its  bright  waves  roll. 
Seek  now,  &c. 
3 
This  beautiful  stream  is  "the  river  of  life,  "I      And  wander  in  sin  no  more."     [home, 
It  flows  for  all  nations  free;  Seek  now,  &c. 
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No.  27 


With  tpirit. 


O  Paradise ! 


b.  j.  wuaju 


^ 
fe 


/n  my  Father't  house  art  many  mansionM.' 


=*-*= 
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1.    0      Pa  -  ra-dise !  0     Pa  -  ra-dise!  Who  does  not  crave  for  rest?     Who 


rrnrrfFr 


■mid  not  seek  that  hap  py  land,  Where  those  who  loved  are  blest?  Where  faithful  hearts  and 


pure,  Released  from  sin  and  pain 


For    e  -  ver  rest  se-cure,Till  Christ  shall 
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verse. 
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come    a  -  gain. 
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0  Pa -ra-dise ! 
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/ill 
0  Pa-ra  dise  !  0    Pa  -  ra  -  dise  !      A  -  men. 
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0  Paradise  !  0  Paradise  ! 

'Tis  weary  waiting  here, 
We  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is, 

To  sue  and  feel  Him  near  ! 
Where  faithful  hearts  and  pure, 

Released  from  sin  aud  pain, 
For  ever  rest  secure. 

Till  Christ  shall  come  again. 
0  Paradise  !  &c. 

3. 

0  Paradise  !  0  Paradise  ! 

We  long  to  sin  no  more, 
We  long  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 

Aa  thxwe  uu  thy  bright  shore  1 


Where  faithful  hearts  and  pure, 
Released  from  sin  and  pain, 

For  ever  rest  secure, 

Till  Christ  shall  come  again. 
0  Paradise  !  &c 

4. 

0  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Most  blessed  One  in  Three ! 
Prepare  us  for  that  certain  hope 

Of  never  losing  Thee, 
Where  faithful  hearts  and  pure, 

Released  from  sin  and  pain, 
For  ever  rest  secure, 

Till  Christ  shall  come  again. 
0  Paradise  1  &a 
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No.  28 


My  Heart's  Desire. 


J.  SCHOPPE. 


Unto  you  that  fear  my  name  shall  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  arise." 
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1.  Ob  -  ject     of    my  first    de  -  sire,     Je  -  sus,    cm  -  ci  -  fied    for     me 
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All    to     hap  -  pi  -  ness     a  -  spire  ;       I  would  seek  it,     Lord,  in      thee  : 
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Thee  to  praise,  and  thee    to    know, 
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Makes  the     joy    of      saints    be -low: 

±AAa_a_a 


t==t 


s 


Thee    to    see,  and  thee    to      love, 
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Makes  the  bliss    of  saints     a  -  bove. 
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2    Lord,  it  is  not  life  to  live, 
If  thy  presence  thou  deny : 
Lord,  if  thou  thy  presence  give, 
'Tis  no  longer  death  to  die  : 


-&- 
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-G <S>- 


ZT 


Source  and  Giver  of  repose, 
Only  from  thy  love  it  flows : 
Peace  and  happiness  are  thine ; 
Mine  they  are,  if  thou  art  mine. 
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Parting  Song. 


No.  29 


Da.  Thoe.  Hastings. 


/  xc ill  praise  thy  name  forever  and  ever.11 


i  ■'WMmgm^^lmmm 


1.  Our      les-son   now    is 

2.  What  grat  -  i  -  tude  we 


o'er,    And 
owe,    For 


we      a     hnp-  py   throti£,With 
rich  -  est  bless-Ing     giv'n,  Yet 
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grate  -  ful   hearts    u 
what    can      lit  -  tie 
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nite    once  more.  To     raise    a       part-  ing    song, 
cbil  -  dren  do     To     serve   the    God  of  heaven. 


"C — 8» »— r-F — H % — *— r- * #_g#       _p_. 


:F^F. 


CHORUS. 


Ho  -  san  -   na,     ho   -   san  -  na,  Most    joy-  ful  -  ly  we'll    sing;      Ho 
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fel 
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3. 

He  never  -will  despite 
The  smallest  of  our  race ; 

And  he'll  regard  the  humble  cries 
Of  all  who  seek  hi*  face. 
Cho. — Hosauna,  &c 


Bus  Christ  our 

— r — r 


4. 


King. 


1 


We'll  praise  him  for  his  word, 

We'll  praise  him  for  his  love, 
We'll  praise  him  that  our  souls  have  heard, 

His  messnge  from  a  bove. 
Cho. — Ilosanna,  <fec. 
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No.  30 


Sabbath  Hours.  6' 


W.  Hor.ua. 


Verily,  my  sabbaths  shall  ye  keep. 
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1.  The    light  of    Sab-bath    eve 
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What     re  -  cord  will    it     leave, 

1 

To 

crowa  the  clos-ing 

day? 
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Of    fruit- less   time  des  -  troyed  ? 


Is        it       a    Sab- bath  spent, 


=P=JE 


*=? 


1X*XH=3X& 


i — -i    -  i        . 

Or    have  these  mo-ments  lent, 
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Been     sa  -  cred-ly    em -ployed? 
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How  dreadful  and  how  drear, 

In  yon  dark  world  of  pain, 
Will  Sabbaths  lost  appear, 

That  cannot  come  again ! 
Then,  in  that  hopeless  place, 

The  wretched  souls  will  say, 
"  I  had  those  hours  of  grace, 

But  cast  them  all  away. " 


3. 

To  waste  these  Sabbath  hours, 

O  may  we  never  dare ; 
Or  taint  with  thoughts  of  ours 

These  sacred  days  of  prayer ; 
But  may  our  Sabbaths  here 

Inspire  our  hearts  with  love, 
And  prove  a  foretaste  clear 

Of  that  sweet  rest  above. 
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This  I  Did  for  Thee.* 


No.  31. 


"  What  haet  thou  done  for  me." 


Arranged  by  W.  Schultx 


Adagio  tristamente. 

w  r  *  *  H*  $*     5    i 

1.    I gave  my      life   for  thee,  .My      precious  blood       I       shed, 


That      thou 


might'st    ran 


eiil^lili 
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somed  be,  And  quickened  from  the     dead. 
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accel. 


:F=rF=±:F=F=t=r-trF 


/  I      gave     my  life     for    thee,    for  thee,   I      gave    my  life     for    thee, 
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m    agitato. 
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hat  bast  thou  given  for    me,      for  me  ?  What  hast  thou  given  for      me  ? 
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2  I  spent  Ions  years  for  thee 
In  weariness  and  woe, 
That  one.  eternity 

Of  joy  thou  m'ightest  know; 
|:  I  spent  long  years  for  thee;  :| 

Hast  thou  »t»ent  out  for  me? 
l>  My  Father's  house  of  light, 
Sly  rainbow-circled  tlirone, 
I  left  for  earthly  night. 
For  waadSlnca  ^ad  and  lone; 
I:  I  left  it  all  for  th.e;  A 

Hunt  thou  left  aua/U  for  wtl 
4  I  suffered  much  for  thee, — 

More  than  thy  tongue  can  tell, 
Of  bitterest  agony, 


To  rescue  thee  from  hell; 
|:  I  suffered  much  for  thee  ; 
What  dost  thou  be*ir  for  me? 

5  And  I  have  brought  to  thee, 

Down  from  my  house  above, 
Salvation  full  and  free, 
My  pardon  and  my  love; 
t  Great  tdfts  I  brought  to  tine;  -1 
What  hiist  thou  brought  to  uie? 

6  Oh,  let  thy  lite  be  given, 

Thy  years  for  me  be  spent, 
World  tetters  all  he  riven. 
Ami  joy  w.ti:  raftering  blest 

[:   Give  tl.oi.   tki/xrtt   to  me,   :j 
And  I  will  welcome  tb< 


•  Motto  jnhxi't'l  under  a  print  of  Christ,  on  the  Cro**,  in  the  study  of  a  German  clergyntan. 
it  taia  that  Count  Zinaendorf  was  Jlret  taught  to  Love  the  &iviour  by  reading  thin  motto. 
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NO.  32 


Mear.  cm. 


A.  Williams. 


*'  The  day  of  the  Lord  will  come  as  a  thief  in  the  night.' 


1.  That    aw  -  ful    day  will  sure  -  ly     come,    Th' appointed   hour  makes  haste, 

2.  Je  -  sus,  thou  source  of     a  1   my     joys,  Thou     ru  -  ler      of    my     heart, 


When   I    must  stand  be  -  fore     my  Judge,   And  pass   the      so  -  lemn      test. 
How  could    I      bear   to    hear  thy   voice   Pronounce  the     word, — De-part? 


8  What,  to  be  banished  from  my  Lord, 
And  yet  forbid  to  die  ; 
To  linger  in  eternal  pain, 
And  death  for  ever  fly  ? 


4  0  wretched  state  of  deep  despaii. 
To  see  my  God  remove, 
And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 
I  must  not  taste  his  love. 


He.  33 

ri  OD  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 
^      His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour  : 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

3  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  his  work  in  vain : 
God  is  bis  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


No.  34 

Tl  OW  blest  the  children  of  the  Lord, 
JJ-     Who,  walking  in  his  sight, 
Make  all  the  precepts  of  his  word 
Their  study  and  delight ! 

2  That   precious  wealth  shall  be  their 

Which  cannot  know  decay;  [dower 
Which  moth  or  rust  shall  ne'er  devour. 
Nor  spoiler  take  away. 

3  For  them  that  heavenly   light  shall 

Whose  cheering  rays  illume   [spread, 
The  darkest  hours  of  life,  and  shed 
A  halo  round  the  tomb. 


SONGS    BY    THE    WAY. 


33 


No.  35 


Hear  my  Voice.    C.  M. 


JOHANN    CRUQKB. 


"lam  the  Good  Shepherd.' 


Through  sum-mer's  heat  and   win  -  ter's  cold,  With  eye  that      ne  -  ver  sleep*. 
Not      ono    in       all    that  flock  shall   die,    Be  -  neath  that    Shepherd's  care. 


For  if,  unheeding  or  beguiled, 
In  danger's  path  the}'  roam, 

flis  pity  follows  through  the  wild, 
And  guards  them  safely  home. 


0  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 
Thy  helpless  charge  in  me, 

And  take  a  wanderer  to  thy  fold, 
That  humbly  turns  to  thee. 


fio.  36 


1 


rPHERE  is  ix  path  that  leads  to  God, 


All  others  lead  astray  ; 


Narrow,  but  pleasant,  is  the  road, 
And  Christians  love  the  way. 

2. 

It  leads  straight  through  this  world  of  sin, 
And  dangers  must  be  passed  ; 

But  those  who  boldly  walk  therein, 
Will  come  to  heaven  at  last. 


But,  lest  my  feeble  steps  should  slide, 
Or  wander  from  thy  way  ; 

Lord,  condescend  to  be  my  guide, 
And  I  shall  never  stray. 

4. 
Thus  1  may  safely  venture  through, 

Beneath  my  Shepherd's  care  ; 
And  keep  the  gate  of  heaven  in 

Till  I  shall  enter  th«re. 


No.  37 


1. 


THERE  is  a  glorious  world  above, 
Where  sorrow  is  unknown, 
A  city  bright,  a  land  of  love, 
Formed  for  the  good  alone. 

2. 

There  gates  of  pearl  and  streets  of  gold, 
Will  strike  our  wond'ring  sight ; 

And  music  sweet,  and  bliss  untold, 
Will  fill  us  with  delight 

a 

There  happy  spirits  sigh  no  more  ; 
Their  tears  are  wiped  away  ; 
I  The  Saviour's  name  they  now  adore, 
Through  one  eternal  day. 

4 

There  pilgrims  meet  from  every  land, 
Their  toils  and  troubles  o'er  ; 

And  friends,  in  one  delightful  band, 
Are  joined,  to  part  no  more. 
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No.  38 


"Oxbridge,  l.m. 


Lowell  Masoh. 


Because  thou  host  been  my  help  ;  therefore  in  the  shadow  of  thy  vnngs  will  1  rejoice.* 

I  I 


1 j r 

1.  God    is    the  re-fuge    of     his  saints,  When  storms  of  sharp  distress  in-vade  ; 

2.  Loud  may  the  troubled  o  -  cean  roar;   In     sacred  peace  our  souls  a  -  bide, 


^^HMjj:^a 
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Ere    wecanof-fer     our   com- plaints,  Behold  him  present  with  his    aid. 
While  ev-ery  na-tion,    ev  -  ery  shore,  Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 


fto.  39 

TT7HILE  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given  ; 
But  soon,  ah,  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2. 

Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 
Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave ; 

Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

3. 

Now,  God  invites  ;  how  blest  the  day ! 

Howsweetthegospel'scharmingsound! 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  0  haste  away, 

While  yet  a  pard'ning  God  is  found. 


No.  40 


TT  OW  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

By  inspiration  given  ; 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 


It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears  ; 
And  life  and  light,  and  joy  imparts, 

And  banishes  our  fears. 

3. 

This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way ; 

Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 
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Our  Glorious  King.    cm.  double. 

Ho.  41  Giornivichi. 


Who  is  like  Thee,  gloriovu  in  holiness,  fearful  in  praises,  doing  wonders  f" 
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1.  How  glorious  is    our  heavenly  King,  Who  reigns  above  the  sky  1    How  shall  a  child  pre- 
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sume  to  sing,  His  dreadful  ma-jes  -  ty!  How  great  his  pow'ris,none  can  tell,  Nor 


JJij 
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think  how  large  his  grace ;    Not  men  be  -  low,  nor  saints  that  dwell,On  high  before  his  face. 


J^ 


J        I        I 


2  Not  angels,  that  stand  round  the  Lord, 
Can  search  his  secret  will ; 
But  they  perform  his  heavenly  word, 
And  sing  his  praises  still. 


Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train, 
And  my  first  offerings  bring; 

The  eternal  God  will  not  disdain 
To  hear  an  infant  sing. 


Ho    42 


1. 


THE  Bible  tells  ua  "  God  is  Light," 
A  light  we  cannot  see ; 
Too  dazzling  far  for  our  weak  sight, 

So  wonderful  is  he ! 
The  Bible  tells  us  "  God  is  Love  ;" 

Nut  all  that  dwell  below, 
Nor  all  that  dwell  in  heaven  above, 
Such  love  and  pity  show 


And  though  we  cannot  see  his  face. 

While  we  on  earth  remain  : 
The  Lord  will  always  grant  us  grace. 

And  make  our  pathway  plain. 
Led  by  his  light,  our  feet  shall  move 

With  joy  in  wisdom's  ways; 
Led  by  his  iove,  our  love  we  prove, 

By  living  to  his  praise. 
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No.  43 


Pleyel.  5th  p.m. 


J.  Pletsu 


Repent  ye,  for  the  kingdom  of  heaven  it  at  hand." 


1.  Hasten,    sin  -  ner,     to      be  wise,  Stay  not  for 

2.  Hasten,  mer  -  cy,      to     im-plore,  Stay  not  for 


the    morrow's  sun; 
the    morrow's  sun; 


Wisdom    if        you  still  de  -  spise,    Harder      is         it        to      be    won. 
Lest    thy  sea  -  son  should  be    o'er     Ere  this  eve  -  ning's  stage    be      run. 


3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return, 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  ; 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  fail  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 


4  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest, 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 


No.  44 

CHILDREN  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  sing  ; 
Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2 1  We  are  trav'ling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod  ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  our  laud  ; 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Father's  Son, 
Bids  us  undismay'd  go  on. 

4  Lord  !  obediently  we'll  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  : 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 


No.  45 

POME,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare ; 
'     Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 
He  himself  invites  thee  near, 
Bids  thee  ask  him,  waits  to  hear. 

2  Lord,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 
There  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

3  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  guide,  my  guard,  my  friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

4  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do ; 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith. 

Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 
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Horton.    4  lines  7*8. 


Ho.  46 


Von  Wartknsm. 


"He  ever  liittk  to  make  intercestion  for  «u. 


1.  Come,  said  Je  -  su's  sa-cred  voice,       Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice 


I      will  guide  you   to    your  home  ;     Wea  -  ry     wan-d'rer,  hi-ther  come. 


Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3. 

Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain ; 


Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn : — 


Hither  come  !  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound  ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Best  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


Ho.  47 


1. 


TT7HEX  thy  mortal  life  is  fled,  [tpread, 
"  "       When  the  death-shades  o'er  thee 
When  is  finished  thy  career, 
Sinner,  where  wilt  thou  appear? 

2. 

When  the  world  has  passed  away, 
When  draws  near  the  judgment-day, 
When  the  awful  trump  shall  sound, 
Say,  0  where  wilt  thou  be  found  ? 


When  the  Judge  descends  in  light, 
Clothed  in  majesty  and  might, 
When  the  wicked  quail  with  fear, 
Where,  0  where  wilt  thou  appear  ? 

4. 
While  the  Holy  Ghost  is  nigh, 
Quickly  to  the  Saviour  fly  ; 
Then  shall  peace  thy  spirit  cheer; 
Then  in  heaveo  shalt  thou  appear. 
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No.  48 


Sun  of  my  Soul.*  l.m. 


*  Thou  art  my  trust  from  my  youth." 


rrr  *  r       •  ■  »  «  '-r  » 

1.  Sun  of  my  soul,  thou    Sa-viour  dear,  It  is  not  night    if     thou    be  near ; 

,JJ_J  i^Jjjid.     -.  J- J- J-      ♦     -J-     --^     J 

^g  i    i    i 


-^ 


&=&: 


_^ 


T*     V     &- 


0  may  no  earth-born  cloud  a  -  rise 


To  hide  thee  from  thy     ser-vant's  eyes. 


Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live  ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 


If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  thine 
Have  spurned  to  day  the  voice  divine 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 


Watch  by  the  sick  ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  thy  boundless  store  ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

5. 

Come  near  and  bless  113  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take. 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


No.  49  Tune  "  Lenox."  P.  91. 

AlRTSE,  my  soul,  arise  ; 
.    Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears  ; 
The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears  : 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 
Beceived  on  Calvary ; 

They  pour  effectual  prayers, 
They  strongly  plead  for  me  : — 
Forgive  him,  0  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor  let  that  ransom'd  sinner  die. 

3  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 
His  dear  anointed  One  : 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son  : 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 


No.  50 


Tune,  "Lenox. 


YOUNG  men  and  maidens,  raise 
Your  tuneful  voices  high  ; 
Old  men  and  children,  praise 
The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

I    The  universal  King 

Let  all  the  world  proclaim  ; 
Let  every  creature  sing 
His  attributes  and  name  : 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 

Beturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

5    Glory  to  God  belongs ; 
Glory  to  God  be  given 
Above  the  noblest  songs, 
Of  all  in  earth  and  heaven  : 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 

Beturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


*  Sent  to  Mr.  Phillips  from  Constantinople  by  our  earnest  missionary,  Rev.  A.  Q.  Long. 
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No.  51 


Arlington,  cm. 


Da.  Aknk. 


"  In  Vu  Lord  put  I  my  truit.' 


1.  Lord,     I     approach  the     mer-cy  seat,   Where  thou  dost  an  -  swer   prayer  j 


There  hum-bly  fall      be  -  fore  thy  feet,     For    none  can    pe  -  rish      there. 

3. 

0,  wondrous  love  ! — to  bleed  and  die, 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 

That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name. 


Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea  ; 

With  this  I  venture  nigh : 
Thou  cailest  burdened  souls  to  thee, 

And  such,  0  Lord,  am  L 


No.  52 


1. 


f\  FOR  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
^  A  heart  from  sin  se*,  free  ; — 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood. 

So  freely  spilt  for  me  : — 
2. 
A  heart  resign'd,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, — 

Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 
3. 
O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean  ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 

From  Him  that  dwells  within : — 
4. 
A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 

A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 


No.  53 


1. 


MY  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 
The  life  of  my  delights, 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days, 
And  comfort  of  my  nights. 

2. 

In  darkest  shades,  if  thou  appear, 

My  dawning  is  begun  ; 
Thou  art  my  soul's  bright  morning  star. 

And  thou  my  rising  sun. 

a 

The  owning  heavens  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
If  Jesus  shows  his  mercy  mine, 

And  whispers,  I  am  his — 

4. 

My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  transporting  word, 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  w»y, 

To  see  and  praise  my  Lord, 
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Laban.    s.m. 


Dr.  L.  Mams. 


Nov  \t  is  high  timt  to  awake  out  of  sleep. 

J-       ' 


1.  My      soul    be     on   thy     guard ;      Ten      thou- sand  foes    a    - 

2.  O     watch,  and  fight,  and    pray  ;        The      bat  -  tie   ne'er  give 


us  "~h  '  '  '  J    '"  --"-H- 

■  j.-;  j.  i  4-t-j-i 

ll.fi,.       h.     f. .,           r^TI 

11       '         '     *         p"  '    i      " 

The     hosts  of  sin  are  press-ing      hard       To  draw  thee  from  the 
Re  -  new  it  bold-ly      ev  -  ery      day,     And  help    di  -  vine    im 


skies, 
plore. 


Ne'er  think  the  vict'ry  won, 
Nor  lay  thine  armour  down  ; 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done, 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 


4. 


Then  persevere  till  death 
iShall  bring  thee  to  thy  God  ; 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath. 
To  his  divine  abode. 


No.  55 


1. 


COME,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
And  hymns  of  glory  sing  ; 
Jehovah  is  the  sov'reign  God, 
The  universal  King. 


£Ie  form'd  the  deeps  unknown ; 
He  gave  the  seas  their  bound  j 
The  wat'ry  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 

3. 

Come,  worship  at  his  throne  ; 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord  ; 
We  are  his  works,  and  not  our  own, 
He  form'd  us  by  his  word. 


To-day  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod ; 
Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 


No.  56 


1. 


COME,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
While  ye  surround  his  throne. 


Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3. 

The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below  : 
Celestial  fruit  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow  : 


Then- let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry  :  [ground, 

We're  marching  through  Immanuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 
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Ho.  57 


Ortonville.  cm. 


Dr.  T.  Hastings. 


"  And  thou  shalt  call  his  name  Je<us,  for  he  shall  tare  hi*  people  from  their  tine." 

-i U^J 1 -™— , — . ■ 1 . = . ■ — i . 1 


1.  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds  In  a  believer's     ear.   It  soothes  his  sorrows, 
2.  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole,  And  calms  the  troubled  breast ;  Tis  manna  to  the 

J  ^  J  j  j  ^ <;  J  J  j  j  J  ^J  j  j  J 
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heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  away  his  fear.   .  .  And  drives  a- way    his    fear, 
hun-gry  soul,  And  to     thewea-ry,    rest.  .  .  And  to    the  wea-ry,    re3t. 


A  «L4„j 
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e^ 


Dear  Name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 
My  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 

My  never-failing  treasury,  fill'd 
With  boundles*  stores  of  grace  : 


^r 


4 


Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 


No.  58 


I. 


"JirUST  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 
*"^-     And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 
No  :  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2. 

How  happy  are  the  saints  above 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here  ; 

But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

a 

The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 

And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear,- 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me  1 


No.  59 


1. 


1"  LOVE  to  steal  awhile  away 
■*■     From  every  cumb'ring  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

2. 

I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 


I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore, — 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 
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No  60 


Precious  Book.    l.m. 


PSALMODIOT. 


;  Hit  delight  is  in  the  law  of  the  Lord. 


1.   A-round  the  throne  of  God 


a  band  Of  bright  and  glorious  an  -  gels  stand; 


Thev  wait  around  him 


I  U      l_        u 

rea  -  dy  stilL  To  sing  his  praise  and  do      his  will. 

A      *.      M.    J.     M.       ~:A    J*    ^ 


Lord,  give  thine  angels  every  day 
Command  to  guide  us  on  our  way  ; 
And  bid  them  every  evening  keep 
Their  watch  around  us  while  we  sleep. 


So  shall  no  wicked  thing  draw  near 
To  do  us  harm,  or  cause  us  fear ; 
And  we  shall  dwell,  when  life  is  past, 
With  angels  round  thy  throne  at  last. 


No.  61 


1. 


LORD,  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me 
through ; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising  and  my  resting  hours, 
My  heart  and  flesh,  with  all  their  powers. 

2. 

My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known ; 
He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak, 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. 

a. 

Within  thy  circling  power  I  stand ; 
On  every  side  I  find  thy  hand  : 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

4 

O  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest ; 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 


No.  62 


1. 


rpHIS  is  a  precious  book  indeed ! 

•*-     Happy  the  child  who  loves  to  read ! 

'Tis  God's    own    word,    which    he   has 

given, 
To  show  our  souls  the  way  to  heaven. 

2. 

It  tells  us  how  the  world  was  made, 
And  how  good  men  the  Lord  obeyed ; 
Here  his  commands  are  written  too, 
To  teach  us  what  we  ought  to  do. 

3. 

It  bids  us  all  from  sin  to  fly, 
Because  our  souls  can  never  die  ; 
It  points  to  heaven,  where  angels  dwell. 
And  warns  us  to  escape  from  hell. 

4. 

But,  what  is  more  than  all  beside. 
The  Bible  tells  us  Jesus  died  ; 
This  is  its  best,  its  chief  intent. 
To  lead  poor  sinners  to  repent. 
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No.  63 


NettletOIl.     8'a  &  7's,  double. 


Dr.  Nun-urn)*. 


"<?<xi  is  a  spirit ;  and  they  that  worship  Mm  mutt  worship  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 
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I  D.C. 

Teach  me  some  me  -  lo-dious    son  -  net,  Sung  by  flam  -  ing  tongues  a-bove. 

D.C. 


Here  I'll  raise  mine  Ebenezer  ; 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come  ; 
And  1  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand' ring  from  the  fold  of  God, 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 


3. 

0  !  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Dai!y  I'm  constrained  to  be  ! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee  : 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, — 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here's  my  heart,  0  take  and  seal  it ; 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 


No.  64 


1. 


JESUS,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
All  to  leave  and  follow  thee ; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shart  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known, 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 

God  and  heaven  are  still  mine  own. 

2. 

Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer 

Heaven's  eternal  day  before  thee  — 
God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 


Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 
Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 

Hope  shad  change  to  glad  fruition, 
Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation  ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear ; 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee  : 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine : 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee : 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  ? 


u 
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The  Heavenly  Shepherd,  cm, 


No.  65 


Rev.  W.  Jokml 


The  Lord  it  my  Shepherd :  I  shall  not  want.' 
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1.  The   Lord  him  -  self,  the  migh  -  ty  Lord,  Vouchsafes  to 
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Shep-herd,  by  whose  con  -  stant  care      My  wants   are    ail    sup  •  plied. 
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In  tender  grass  he  makes  me  feed, 

And  gently  there  repose  ; 
Then  leads  me  to  cool  shades,  and  where 

Refreshing  water  flows. 

3. 

He  does  my  wand'ring  soul  reclaim, 

And,  to  His  endless  praise, 
Instruct  with  humble  zeal  to  walk 

In  his  most  righteous  ways. 


I  pass  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 
From  fear  and  danger  free  ; 

For  there  His  aiding  rod  and  staff 
Defend  and  comfort  me. 

5. 

Since  God  does  thus  His  wondrous  love 
Through  all  my  life  extend, 

That  life  to  Him  I  will  devote, 
And  in  His  temple  spend. 


No.  66 


1. 


"IITY  Shepherd  is  the  living  Lord, 
■"*•     Nothing  therefore  I  need  : 
In  pastures  fair,  near  pleasant  streams, 
He  setteth  me  to  feed. 

2. 

He  shall  convert  and  glad  my  soul, 
And  bring  my  mind  in  frame 

To  walk  in  paths  of  righteousness, 
For  His  most  holy  name. 


3. 

Yea,  though  I  walk  in  vale  of  death, 

Yet  will  I  fear  no  ill : 
Thy  rod  and  staff  do  comfort  me, 

And  Thou  art  with  me  still. 


Through  all  my  life  Thy  favour  is 
So  frankly  showed  to  me, 

That  in  Thy  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling-place  shall  be. 


SONGS    BY  THE    WAY. 
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No.  67 


Cheerful 


tm 


God  Bless  our  School. 


GlARDIJO. 


'*  The  knowledge  of  the  holy  it  undrrttandinff." 


-r^-r 


r    ro-  r  r 

1.  God  bless  our      Sun    -    day  School,    Increase  our      Sun      -      day  School, 
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God  bless  our    school.     Send  down  thy  grace     di  -  viue,  May    eve  -  ry 
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child    be  Thine,  And  love,     all     hearts    entwine  ;   God  bless  our    SchooL 


2. 

All  our  dear  teachers  bless, 
And  give  them  large  success 

In  winning  souls. 

May  they  encouraged  be, 

And  oft  around  them  see 

Their  labours  crown 'd  by  thee ; 

God  bless  our  SchooL 


3. 

So  may  our  school  increase, 
In  knowledge,  love,  and  peace  ; 

God  bless  our  school. 
And  when  death's  arrows  fly, 
And  useful  teachers  die, 
Their  places  still  supply ; 

God  bless  our  SchooL 


No.  68 


fT  HE  leaves  around  decay, 

-*■      Their  bloom  has  passed  away, 

They  now  fall  fast. 
We,  too,  ere  long,  must  die, 
And  in  the  cold  earth  lie, 
The  spring  of  life  gone  by, — 

The  summer  past. 


Yet  trees  will  bud  once  more, 
And  leaves  will  clothe  tnem  o'er, 

When  winter's  fled ; 
So  we,  from  the  deep  gloom 
Of  the  loue,  silent  tomb, 
Shall  rise,  when  Christ  shall  come 

To  wake  the  dead. 
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Condescension,    pre  double. 


No.  69 


Arr.  by  Philip  Phillips. 


"  Tlwugh  He  was  rich,  yet  for  our  sakes  He  became  poor." 


>      £     '         £   >  V  % "  *      +    !     "    >      I*      u> 

1.   Christ  is  mer  -  ci  -  ful   and  mild;  He  was  once    a     lit  -  tie  child ;  He,  whom 
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heavenly  hosts  adore,  Lived  on  earth  among  the  poor.  Thus  he  laid  his  glory  by, 

i       >    Is     i*     J     J*   *   ■       *     >    \      i      n   i*   i       N  -•*    r*    j 
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When  for  us  he  stooped  to  die :  How  I  wonder,  when  I    see     His  unbounded  love  to  me. 


He  the  sick  to  health  restored, 
To  the  poor  he  preached  the  word  j 
Even  children  had  a  share 
Of  his  love  aud  tender  care. 


Every  bird  can  build  its  nest ; 
Foxes  have  their  place  of  rest ; 
He  who  our  salvation  made, 
Had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 


No.  70 


1. 


JESUS  bids  me  seek  his  face : 
Lord,  I  come  to  ask  thy  grace, 
Send  thy  Spirit  from  above, 
Teach  me  to  obey  and  love. 
Unto  thee  I  fain  would  go  ; 
All  I  want  thou  canst  bestow. 
Precious  Saviour,  pity  me, 
To  thy  loving  arms  I  flee 

2. 

Wilt  thou,  Lord,  a  child  receive? 
Wilt  thou  all  my  sins  forgive  ? 
Oh,  dissolve  this  heart  of  stone, 
Make  me  thiue,  and  thine  alone : 


Sin  is  present  with  me  still ; 
Disobedient  is  my  wilL 
Precious  Saviour,  pity  me, 
To  thy  loving  arms  1  flee. 


Sinful  thoughts  too  oft  prevail; 
Vain  desires  my  heart  assail: 
Oh,  my  Saviour  make  me  whcie, 
Form  anew  my  inmost  soul ; 
Kindly  guard  me  every  day, 
Be  my  everlasting  stay. 
Precious  Saviour,  pity  me, 
To  thy  loving  arms  I  nee. 


SONGS    BY   THE   WAY. 
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No.  71 


Holy  Bible.  7's. 


0  hott  love  I  thy  lata  l" 


I  '  I  ■  I  |  '         '      '        I  I 

1.  Ho  -  ly       Bi  -  ble  !  book   di  -  vine  !  Pre  -  cious  treasure,   thou  art   mine  ! 

2.  Mine,  to     chide  me   when    I     rove  ;  Mine,  to    show    a       Sa-viour's  love ; 
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Mine,    to     tell     me  whence  I   came ;    Mine,    to  teach  me    what     I       am. 
Mine   art  thou    to    guide  my  feet ;     Mine,    to  judge,  con-demn,  ac  -  quit. 
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3. 

Mine,  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless  ; 
Mine,  to  show  by  living  faith, 
How  to  triumph  over  death. 


4. 
Mine,  to  tell  of  joys  to  come  ; 
Mine,  to  show  the  sinner's  doom  : 
Holy  Bible  !  book  divine  ! 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine  ! 


No.  72 


TT  E A  R  ye  not  a  voice  from  heaven, 
■^     To  the  listening  spirit  given  ? 
"  Children  come  !  "  it  seems  to  say, 
"  Give  your  hearts  to  me  to  day." 

2. 
Lord,  may  we  remember  thee, 
While  from  pain  and  sorrows  free  ; 
"While  our  day  is  in  its  dew, 
And  the  clouds  of  life  are  few 


Now  to  thee,  0  Lord,  we  come, 
In  our  morning's  early  bloom  ; 
Breath';  on  us  thy  grace  divine, 
Toyh  our  hearts  and  make  them  thine. 


No.  73 


1. 


pHILDREN,  listen  to  the  Lord, 
And  obey  his  gracious  word  ; 
Seek  his  face  with  heart  and  mind ; 
Early  seek,  and  you  shall  find. 

2. 

Sorrowful,  your  sins  confess ; 
Plead  his  perfect  righteousness ; 
See  the  Saviour's  bleeding  side — 
Come — you  will  not  be  denied. 

3. 

For  his  worship  now  prepare  ; 
Kneel  to  him  in  fervent  prayer ; 
Serve  hivi  with  a  perfect  heart ; 
Never  from  his  ways  depart. 
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Familiar  Hymns. 


No.  74.  Tune,  "Watcher,"  Key  D. 

1  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  lowly  and  so  meek  ; 
For  do  one  marked  an  angry  word 
That  ever  heard  him  speak. 

2  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  frequently  in  prayer  ; 

Alone  upon  the  mountain  top, 

He  met  his  father  there. 

8  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus ; 
I  never,  never  find, 
That  he,  though  persecuted,  was 
To  any  one  unkind. 


No.  75- 


Tune,  "  Horton?  Key  B^ 


1  Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  our  sight  away  ; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord,  we  would  commune  with  thee. 

2  Soon  from  us  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away  ; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Take  us,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  Thee. 

No-  76-  Tune,  "  Happy  Day?  Key  G. 

1  Oh,  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God ! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

Chorus. 

Happy  day,  happy  day, 
W  nen  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away  ; 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day. 

Happy  day,  happy  day, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him,  who  merits  all  my  love ; 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 
Happy  day,  happy  day,  etc. 

No.  77-  Tune,  "  Home  of  Glory;"  Key  C. 

1  In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory, 
There  remains  a  land  of  rest ; 
There  the  Saviour's  gone  before  me, 
To  fulfil  my  soul's  request 


Chorus. 

There  is  rest  for  the  weary, 
There  is  rest  for  the  weary, 
There  is  rest  for  the  weary, 

There  is  rest  for  you. 
On  the  other  side  of  Jordan, 
In  the  sweet  fields  of  Eden, 
Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

There  is  rest  for  you. 

2  He  is  fitting  up  my  mansion, 

Which  eternally  shall  stand, 
For  my  stay  shall  not  be  transient 
In  that  holy,  happy  land. 

3  Pain  nor  sickness  ne'er  shall  enter, 

Grief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share; 
But  in  that  celestial  center 
I  a  crown  of  lite  shall  wear. 

4  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquished, 

And     his      sting    shall    be    with- 
drawn ; 
Shout  for  gladness,  O  ye  ransomed, 
Hail  with  joy  the  rising  morn. 

5  Sing,  O  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory ; 

Shout  your  triumph  as  you  go  ; 
Zion's  gate  will  open  for  you, 

You  shall  find  an  entrance  through. 

No.  78-  Tune,  "  Angel  Band,"  Key  C. 

1  My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast, 

My  race  is  nearly  run ; 
My  strongest  trials  now  are  past, 
My  triumph  is  begun. 

Refrain. 

O  come,  angel  band,  come  and  around 

me  stand, 
0    bear    me    away  on    your   snowy 
wings 
To  my  immortal  home  I 
O  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings 
To  my  immortal  home ! 

2  I  know  I'm  nearing  the  holy  ranks 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear, 
For   I   brush   the   dews  on  Jordan's 
banks, 
The  crossing  must  be  near. 


Part  H.] 


["Price  10  cents  each.    $8  per  100. 
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CAROLS   OF   PRAISE. 


Happy,  Happy  Christmas. 

J.  B.  MONBKLL,  LL.U. 

"  On  earth  peace,  good  will  towards  men" 


No.  79 
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hap-py,  hap-py  Christ-mas,  and  a  mer-ry  bright  New  Year. 


How 
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sweet  the  kind  old   greet-ings  sound  to 
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We  heard  them  in  our  childhood,  when, 

With  spirits  light  and  gay, 
We  dreamt  not  that  life's  joyfulness 

Could  ever  pass  away  ; 
And  though  long  years  of  carefulness 

Have  sobered  many  a  heart, 
A  joy  still  lingers  round  them,  which 

Can  never  quite  depart. 
Nor  ever  shall  if,  Christian-like, 

We  count  the  rolling  years 
Not  as  removing  joys  from  us, 

But  sins,  and  cares,  and  tears ; 


And  upward,  onward,  bearing  us 

To  that  bright  land  and  blest. 
Where  the  wicked  cea-e  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 
4  No  matter  how  care-burdened,  and 

No  matter  how  depress'd, 
A  something  in  their  welcome  makes 

Them  dear  to  every  breast. 
Long  may  the  kind  old  greetings  sound, 

To  every  heart  and  ear, 
A  happy,  happy  Christmas,  and 

A  merry,  bright  New  Year. 
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No.  80 


The  Herald  Angels. 


"Glory  to  God  in  the  Hight$t." 
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Hark  I  the  herald    angels     sing, 
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Joyful,  all  ye 


nations      rise ; 
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With  th'  an-gel  -  ic  host  proclaim, 
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2  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored, 
Christ  the  everlasting  Lord, 
Late  in  time  behold  him  come, 
Offspring  of  a  Virgin's  womb  : 
Veil'd  in  flesh,  the  Godhead  see, 
Hail    he  incarnate  Deity: 
Pl.-ased,  as  man,  with  men  to  dwell, 
Jesus,  our  lmmanuel ! 

Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King ! 


3  Hail !  the  heaven -born  Prince  of  Peace  1 
Hail !  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings, 
Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die  : 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 
Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-boru  King ! 
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NO.   81 


Christmas  Carol. 


J.    C.   WHITJE. 


"  For  unto  us  is  born  this  day  in  the  city  of  David  a  Saviour,  who  it  Christ  the  Lord.' 
8<>lo.  Semi-Chorus. 
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-    (  Christmas  bells  are    ringing    the  blessed  chime,  The  Saviour's  born,  theSaviour's  born: 
*~\      Lis- ten      to  the  sto-ry  the  an-gels  brought  To  Bethlehem's  p  ain,  to  Hethleheni'splai 


1 


± 


Hark,  the  ho  -  ly    an-gels  are  sing-ing  now, 


Peace  on  eavth,  g-od  will  to  men  : 


Tell  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry    to      all  the  earth,  From  age  to  age  from  shore  to  shore, 
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ca-rol  in  glee,     Ca-rol  for  Je-sus,  he  came  to  save  thee ;  Carol  with  hearts  I  ui  1  of  love  to  all, 
ca-rol  ye  rills,    Ca-rol  the  herds    on  a  thousand  hills ;  Carol  ye  breezes  that  waft  our  prayers, 

Chorus.    Lively. 
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Ring  out  the  Old, 


Ca-rol,  for  Je  sus  has  come.        Ring,  ring,  ring,  merry  bells  ring  on, 
Ca  rol,  for  Je-sus    is    King.        Ring,  ring,  &c. 
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riag  in  the  New,  For  Christ  the  Lord  is  King,  let  all  the  earth  sing,  Giorv  in  the  High -est. 
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Song  of  Praise. 


Ko.  82 


W.  B  Gilbert. 


'£T«   if  thy   Lord,   and   vorthip   thou  him.' 


IMP 


1 .  Songs  of  praise  the     au  -  gels  sang,   Heaven  with  hal  -  le 
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Heaven  and  earth  mast  pass  awav  ; 
S'in'js  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day  : 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  bat]  their  birth. 
And  shall  man  alone  he  dumb, 
Till  that  glorious  kingdcm  come? 
No  !  the  church  dellgr*J  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 


Saints  below,  with  heart  and*  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  noon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  nhsU  conquer  death  ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 
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No.  83 


Come  and  Worship.       ,.  mcparl^d. 
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"Oood  tidings  of  great  joy  to  all  people." 
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1.  An-gels  from  the  realms  of  glo-ry,  Wing  your  flight  o'er  all    the  earth. 
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Ye  who  sang  Cre  -  a  -  tion's  slo-ry,    Now  pro  -  claim  Mes-si  -  ah's  birth. 
O  .    J       ^  ,      ,      .       .        .        1      ni  J_ 


Come  and  worship,  come  and  worship,  Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King, 
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Come  and  worship,  come  and  worship,  Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 


2  Shepherds  !  in  the  field  abiding, 

Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night 
God  with  man  is  uow  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light. 
Come,  etc. 

3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations  ; 

Brighter  visions  beam  afar  ; 
Seek  the  Great  Desire  of  nations : 
Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star. 
Come,  etc. 


4  Saints  !  before  the  altar  bending, 

Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 
Suddeuly  the  Lord,  descending, 
In  his  temple  shall  appear. 
Come,  etc. 

5  Sinners  !  wrung  with  true  repentance, 

Doom'd  for  guilt  to  endless  pains, 
Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, 
Mercy  calls  you — break  your  chains ; 
Come,  etc. 
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No.  M. 


A  Home  in  Heaven. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


"  In  my  Father  s  house  are  many  mansions." 
Joyful.  •      •      •       N       ^     -       - 


1.  A  home  in  heaven  !  what  u  joyful  thought,  As  the  poor  man  toils  in  his  wea-ry 

2.  A  home  in  heaven!     As  the  sufferer  lies  On       his    bed    of  pain  and    up  -  lifts  his 
No.  85. 

.  A  home  in  heaven  !     When  onr  treasures    fade,    And  our  wealth  and  fame  in  the  dust  an 
,  A  home  in  bi-avn  !     When  our  friends  have  tied  To  the  cheerless  gloom  of  the  mold'ring 


lot, 

eyes 

laid. 
dead, 


££  H 


Ritard  ad.  lib. 


s^-r^-H A  A  J     ?     I    A    ft   I r 


His  heart  oppressed,  and  hy  anguish  driven  From  his  home  below  to  his  home 

To  that  bright  home,  what  a  joy  is  given,  With  the  blessed  thought  of  a  home 

hen  strength  decays  and  our  health  is  riven,  We  are  happ\  still  with  our  home 

Wo  rest  in  hope  on  the  promise  given,  We  shall  meet  up  there  in  our  home 

titit:        +.t:tit:+'  +  t: 

*-  ^^-r  0  — 0  —  0—0-  '-    0-r*— *— »        A     .     #    .  * 


in  heaven, 
in  beaven. 
in  heaven. 
in  heaven. 


Chorus, 


home 


or  you  and  me, 
for 


Trav'liug  on 

.0.0   0    0    0    0 


so  glad  and  free.  To  a 

so  glad  and  free, 


for  you  and  me, 

for  you  and  me, 


m?0** 
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Come  and  join 


our  pilgrim  band,  Trav'liug  to  the  promised  heavenly  laud, 

our  pilgrim  baud, 


^ — «  .  m  m.0-0-  00..  «_#_#_.^__«...«_^..^_«  ..*..£_«  a-  c 


•  Specially  contributed  by  the  author  of  "  Fresh  Leaves." 
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No.  86 


English  Christmas  Song. 


Charles  Coots. 


1  Blessed  it  He  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.' 


IPe 


1.     I     sing  the  com  -  ing   of     the  Lord,  Then  lis  -  ten     to     my     lay 
*   •      * 
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i_  w  t  i, !.,:."      '    '    pry  I 

Tho'  thrice  six  hun-dred  years  have  fled  Since  that      e  -  vent- fnl     day. 
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The     Son     of  God  !  the  Lord     of  Life  !  How  won-drous  are  his    ways  ! 


* 


*       * 


5=t 


22=^ 


i 
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Oh,    for       a    harp  of  thousand  strings,  To  sound   a  -  broad  his    praise  ! 


£SE£ 
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p  Oh,     for    a   harp    of  thousand  strings  !  Oh,  for  a  harp  of  thousand  strings  J 


^44^ 
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ENGLISH  CHRISTMAS  SOKG- continued. 


s1? 


i  r     |       I 

Oh,     for     a   harp    of   thousand  sti  ings,  To  sound   a -broad  his    praise! 

//    - .  -  .  -    •:   B 
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2  He  came  not  as  a  mighty  king, 

With  pomp,  and  power,  and  dread  ; 
Ah  no  !  a  stable  was  his  home, 

A  manger  was  his  bed. 
But  hark  !  how  joyful  was  the  lay, 

How  rapturous  the  sound, 
When  "  Glory  be  to  God"  was  sung, 

By  angel  hosts  around  ! 

Oh,  for  a  harp,  &c. 

3  The  star  was  bright  that  led  aright 

The  wise  men  to  the  place, 
Where  love  and  peace  were  lighting  up 

The  Holy  Infant's  face. 
They  worshipped  him,  and  freely  gave 

Their  gifts,  a  rich  display 
Of  spices  rare  and  glitt'ring  gold, 

And  then  "  went  on  their  way." 
Oh,  for  a  harp,  &c. 


And  did  he  bow  his  sacred  h^ad, 

And  die  a  death  of  shame? — 
Let  men  and  angels  magnify 

And  bless  his  holy  name. 
0  let  us  live  in  peace  and  love, 

And  cast  away  our  pride, 
And  crucify  our  sins  afresh, 

As  he  was  crucified. 

Oh,  for  a  harp,  &c. 

He  rose  again, — then  let  us  rise 

From  sin,  and  Christ  adore, 
And  dwell  in  peace  with  all  mankind. 

And  tempt  the  Lord  no  more. 
The  Son  of  God  !  the  Lord  of  Life  ! 

How  wondrous  are  his  ways  ! 
Oh,  for  a  harp  of  thousand  strings, 

To  sound  abroad  his  praise  ! 
Oh,  for  a  harp,  &c. 


No.  87 


New  Year's  Hymn, 


We  spend  our   years  .as   a   tale   that    is   told. 


mm^P 


I        I 
1.  Are      there  no  years  in  heaven  ? 

I  I         I      J.       J. 


1 


No   change  of    day   and   night? 


4-T,-*  A 


<J  i     i  I     '      |         i       i     i      i  i 


No       roll-mg    sea-sons'    va  -  ried  hues. 


¥4 
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To  mark  Time's  onward  flight? 

AAAJl 


2  No  ;  time  itself  must  lade, 

And  New  Years'  Days  shall  cease, 
When  all  God's  children  meet  on  high, 
To  hail  the  Prince  of  Peace. 


T=f= 
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3  In  his  great  name  we  raise 

Our  N'ew  Year  Song  to  heaven  ; 
To  praise  our  Father's  boundless  lovej 
And  ask  to  be  forgiven. 
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Ho.  88 


Antioch.  cm. 


Havdk* 


'Tell  ye  the  daughter  of  Sion,  behold  thy  kheg  cometh  unto  thee.' 
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1.  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come !  Let  earth  receive    her      King ; 


i 
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Let    ev 


'ry 


heart 


pre  -  pare        him 


And 
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heaven  and       na  -  ture   sing, 


And  heaven,  and    na    -    ture 
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And  heaven  and      na  -  ture 
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And  heaven,  and    heaven        and    na  -  ture    sing. 
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heaven  and      na  -  ture    sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  earth,  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 
Let  men  their  songs  employ  ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and 
plains 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 


And  heaven 


and      na  -  ture    sing. 


3  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and 
grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 
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A  New  Year's  Prayer. 


No.  89 


Rbv.  R.  Maouirc 


"  So  teach  us  to  number  our  dayt  that  wt  way  apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom. 

J I -» , , 
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Lord,  teach     us      to   num  -  ber    the  days      of     our    life  -  time,    And 
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reck  -  on  the  days  that  for   ev  -  er  have  flown  ;  P^e-gard-ing  them  all    as   but 
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steps    of   the  pro-gress,    As  steps  that  are    no  -  ted,  or     yet     to    be  known. 
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Yes !  Life  is  the  name  of  that  slender 
existence 
That  dwells  in  the  perishing  body  of 
clay; 
A  flow'r  of  the  morning,  it  grows  in  the 
sunshine — 
It  blooms  for  a  little,  and  dies  in  a  day. 

3. 

Time  passes  unheeded  and  often  forgotten, 
The  chimes  of  the  seasons  go  merrily 
round  ; 
The  dread  hour  of  midnight  steals  on  in 
the  dark   "ss, 
An<l    thunders  the  night-watch  with 
dull,  heavy  sound. 


The  wave  of  the  ripple  that  rises  from 
ocean, 
Speeds  onwards  and  dances,  from  bond- 
age set  free, 


Till,    swollen    with    fulness,    its    period 
exhausted, 
It  gently  retires  to  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

5. 

The  dew  of  the  night  and  the  mist  of  the 
morning 
Scarce  live  but  a  moment,  when  upward 
they  fly. 
The  babe  of  our  joy  is  the  child  of  our 
sorrow  ; 
To-day  it  is  fondled — to-morrow  to  die. 

6. 

Then  teach  us  to  number  the  days  of  our 
lifetime, 
And  study  to  walk  in  more  heavenly 
ways  : 
As  we  reckon  the  hours  and  the  chimes 
of  the  noontide, 
So  teach  us,  great  Teacher,  to  nural>er 
our  days. 
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Children  of  Jerusalem.    7's. 


No  90 


KlLLARNET. 


Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David. 
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1.  Chil-dren      of        Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem   Sang    the    praise    of       Je  •  sua* 
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name.  Chil-dren,  too,    of     mo  -  dern  days,  Join  to   sing  the  Saviour's  praise. 
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Hark !  hark !  hark !  while  infant  voices  sing,     Hark !  hark !  hark !  while  infant  voices 
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sing      Loud     ho-san-nas,  loud  ho-san  nas,  loud    ho-san  -  nas      to   our  King. 
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We  are  taught  to  love  the  Lord  ; 
We  are  taught  to  read  his  word  ; 
We  are  taught  tlie  way  to  heaven  ; 
Praise  for  all  to  Go!  be  given. 
Hark,  &c. 


3. 

Parents,  teachers,  old  and  young, 
All  unite  to  swell  the  song  : 
Higher,  and  yet  higher  rise, 
Till  hosannas  reach  the  skies. 
Hark,  &c 
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Glorious  Things. 


ISo.  91. 


T.  0.  O'Kane. 


Cheerful. 


(llorious   thit>(/s  of'  due  are  xpoken.'1 


1.  Glo-rlous  things  of  the<>    are  spoken,      Zi-on,  cit-y      of        our  God  1 

2.  See     the  streams  of  !!▼  -  lng  waters,       Springing  from  eter-nal     love, 

3.  Round  each  hnbl  -  ta  -   tion  hov'ring,  Bee  the  lire  and  cloud  ap  -  pear, 


ft  - i=f JT^---3=E=-iL:iEE*-i!.L-^P?_^:EE0-^-f ~=^  N-?-f 


He  whose  wind  can 
still  sup  -  ply  our 
For      a       glo   -    ry 


not       be    broken,      Formed  (hee  for  his  own  abode. 
sons  and  daughters,  And  all   fear  of  want  remove. 
and      a     cov'ring,    Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 


:— © #—  r© » — - \0-0-.  ^-  -I 1 rl 3~P- — 
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On         the    Rock   of    A   -   ges  founded  What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
Who     can  faint  while  such     a  riv-er       Ev    -    er  flows  our  thirst  t'  assuage  ? 
He       who  gives   us    dai    -    ly  manna,  He     who  list  -  ens  when  we  cry  ! 

.    K  s  I  ,     ,  ^—  I 
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With  sal  -  va  -  tion's  walls  sur-rounded, 
Grace,  which  like  the  Lord  the  giv-er. 
Let     him   hear    our    loud     ho -sauna. 


Thou  may'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 
Nev-er    fails  from  age  to  age. 
Ris-ing     to    his  throne  on  high. 


\ausu^u^j^r'^ 


•  Specially  contributed  by  the  author  of  "  Fuv.sn  Leaves.' 
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No.  92 


Call  to  Praise. 


English. 


'  Praise  him  with  string  inttrunients  and  organ*  :  let  everything  that  hath  breath,  praise  the  Lord." 
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1.  Come,  0  come,  with  sa-cred  lays, 
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Let  us  sound  th'  Al-migh-ty's  praise  I 
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Hi-ther  bring,  in    true  con 
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Heart,  and  voice,  and  in  -  stru  •  ment. 

J    i     i  A    J    ! 
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To  your  voic  -  es    tune  the    lute  ; 
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Let   not  tongue  nor  string  be  mute  ; 
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Not      a     crea-ture  dumb  be    found, 

I        I         I        I         I        I 


That  hath 
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or    sound. 
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Let,  in  praise  of  God,  the  sound 
Run  a  never-ending  round  ; 
That  our  holy  hymn  may  be 
Everlasting,  as  is  he. 
So  shall  he,  from  heaven's  high  tower, 
On  the  earth  his  blessing  shower ; 
All  this  hutre  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be. 
Then  our  voices  we  will  rear, 
Till  we  fill  it  everywhere. 
Come,  0  come,  with  sacred  lays, 
Let  us  sound  the  Almighty's  praise  i 


Let  such  things  as  do  not  live, 
In  still  music  praises  give  : 
Lowly  pipe,  all  ye  that  creep 
On  the  earth  or  in  the  deep  ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sing : 
Clouds,  your  peals  of  thunder  ring  ; 
Sun  and  moon,  exalted  higher, 
And  you  stars,  augment  the  choir. 
Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race, 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place  ; 
And  amid  this  mortal  throng 
Be  ye  masters  of  the  song. 
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Ho.  93 


Holy  Child  Jesus,    cm. 


Rev.  W.  Jones. 


"  Hotanna  in  (M  kighutt' 
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Ho  -  8an  -  nas  were    by    chil-dreu  sung  When    •!•  -  sus     was 
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Then   sure  -  ly    we    are    not    too   young     To  sound  his      praises    forth. 

•      i     i     i     i     j  '**•    A     r\  j    j  .  j     i   ;  j 


The  Lord  is  great,  the  Lord  is  good  ; 

He  feeds  us  from  his  store, 
With  earthly  and  with  heavenly  food; 

We'll  praise  him  evermore. 


ft 
We  thank  him  for  his  gracious  word ; 
*       We  thank  him  for  his  love  ; 
We'll  sing  the  praises  of  our  Lord, 
Who  reigns  in  heaven  above. 


No.  94 


1. 


rFHE  race  that  long  in  darkness  walk'd, 
■■      Have  seen  a  glorious  light ; 
The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  surrounding  night. 


To  hail  Thy  rise,  Thou  better  Sun, 
The  gathering  nations  come, 

Joyous,  as  when  the  reapers  bear 
The  harvest  treasures  home. 

3. 

For  unto  us  a  Child  is  born  ; 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 

Him,  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

4. 
His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

For  evermore  adored, 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  Great  aud  Mighty  Lord. 


No.  95 


/^OME,  children,  hail  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
^     Obey  the  Saviour's  call ; 


|  Co  me,  seek  his  face,  and  taste  his  grace 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  alL 


Ye  lambs  of  Christ,  your  tribute  bring, 
Ye  children  great  and  small ; 

Hosannas  sing  to  Christ  your  King, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3. 

This  Jesus  will  your  sins  forgive, 

For  such  he  drank  the  gall, 
For  such  he  died,  that  they  might  live 

To  crown  him  Lord  of  alL 


Let  all  these  children,  Lord,  be  thii.e 
Save  them  from  Satan's  thrall ; 

Then  we  shall  meet  at  Jesu's  feet, 
To  crowo  him  Lord  of  alL 
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NO.  96 


Thanksgiving  Hymn. 

"  It  it  good  to  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord. n 


J.  A.  P.  SCHOIXK. 


1.  We  plough  the  fertile  meadows,  And  sow  the  furrow 'd  land.  But  yet  the  waving  harvest 
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Depends  on  God's  own  hand ;    It     is  his  mercy    gives    us    The  sunshine  and  the  rain  ; 
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That  paints  in  verdant  beauty  The  mountain  and  the  plain.       Ev'  ry  blessing  we  en-joy 
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Comes  to  us  from  Gnd.  Then  praise  his  name,      •'//:    For  he  is  e-vergood,     •//: 
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2. 

By  him  were  all  things  fashioned, 

Around  us  and  afar  ; 
He  made  the  earth  and  ocean, 

And  ev'ry  shining  star  ; 
He  made  the  pleasant  spring-time 

The  summer  bright  and  warm, 
The  golden  days  of  autumn, 

The  winter,  and  the  storm. 

Ev'ry  blessing,  &c. 


He  makes  the  glorious  sun  set, 

The  moon  to  sail  on  high  ; 
He  bids  the  breezes  fan  us, 

And  thund'ring  clouds  to  fly ; 
He  gives  us  ev'ry  blessing  ; 

To  him  our  lives  we  owe  ; 
He  sent  his  Son  to  save  us 

From  sin,  and  death,  and  woe. 

Ev'ry  blessing,  &c 


CAROLS    OF    PRAISE. 


65 


No.  97 


Delight  in  God. 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings. 


u  Tliy  commandment*  are  my  delight. 


Quick. 

^-jrJ.Lr-j=iI  g=j3is-j^i-±  g^S^-e-i-E 


L  De  -  light  in     the  Lord,     With  sweet-est    ac-  cord,     All    ye   who  are 
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for  -  given; 
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Liim  -  self       he    once        of  -  fered,  For 
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sin  -  ners    he       suf-  fered  To 
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o  -  pen   the       por-  tals    of   heaven. 
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2  Delight  in  the  Lord. 
His  wonders  record, 

Whose  name  is  Almighty  to  save  ; 
His  own  resurrection 
Brought  death  in  subjection, 

Abolished  the  power  of  the  grave. 

3  Delight  in  the  Lord, 
Confide  in  his  word, 

Our  Prophet,  our  Priest,  and  our  King : 


His  wisdom,  his  merit. 
His  guidance,  his  spirit, 
His  love  we  exultingly  sing. 

4  Delight  in  the  Lord, 
In  his  soeptre  and  sword, 

His  fops  shall  assail  him  in  vain  ; 
TTis  kingdom  all  erlovious 
Will  soon  rise  victorious. 

O'er  all  the  wide  world  he  shall  reign. 
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No.  98 


The  New  Best  Name. 


Philip  Phillips. 


"7b  him  that  overcometh  will  I  give  to  eat  of  the  hidden  manna,  and  will  give  him  a  white  ston«, 
and  in  the  stone  a  new  name  written,  which  no  man  knoweth  saving  he  that  receiveth  it." 
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1.  He  bath  giv'n  me  a  gem,  as    a 
3.  And  oi't  when  my  day-dreams  draw 
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to  -  ken    so   rare,        Tn    my      bo  -  som  I've  placed  it     for   safe-keep-ing 
nigh   to      a  close,     And    I      sigh   for    the  calm    of    the  evenings  re  - 
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there,     And    it  shines  with    a      lus  -  tre     so        calm  and    so      bright — No 
pose,       How       sweet  is     the     sol- ace,  when     left     all     a   -  lone,  Which: 


CAROLS    OF    PRAISE. 
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drift  from  the    mountain  was      ev  -  er      so  white.  2.  This     em  -  blern  of 
mine  when   I     gaze     ou    my     beau  -  ti  -  ful  stone.   4.  And  this  blest  bond  of 
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pu  -  ri  -  ty       bears  my   new  name,  Which  no     one   can  read,  tho'    to 
u  -  nion    is       promis'd    the    same      To      all    who  will  love,  and    be  - 
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Follow  the  voice. 
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me     'tis     so  plain ;  And    I     hope  to    preserve    it      as      long   as      I 
lieve  on    his  name ;    Ah  !       who  would  not  cov  -  et      a       to  -  ken    so 
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live, 
rare, 


For    so 
In  their 


>re  -  cious  a      gift  none  but      Je    -    sus   can  give. 
y>  -  som   to   place     it     for     safe  -  keep-ing  there. 
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Ho.  99 


Praise  the  Lord ! 


"My  lips  shall  praise  Thee* 
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trib  -  ute  bring ;  ftansom'd,heard,  restor'd,  for  -  giv  -  en,  Who  like  thee    his 


I       I 


*±± 


praise  shouldsing?  Praise  him!  praise  him!  Praise  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    King! 


Si 


d=^ 


=§: 


i 


A 


T3- 


-M~^ 


£ 


s^s; 


^? 


i^ 


Praise  him  for  his  grace  and  favour 
To  our  fathers  in  distress  ; 

Praise  him  still  the  same  for  ever, 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless. 

Praise  him  !  Praise  him  I 
Glorious  in  his  faithfulness ! 


Angels,  help  us  to  adore  him, 
Ye  behold  him  face  to  face  f 

Sun  and  moon  bow  down  before  him, 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 
Praise  him  !  Praise  him  ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace  ! 


No.  100 


1. 


T  ET  us  now,  with  hearts  united, 
•^    Seek  and  praise  our  God  above ; 
Far  too  long  we  him  have  slighted  : 

But  if  now  we  seek  his  love, 
We  shall  rind  him, 

And  our  souls  he  will  approve. 

2. 
[f  we  seek  him  through  the  Saviour, 
Pleading  all  he  did  below, 


"We  shall  surely  find  his  favour, 
And  be  saved  from  endless  woe  ; 

And  to  heaven 
After  death  our  souls  will  go. 
3. 
If  we  seek  his  Holy  Spirit 

In  our  young  and  early  days, 
He  will  grant,  through  Jesus'  merit, 
Rich  supplies  of  heavenly  grace : 

And  will  fit  us 
For  eternal  songs  of  praise. 
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No.  101 


Confess  the  Lord.    p.m. 


That  every   tongue  should  confess  that  Jesus   Christ   is   Lord. 
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,    Migh-ty  God,  while  angels  bless  tliee,  May  we  children  speak  thy  name  ? 
*  Lord   of  nieu     as     will    as     an-gels,  Thou  art  ev  -  *ry  crea-tur*:'s  theme  I 


Lord   of     ev  - 
Sounded  throu> 


ry    land  and  na 
h  the.  wide  ere -a 


ti«>n,  An-eient  of       e  -  ter  -  nal  days! 
tion    lie     thy  just  and  law-  ful  praise. 


Hal  -  le  -  hi  -  jah,    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah, 
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A  -  -  -  men. 


Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 
Shall  thy  praise  un uttered  lie? 

Flee  my  tongue  such  guilty  silence, 
Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die, 

Hallelujah,  etc. 


From  the  highest  throne  in  glory, 
To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe, — 

All  to  ransom  guilty  captives  ; 
Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 

Hallelujah,  etc. 


No.  102 


1. 


WHY  did  Jesus  come  from  heaven, 
Live  a  suffering  life,  and  die  ? 
'Twas  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 
And  hereafter  live  ou  high. 

Let  us  praise  him, 
Now  he  reigns  above  the  sky. 


Jesus  is  the  only  Saviour ; 

All  our  hope  from  Jesus  springs ; 
Jesus  is  the  world's  Redeemer ; 

Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings. 
Let  us  praise  him, 

For  his  grace  salvation  brings. 


3. 

Jesus  kindly  will  receive  us, 
Who  to  him  for  refuge  flee ; 

Jesus  never  can  deceive  us  ; 
Our  unchanging  friend  is  he. 

Let  us  praise  him  : 
From  our  sins  he  sets  us  free. 


May  we  know  his  full  salvation, 
And,  when  this  short  life  is  o'er 

Reach  that  heavenly  habitation, 
Whithr.r  he  is  gone  before. 

May  we  praise  him, 
In  his  kingdom  evermore. 
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No.  103 


America.   (National  Hymn.) 
19th  P.M.  6's&4's. 


Carky. 


Maestoso. 


"  The  Lord  shall  give  his  people  the  blessing  of  peace. 
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1.  My  country,  'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib-er-ty,  Of  thee  I  sing ;  Land  where  my 
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fathers  died,  Landof  the  pilgrim's  pride,  From  ev'ry  mountainside  Let  freedom  ring. 


2  My  native  country  !  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble  free, 

Thy  name  I  love  ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills  ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song : 


No.  104 

GOD  bless  our  native  land  ! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand, 
Through  storm  and  night ; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  winds  and  wave, 
Do  thou  our  country  save 
By  thy  great  might. 


No.  105 

COME,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 
Help  us  to  praise : 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 
Ancient  of  days. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,  arise, 
Scatter  our  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall ; 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made  ; 
Our  souls  on  thee  be  stay'd  : 

Lord,  hear  our  call.    ,     . 


Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake, 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 
The  sound  prolong. 

Our  father's  God,  to  thee — 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing  : 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King. 


2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God  above  the  skies  ; 

On  him  we  wait  : 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State  ! 


3  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword, 

Our  prayer  attend  ; 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless, 
And  give  thy  word  success  . 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 

4  To  the  great  One  in  Three 
Eternal  praises  be 

Hence,  evermore. 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 
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No.   106 


Our  Country. 

"A  land  thatjlotceth  with  milk  and  honey.' 


Philip  Phillip* 


•    >   ~f  P    >    "    y 

Our  i-ountry,  un  ri-vall.-d   in     beau  -  ty    And  splendour  that  cannot  bo    told, 
Our  country,  the  birthplace  of  freo-dom,   The  land  where  our  ton-fathers  trod 
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lovely  tny  bills  and  tuy  woodlands,  Arrayed  in  a  sunlight  of  gold.     The  eagle,  proud  king  nf  the 
sang  ia  the  aisles  of  the  forest  Their  hymn  of  thanksgiving  to  God.  Their  bark  they  had  moored  in  the 


dm       — m-rm 


uumntiin, 
har-bour. 


Is   soar-ing,  ma-jes-cie  and 
No  more  on  the    o  -  cean  to 


free; 
roam  : 


Thy    ri-vers  and  lakes  in  their  grandeur, 
And  there,  in  the  wilds  of  New  Eng  iand, 
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Rill  >n    to    the  arms  of  the    sea. 
The}  founded  a  coun-trv  and  home, 
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Roll      on    to    the  arms  of  the      sea.     . 
They  found  ed      a  couu-try  and    home 


Our  country,  the  past,  and  its  gl<>ry, 

Still  h  'iioiir  the  names  of  the  de  "1 ; 

ireaman  tha  crowned  the--  with  laurel, 

The  he  oe->  and  wmtmtTU  th.it  bled. 
M  unt  Vernon,  where  Washington  slumbers, 

The  soul  of  thy  freedom  for  rear*, 
A  will   w  droojm  tenderly  o  er  him, 

Go  hallow  his  grave  with  thy  tears. 


4 

Our  country  with  ardent  devotion. 

In  God  may  thy  children  abide  : 
In  him  be  the  strength  of  our  n  ition. 

His  laws  and  its  counsel  its  guide. 
Our  burner—  that  time-honoured  hanner 

That  floats  o'er  the  ocean's  bright  foam- 
God  keep  them  unsullied  for  ever— 

Our  standard,  our  union,  our  hom«. 
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No.  107 


Thou  G-reat  Creator 

1  Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth! 

.U-J— >. 
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Alfred  Smith. 
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1.  Thou  great  Cre  -  a  -  tor,    sov'reign  Lord,  To   thee  my  voice   I  raise, 
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With    ho  -   ly    zeal  my  heart    in- spire,   And  tune  my    soul    to  praise. 
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rord    my    on  -  ly      com  -  fort  still,  My   ref  -  uge  day  by      day  : 
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Oh,     let      me  trust  it,     gra-  cious  Lord,  And   ev  -  er  watch  and  pray. 


-r 


My  cup  with  joy  thy  goodness  fills, 

Thy  mercy  I  adore  ; 
Oh,  give  me  strength  and  grace  divine, 

To  love  thee  more  and  more. 
"With  humble  faith  and  earnest  hope, 

Where'er  my  path  may  be, 
I'll  strive  to  run  the  heavenly  race, 

And  look  for  help  to  thee. 
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3. 


And  when  beside  the  rolling  waves 

Of  Jordan's  stream  I  stand, 
Dear  Saviour,  thou  wilt  bear  me  then 

To  Canaan's  promised  land : 
There  with  the  joyful  host  above, 

My  raptured  voice  I'll  raise, 
When  faith,  and  prayer,  and  hope  are  lost 

In  our  glad  song  of  praise. 


Part  III.] 


[Price  10  cents  each.    $8  per  100. 
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Our  Field  is  the  World. 

Phillips  and  O'Kane. 


No.  108. 


lZo  /  lam  with  you  ahoay,  even  unto  the  end  of  the  world.' 
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1.  Dis  -  ci  -  pies  of  Jesus,  why  stand  ye  here  idle?  Go  work  in  his  vineyard,  he  calls  us  to-day  ; 

2.  Our  field  is  tbe  world,  and  our  work,  is  before  us,  To  each  is  ap-pointed  a  message  to  bear ; 
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unmandsus,  am 
i-  rected  our  m: 


The  night  is  approaching  when  no  man  can  labor,  Our  Master  commands  us,  and  shall  we  delay  ? 
At  home  or  abroad,  in  the  cottage  or  palace,  Wherev-  er  di-  rected  our  mis-sion  is  tboro. 


CHOllUS. 
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Our  field  is  the  world  1  Our  field  is  the  world  1    Look  up,  for  the  bar  -  vest  is  near ; 
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When  the  reapers  f rem  glory    Will  shout  as  they  come,  And  the  Lord  of  the  vineyard  appear. 


Perhaps  we  are  called  from  the  highways 
and  hedges, 
To  gather  the    lowly,    despised,    and 
oppressed ; 
11  this  be  our  duty,  then  why  should  we 
falter? 
We'll  do  it,  and  trust  to  our  Saviour 
the  rest. 
Our  field  is  the  world,  etc. 


Instead  of  the  thorn  shall  the  myrtle  be 
planted  ; 
The  desert  shall  blossom  and  bloom  aa 
the  rose ; 
The  palm  tree  rejoicing  shall  spread  forth 
her  branches  ; 
The  lamb  and  the  lion  together  repose. 
Our  field  is  the  world,  etc. 


MISSIONARY    ECHOES. 


75 


No.  109 


Macedonian  Cry 


•  Ait  by  Puilip  Piiiluwl 


i  "    L/ 1 — r 

1  Yes,  niy     na-tive  land,  1  love  thee ;  All  thy  scenes,  I  love  them    well ; 
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Friends,  connections,  hap-py  coun-try  !  Can     I      bid   you    all  fare  •  well  ? 


Can    I    leave  you  ?  Can    I  leave 


2  Yes,  I  hasten  from  you  gladly, 

From  the  scenes  I  loved  so  well — 
Far  away,  ye  billows,  bear  me; 
Lively  native  land,  farewell ! 

Pleased  I  leave  thee, 
Far  in  heathen  lauds  to  dwell. 

3  In  the  desert  let  me  labour  ; 

On  the  mountains  let  me  tell 
How  he  died— the  blessed  Saviour — 
To  redeem  a  world  from  hell ! 

Let  me  hasten, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell. 

4  Bear  me  on,  thou  restless  ocean  ; 

Let  the  winds  my  canvas  swell — 
Heaves  my  heart  with  warm  emotion, 
While  I  go  far  heuce  to  dwell. 

Glad  I  bid  thee, 
Native  land,  Farewell !  farewell  1 


you,    Far  in     hea-then  lauds  to  dwell? 
No  110 

GO,  ye  heralds  of  salvation, 
Go,  proclaim  "  Redeeming  blood  ,n 
Publish  to  that  barb'rous  nation, 
Peace  and  pardon  from  our  God ; 

Tell  the  heathen, 
None  but  Christ  cau  do  them  good. 

2  Distant  tho'  our  souls  are  blending, 

Still  our  hearts  are  warm  and  true ; 
In  our  prayers  to  heav'n  ascending, 
Brethren,  we'll  remember  you  ; 

Heav'n  preserve  you 
Safely  all  your  journey  through. 

3  When  your  mission  here  is  finish' d, 

And  your  work  on  earth  is  done, 

May  your  souls,  by  grace  replenish'd, 

Find  acceptance  thro'  the  Sou  I 

Theuoe  admitted, 
Dwell  for  ever  near  his  throne. 
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God  with  Us. 


No.  Ill 


emi.tr  Pmuow. 
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"Hitherto  hath  the  Lord 
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1,  Lo  !  our  fa-thers'  God   is   with  us !    We    can  trace  his  migh-ty  hand, 
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In     our  churches,  vast    in  num-ber,    Wide   ex  -  tend  -  ing  o'er    our  land. 
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And    the  year    of  time    be    vo  -  cal  With  our  loud,  ecs  -  ta  -  tic  song. 
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GOD  WITH  US— continued. 
CHORUS,  bt  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. — Full  and  loud. 


March-ing    a-long,  we  are  marching  a- long  ;    Ris-ing   and  progressing,  we  are 


"IE 
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3CZ* 
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march  -  ing     a-long  ;    Our  hearts  are  u  -  nit  -  ed,    and      this     be     our  song 
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Our      fa  -  thers'  God        is  with    us     while  we're  march  -  ing 


a  -  long. 
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2. 

Lo  !  our  fathers'  God  is  with  us ! 

Lost  in  wonder,  we  adore 
Him  who  brought  them  safely  hither 

With  the  Gospel  to  our  shore. 
Fired  with  zeal,  and  armed  with  courage, 

Strong  in  faith  and  love  divine, 
Thro'  the  darkest  cloud  that  gathered 

They  could  see  his  glory  shine. 

Marching  along,  &c 

3. 

Lo  !  our  fathers'  God  is  with  us  ! 

They  have  laid  their  armour  down, 
They  have  passed  the  vale  of  shadow, 

Left  the  cross  to  wear  the  crown : 


We  must  bear  their  glorious  standard, 
Wield  our  veteran  fathers'  sword, 

In  the  army  of  the  faithful 
We  are  battling  for  the  Lord. 

Marching  along,  &c 

4. 

Lo  !  our  fathers'  God  is  with  us  ! 

Sing  aloud  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  increasing  and  progressing, 

Brethren,  let  us  all  rejoice  ! 
Hallelujah  !  what  a  meeting, 

When  we  reach  the  shining  shore, 
There  with  saints  who've  gone  before  us, 

Shout  M  Free  grace  "  for  evermore  j 
Marching  along,  &c 
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How  He  Loves  Us. 


No.  112. 


C.  H.  Batrman. 


•'  Ee  was  bruised  for  our  iniquities^ 


1.  Bound  up  -  on  th'ae-cursed  tree,  Faint  and  bleeding, who  is  he  ?     See  his  eyes  so 
•*•     o-     +■    +-     +-   M    „ u    a.    *    -*-     "•■♦     **■     fi^-^-^--#- 
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pale  and  dun,  Streaming  blood,  and  writhing  limb ;  See  the  flesh  with  scourges  torn ; 

■#•  J      fa**       #■£"••-■••«»     ^        ♦  ■*■  *  d    •§■    d    \ 


See  the  crown  of        twist-  ed     thorn ;     See  the  drooping  death-dew'd  brow ; 

•#-     -0-  d-+   —  ad  -0-     -0-     -0-     -0-       -0-  I 


-J-J--j=a--, 


-r — r 
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-,-— -— PP       2  Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree, 

__f  £3=^*4- j—=n—3_  ft  Dread  and  awful,  who  was  he? 

^V  ~  #~- — 0~*  \T0'ZZ-o-Z~-& — tb  Though  his  lifeless  corpse  was  laid 

Son  of  man/tis  thou !  'tis  thou  !  J1  a  c°ld  sepulchral  bed 

■  ^  Soon  the  Saviour  from  the  grave 

^rr — n# — %~\ £~TH f S — rr  Rose  a  conqu'ror  strong  to  save; 
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e  crown  that  decks  his  brow — 
Son  of  God,  'tis  thou  1  'tis  thou  1 


No.  113. 
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"Work  wliile  'tis  Day. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


"  Ihe  nigM  cometh,  when  no  man  can  work" 


ork,  for  the 


1 .  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ;  Work  thro'  the  morning  hours ;  Work  while  the  dew  is 

1  «   _«_«^_ 
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WORK  WHILE  'TIS  DAY— continued. 
! 


si'Ark  -  ling ;    Work  'raid  springing  flow'rs  j 


i      lij 
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Work  when  the  day  grows  bright  -  er 
J.        ->     -*    -         J       **• 
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Work  in    the  glowing  sun  : 


^i-J-Tiii: 


Work,  for  the  night  is  com-ing,  When  man's  work  is  done. 
I       P»     %    I        I         I     J 
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Work  when  the  day  grows  bright 


1/     *    '         I 

Work  in   the  glowing      sun  : 
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Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter  ; 
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Work  in  the  glow-ing 
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rrrr 


-©-m 
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for      the  night 
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ing,     When    man's   work      is 


d<ue. 
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X 

ing,    When    man's    work      is         done. 

3. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

Under  the  sunset  skies  ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadech, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more: 
Work  While  the  night  is  dark'ning. 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


I 


i     v   t  ' 

sun,        for     the  night     is 


Work,  for  the  night  is  coming  ; 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon  : 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labour ; 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store  ; 
Work,  tor  the  night  is  coming, 

When  mau  works  no  more. 
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NO.  114 


Cheerful  Giver. 

"  God  loveth  the  cheerful  giver," 


Philip  Phillip*. 
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1.    Give!  give!  give!  Give  of  the  fruits  of  thy  labour ;  Give  of  thy ''basket  and 
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store;"   Give  to  the  cause  of  the  needy 

N    . 


Jesus  will  give  to  thee  more. 
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He  will  bless  your  alms  when  rightly  given.  To  the  gVry     of    his    cause. 


2. 

Give  !  give  !  give ! 

Give  to  the  pilgrim  and  stranger, 

Lighten  their  burden  of  care ; 

Give  to  the  widow  and  orphan, 

Help  them  their  sorrow  to  bear. 

God  loveth,  etc 


3. 

Give!  give!  give! 
Give  to  distribute  the  Bible 
Over  the  isles  of  the  sea; 
Nations  now  sitting  in  darkness 
Light  from  its  pages  will  see. 
God  loveth,  etc. 
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No.  115 


The  Reaping  Time.    7s. 


Rev.  It.  Lowet. 


A  time  to  be  born,  and  a  time  to  die.' 


we    fol  -  low  thee  ; 
is    dawn-iug  bright ; 
_#_ 

-H-+-# 0—  #-*f 


1.  Je  -  sue,    we  thv  lambs  would  be.       Humbly    would  we    fol  -  low  thee  ; 

2.  Now  the    field  with  grain    is  white,     Ju>w  the     day     is    dawn-iug  bright 


•^    .     i 


r-J— ->— \— . 


"Wait  -  ing     for     the    joy  -  ful  day, 
Bright  -  er      far     the    sky    will    be, 


When  all  care  will  pass    a  -  way. 
When  the  Mas-  ter     we  shall  see. 
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CH  OR  IS. 
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When  the     reap-ing  time  shall  come,  And  an  -  gels   shout  the    har-vest  home. 


Egre=g=E=^ 
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ipmg  time  shall  come,  And  an-  gels  sbout  the   har-vest    home. 


3  May  we  wait,  and  watch,  and  pray, 
For  the  coming  of  that  day. 
When  the  wheat  shall  sifted  be. 
And  the  chaff  be  driven  from  thee  1 

When  the  reaping,  Ac. 
No-  116 

1  Swiftlv  pass  the  seasons  round  ; 
Constant  change  on  earth  is  found, 
We  are  fading  day  by  day,  / 
And  must  shortly  pass  away. 
When  the  reaping,  die 


2  Time  once  lost  returns  no  more ; 
Time  with  us  will  soon  be  o'er : 
Oh,  may  we  be  earlv  wise, 

To  improve  it  as  it  flies. 
When  the  reaping,  Ac. 

3  Help  us.  Lord,  to  seek  thy  face 
Daily  may  we  jjrow  in  grace, 
Till  we  rise  to  dwell  above, 

In  th*»  kingdom  of  thy  love. 
When  the  reaping,  Ac 
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No.  117 


Come,  ye  Disconsolate.  30th  p.m. 


God  is  our  refuge  and  strength  :  a  very  present  help  in  trouble." 


S.  Webbk 


r  1  (T^y 


Solo,  Duet,  or  Trio. 
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1.  Come,     ye     dis  -  con  -  so-late,         where'er        ye         Ian    -  guish, 
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Come         to       the      mer    -    cy    seat,      Fer    -    vent  -   ly     kneel 
1st  Time  Duet,  2nd  Time  Chorus. 
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Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  Here       tell       your       an  -  guish  ; 
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Earth        has 
2. 
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sor  -  row      that    heav'n     can  •  not    heal. 


Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying, 
Hope    of   the   penitent,    fadeless  and 
pure; — 
Here    speaks    the    Comforter,    tenderly 
saying — 
Earth   has    no    sorrow    that    heav'n 
cannot  cure. 


Here  see  the  bread  of  life;  see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure 
from  above ; 
Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;  come,  ever 
knowing — 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heav'n  can 
remove. 
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Labour  for  Christ. 


No.  118 


"  Ihe  harvest  truly  is  plenteous,  but  the  labourers  are  few. 


V    V    V    V    w    v    V 

1.    For    Josus    our  Saviour,  our  talent,  our  time,  Our  substance  weMl  cheerfully  spend; 
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Whatever  our  lot,  and  wherever  our  clime.  We'll  labour  and  love  to  the  end. 
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We'll 
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CHORUS. 
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labour  and  love  to  the  end.     0  yes,  we'll  do  all  that  we  can  ;  O  yes,  we'll  do  all  that  we 

if? 
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can.  The  harvest  is  great,  and  the  labourers  are  few,  Then  we  will  do  all  that  we  can. 

I*  N 
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And  If  we  have  only  a  penny  to  give. 

We'll  give  it,  though  scanty  our  store, 
For  they  who  give  nothing  when  little  they  have, 
Wheu  wealthy,  will  give  little  more. 

Chorus. 
3. 

But  if  an  abundance  we  have  at  command, 
O  Father,  the  Spirit  bestow, 


1^1 

To  scatter  our  wealth  with  a  liberal  hand, 
And  succour  the  children  of  woo. 

Chorus, 

4. 

Though  God  may  not  call  us  in  region*  afar, 

To  scat  ter  the-  Gosp  1  abroad, 
We'll  point  those  around  us  to  Bethlehem's  stf  J 

To  Heaven,  to  Home,  and  to  God. 

Chorus. 
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No.  119 


The  Promised  Time. 


"  And  the  desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the  rose.' 
Animated.  , 


:*— & 


1.  Re  -  joice,    re  -  joice,  the  promised    time  is    com  -  ing,  Re  -  joiee,    re 
d.  c.  Re  -  joice,    re  -  joice,  the  promised    time  is    com  -  ing,  Re  -  joice,    re 
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joice,     the      wil  -  der  -  ne38  shall     bloom,      And      Zi  -  on's  chil  -  dren 
joice,     the      wil  -  der  -  ness  shall     bloom. 
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then  shall  sing,  "  The    des-erts    all    are      blossom  -  ing  :"    Re 
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-   joice,  the     promised     time   is       com  -  ing,   Re   -    joice,    re    -    joice,   the 
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wil- der  -  ness  shall     bloom;    The     Gos-pel  ban-ner,  wide  unfurl'd,  Shall 
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wave     in       tri  -  uraph     o'er      the    world ;  And       ev   -   ery     crea  -  ture, 

-0-  +-  I  f*         I 


bond      and    free,     Shall      hail      the        glo  -  rious       ju     -     bi  -  lee. 

tl  M-  m-  +  +         +.  +  JL         4L 

[*-  ~l g=t=E=f-f : 


Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  promised  time  is  coming; 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  Jerusalem  shall  sing; 
From  Zion  shall  the  law  go  forth, 

And  all  shall  hear  from  south  to  north : 
Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  promised  time  is  coming, 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  Jerusalem  shall  sing ; 
And  truth  shall  sit  on  every  hill, 

And  blessings  flow  in  every  rill, 
And  praise  shall  every  heart  employ. 

And  every  voice  shall  6hout  with  joy : 
Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  promised  time  is  coming, 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  Jerusalem  shall  sing. 


Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  promised  time  is  coming, 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  Prince  of  Peace  shall  reign, 
And  lambs  shall  with  the  leopard  play, 

For  nought  6hall  harm  in  Zion's  way : 
Rejoice,  rejoiee,  the  promised  time  is  coming, 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  Prince  of  Peace  shall  reign. 
The  sword  and  spear  of  needless  worth,' 

Shall  prune  the  tree  and  plow  the  earth, 
And  peace  shall  smile  from  6hore  to  shore, 

And  nations  shall  learn  war  no  more  : 
Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  promised  time  is  coming, 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  Prince  of  Peace  shall  reign. 
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G-ospel  Victory. 

Come  over  into  Macedonia  and  help  ««." 


Philip  Phillips. 

— Ml — «m. 


9 


bid  the  Hin-doo  weep  no  more, 

*— g-p— f±E-.zfcEz3: 


1.  Go,  sound  the  trump  from  India's  shore,  And  bid  the  Hin-doo  weep  no  more, 

5- 1     sn     sr*4 


w*. 


a  tempo. 


Hin-doo  weep  no     more;  From    i-  dols    vain,  and  Gan-ges'  wave,  The 


m. 
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low-  ly  Saviour  comes  to  save,  comes  to         save,   F] 
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Satan's  sway,  The  Gospel  gives  the  vic-to-  ry  1      vie  -  to  -  ry  !     vie  -  to  -ry ! 


save,   From  tyrant's  power  and 
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2  Go,  sound  the  trump  on  Afric's  shore, 
And  bid  the  J:  natives  weep  no  more  !:|| 
From  cruel  chains,  and  bloody  grave, 

The  lowly  Saviour  f:  comes  to  save.  :J — From  tyrant's,  <fec. 

3  Go,  sound  the  trump  on  Judah's  shore, 
And  say  to  fl:  Israel  weep  no  more!  :j 
The  Lord  of  glory,  slain  by  you, 

"Will  yet  restore  the  [•  guilty  Jew.  :j — From  tyrant's,  <fec. 

4  Go,  sound  the  trump  on  every  shore, 
And  bid  poor  |:  sinDers  weep  no  more  ! :  fl 
The  blood  that  flowed  from  Jesus'  veins 

"Will  wash  away  your  J:  crimson  stains. :] — From  tyrant's,  &c. 
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No.  121 


Jesus  Invites  Me. 


PUILIP  PUILLIPS. 


Th*  Lord  thinkeih  upon  me." 


1.    Je-sus     invites   me!     Je  -  sus     invites  me!  Kiud   in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion  all 
8.  Who  can  condemn  me,    who  can  condemn  me  ;    Je  -  sus   has  died,  and  my 
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doubts  to     remove  ;  Gracious  his  par-don,  precious    his  blessing,  Boundless  the 

sins  are    forgiv'n ;  Come  then,  poor  siuner,  put    on  the  vestment — Put  on     the 
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wealth  of     Redeem-  ing  Love.    Ne'er  did     a  fountain, — ne'er  did  Bethes  -  da, — 
breast-plate  and  gaze  up  to  heav'n.  Cast  off  thy  fears  then — raise  "  E-  ben-  e  -  zer," 
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Ne'er  did  the    Jor  -  dan's  pure   cleansing    flood,  Bear  on  their  wa-ters     a 
List  to  the  joys  of      the     an  -  gels      a  -  bove ;  Lo  I  this  their  song — here's  one 
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vir  -  tue     so     heal  -  ing,   As       Je  -  sua'   all    precious,    a   -   ton  -  ing  blood. 
sin  -  ner     re  -  pent  -  ing,    Bound    -   less  the  wealth  of  u  Re-  deem  -  ing  Love." 
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No.  122 


Consider  the  Poor. 


"■For  ye  have  the  poor  with  ye  always,  and  whensoever  ye  will  ye  can  do  them  goooV 
Words  by  Wm.  Edsall.  Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Re  -  member    the    poor,     the    des  -  o  -  late   poor,  Nor  leave  them  to 

2.  Re  -  member    the     poor,     be   kind  to     the    heart,    So     pa-tient-ly 

3.  Re  -  member    the     poor,     for  hard  is    their    lot ;     Go,    vis  -  it     the 
rSTT-rr» *—  r* T-* *— r  *  —  * P     ,   * P-—  r? *— *— r 
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wan-der  from  door    to  door ;      Be    read  -  y     and    will  -  ing    your 
try  -  ing     to  bear   its  part ;      The   wid  -  ow    who  toils     by      the 
humble    and  lone  -  ly  cot ;    When  blest    is    your  bask  -  et,      and 
•_« — *  _*_#_#  _# #_     * ^ — 0 c 


comforts    to  share  With  those  who  are    burdened  with  sor-  row  and  care. 
em-bers  that  wane,  While  tears  from  her  eye- lids    are   fall- ing  like  rain. 
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CHORUS. 

*    P 

For  the  promise    is   sure.    The   promise     is    sure ;      Blessed  is     he. 
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Repeat  pp. 


Bless  -  ed    is 
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Bless-  ed    is     he    that  con  -  si-d'reth  the  poor. 
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No.  123 


O  Happy  Land. 

Here  are  they  that  keep  the  command menU  of  God. 
J_J 1 UJ , J*_ 


Altred  Smitu. 
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1.   O       hap  -  py  land  !  O     hap  -  py  land  !  Where  saints  andan-gels     dwell ; 
II  f"     I        I        I  I        ' I '        s? 
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"We    long  to    join  that    glo-rious  band,  And     all  their  anthems  swe 
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But      ev  -  ery  voice    in     yon-  der  throng  On  earth  has  breathed  a  prayer ; 
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No    lips   untaught  may   join  that  song,   Or  learn    the   mu  -  sic   there. 
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2. 

Thou  heavenly  Friend,  thou  heavenly  Friend, 

O  hear  us  when  we  pray  ; 
Now  let  thy  pardoning  grace  descend, 

And  take  our  sins  away. 
Be  all  our  fresh,  our  youthful  days, 

To  thy  blest  service  given  ; 
Then  we  shall  meet  to  siug  thy  praise, 

A  ransomed  baud  in  heaven. 
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No.  124 


MISSIONARY   ECHOES. 


Duke  Street,  l.m. 


J.  Hattoh 


"  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  for  it  is  good  to  sing  praises  unto  our  God. 


1.  From  all  that  dwell  be- low  the  skies,  Let  the  Cre-a  -  tor's  praise   a  -  rise. 

2.  E-ter-nal  are    thy    nier-oies,  Lord;   E-ter-nal  truth  at  -  tends  thy  word. 


ygpl 


3^ 


4=>- 


4— H — f- 


»      «gi m~ 


«=it 


E*±5E 


rx 


m 


i     i 


,3J  ,   ^ 


OU     I       I 


r 


£ 


£=ac 


£^ 


i 


«gn 


S^c 


fc* 


^ 


Let  the  Re-deem -er's  name   be  suug,  Through  every  laud,  by  ev-ery  tongue. 
Thy  praise  shall  souud  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set    no  more. 


3. 

Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring  ; 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing  ; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 


4. 

In  every  land  begin  the  song  ; 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong  : 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 


No.  125 


QOON  may  the  last  glad  song  arise, 
^     Thro'  all  the  millions  of  the  skies - 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's. 

2. 

Let  thrones,  and  powers,  and  kingdoms,  be 
Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee  ; 
And  over  land,  and  stream,  and  main, 
Now  wave  the  sceptre  of  thy  reign. 

3. 

0  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell ; 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
Till  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But\>ver  all  the  Saviour  reigns. 


No.  126 


1. 


TESUS  !  thy  church,  with  longing  eyes, 

For  thine  expected  coming  waits  , 
When  will  the  promised  light  arise, 
And  glory  beam  on  Zion's  gates  ? 


0  come  and  reign  o'er  every  land , 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurled, 
All  nations  bow  to  thy  command, 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 

3. 

Teach  us  in  watchfulness  and  prayer, 
To  wait  for  thine  appointed  hour ; 
And  fit  us,  by  thy  grace,  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  thy  conqu'ring  power. 


MISSIONARY    ECHOES. 
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No.  127 


LeilOX.     3rd  P.M. 


Eueo». 


"  0  clap  your  hands  together,  all  ye  people,  0  ting  unto  God  with  the  voice  of  melody.' 

.        ,        ,      ■  .         .         I        . 


1.   Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow,  The  gladly-solemn  sound ;  Let  all  thenations  know, 


To  earth's  re  -  mo1  est  bound,         The  year    of    ju  -  bi  -  lee      is  come, 


The  year  of    ju  •  bi  •  lee   is  come  ;  Re-turn,  ye  ransom'd  sin  -  ners,      homo. 


2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made  ; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Roturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God,— 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  in  his  blood" 
Throughout  the  world  proclaim  : 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 
Your  liberty  receive, 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 
And  blest  in  Jjsus  live  : 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return   ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

5  Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 
Your  heritage  above, 

Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


No.  128 

(^  OD  is  gone  up  on  high, 
T      With  a  triumphant  noise, — 
The  clarions  of  the  sky 
Proclaim  th'  angelic  joys  : 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing  j 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

2  All  power  to  our  great  Lord 
Is  by  the  Father  givpn  ; 
By  angel  hosts  adored, 
He  reigns  supreme  in  heaven  : 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory  s  King. 


3  High  on  his  holy  seat, 

He  bears  the  righteous  sway ; 
His  foes  beneath  his  feet 
Shall  sink  and  die  away  : 

Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing ; 

Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

4  Till  all  the  earth,  renew'd 
In  righteousness  divine, 
With  all  the  hosts  of  God, 
In  one  great  chorus  join, 

Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing; 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 
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Ho.  129 


Webb.  2eth  p.m. 


G.  J.  Webb. 


0  be  joyful  in  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands." 


i — — i — -y—\ — ; — ■ — — ■ — ^ ' 1- 

The      morning  light  is      break  -  ing ;  The    dark-ness  dis  -  ap  -  pears ; 

FlKB. 
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The      sons      of  earth  are     wa  •  king     To 


D.S.    Of 


pe  -  ni  •  ten  -  tial  tears : 
na  -  tions  in  com  -  mo  -  tion,     Pre  -  pared  for      Zi  -  on's    war. 


Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  o  -  cean  Brings    tidings  from    a   -    far, 


2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above  ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 


3  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  m  thy  richness  stay : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim — "  The  Lord  is  come  ! " 


No.  130 

WHEN  shall  the  voice  of  singing 
Flow  joyfully  along  ? 
When  hill  and  valley,  ringing 
With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended, 

And  him  who  once  was  slain, 
Aga'n  to  earth  descended, 
In  righteousness  to  reign. 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly  ; 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply. 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round, 
All  hallelujahs  swelling 

In  one  eternal  sound ! 


No.  131 

ROLL  on,  thou  mighty  ocean  ; 
And,  as  thy  billows  flow, 
Bear  messengers  of  mercy 

To  every  land  below. 
Arise,  ye  gales,  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  the  destined  shore  ; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness, 
And  death's  black  shade  no  more. 

2  Oh,  thou  eternal  Ruler, 

Who  holdest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  of  the  ocean, 

Protect  them  from  all  harm  ! 
Thy  presence.  Lord,  be  with  them, 

Wherever  they  may  be  ; 
Though  far  from  us  who  love  them, 

Still  let  them  be  with  thee. 
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Ho.  132 


Sessions,  l.m. 


L.    O.   EMhBBOW. 


Behold  I  will  tend  my  rnetttnger  and  he  shall  prepare  the  vay  be/ore  me." 
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1.  Go  preach  my  Gos  -  pel,  saith  the  Lord, —  Bid  the  whole  world  my  grace  receive; 

2.  I'll  make  your  great  commission  known ;    And    ye  shall  prove  my  Gosj>el  true, 

3.  Teach  all  the    na  -  tions  my  commands,     I'm  with  you  till  the  world  shall  end : 


He  shall  be  saved  who  trusts  my  word,  And  he  con  -  demn'd  who  won't  be-lieve. 
By  all  the  works  that  I  have  done,  By  all  the  won  -  ders  ye  shall  do. 
All  power  is   trusted      in  my  hands,    I    can    de  -  stroy,    and     I     de  -  fend. 


No.  133 

BEHOLD  the  Christian  warrior  stand 
In  all  the  armour  of  his  God  ; 
The  Spirit's  sword  is  in  his  hand, 
His  feet  are  with  the  Gosi>el  shod. 

2  In  panoply  of  truth  complete, 
Salvation's  helmet  on  his  head  ; 

With  righteousness,  a  breastplate  meet, 
And    faith's  broad   shield  before   him 
spread. 

3  Undauuted  to  the  Held  he  goes  ; 
Yet  vain  were  skill  and  valour  there, 
Unless,  to  foil  his  legion  foes, 

He  takes  the  trustiest  weapon,  prayer. 

4  Thus,  strong  in  his  Redeemer's  strength, 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  he  tramples  down  ; 
Fights  the  good  fight,  and  wins  at  length, 
Through  mercy,  an  immortal  crown. 


No.  134 

T)  EH  OLD,  the  heathen  waits  to  know 
U     The  joy  the  Gospel  will  bestow ; 
The  exiled  captive  to  receive 
The  freedom  Jesus  has  to  give. 

2  Come,  let  us,  with  a  grateful  heart, 
In  this  blest  labour  share  a  part ; 
Our  prayers  and  off'riugs  gladly  bring 
To  aid  the  triumphs  of  our  King. 

3  Our  hearts  exult  in  songs  of  praise, 
That  we  have  seen  these  latter  days, 
When  our  Redeemer  shall  be  known  ; 
Where  Satan  long  hath  held  his  throna, 

4  Where'er    his    hand   hath    spread   the 

skies, 
Sweet  incense  to  his  Name  shall  rise  ; 
And  slave  and  freeman,  Greek  and  Jew, 
By  sov'reign  grace  be  foim'd  anew. 
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Missionary  Hymn,    26th  p.m.  ts,  e's. 

No.  135  Dr.  L.  \    ~  - 


"  The  harvest  U  the  end  of  the  world.' 


1.  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains,  From  India's  coral  strand,  Where  Afric's  sunny 


fountains  Roll  down  their  golden  sand ;    From  many  an  ancient   ri  -  ver,  From 
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many  a   palmy   plain,     They  call  us  to  de  -  liv-er  Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 
Though  every  pro:  pect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 
The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 


Salvation  ! — 0  salvation ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth  s  remotest  nation 

Has  learn'd  Messiah's  name. 

Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  : 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  Kiug,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


No.  136 

FBOM  yonder  Rocky  Mountains, 
With  summits  white  and  cold, 
From  Calilornia's  fountains, 

That  pour  down  virgin  gold ; 
From  every  western  prairie, 

From  every  mystic  mound, 
They  call  on  us  to  carry 
The  gospel's  joyful  sound. 

2  From  Oregon  benighted, 

Yet  tinged  with  morning  light ; 
From  fertile  Utah,  lighted 

With  radiance  worse  than  night 
From  Aztec  hill  and  valley, 

Just  snatched  away  from  Rome, 
They  bid  us  rally,  rally, 

And  to  the  rescue  come. 


3  0  !  shall  we  close  our  bosoms, 

While  every  breath 's  a  cry  ? 
While  brothers  drop  like  blossoms, 

And  there  for  ever  die  ? 
Oh  !  Christian,  rest  not,  sleep  not, 

But  pray,  and  toil,  and  fight, 
Till  those  who  're  weeping,  weep  not» 

And  darkness  turns  to  light. 

4  Then,  when  enthroned  in  glory. 

With  Jesua'  ransomed  fold, 
We  tell  love's  wondrous  story, 

Upon  our  harps  of  gold  ; 
Each  effort  that  we  're  making 

Will  sweeten  heaven's  employ, 
And  every  cross  we're  taking, 

Add  rapture  to  its  joy. 
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No.  137 


Send  the  Tidings,  cm. 


"  Hethall  tare  hit  people  from  their  tins. 


From  French  Psalter. 


1.  Hark  !  the  voice  of    love  and  mer  -  cy  Sounds  a  -  loud  from  Cal  -  va 


See,     it    rends  the  rocks  a  -  sun  -  der,  Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the   sky. 
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Finish'd — all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law  ! 
Finish'd— all  that  God  had  promised ; 

Death  and  Hell  no  more  shall  awe ; 
"It  is  finish'd!" 

Saints,  from  hence  your  comforts  draw. 


Tune  your  hearts  anew,  ye  ransom'd! 

Join  to  sing  the  glorious  theme ; 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven, 

Join  to  praise  the  Saviours  uame ! 
Hallelujah ! 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ! 


No.  138 


1. 


COULS  in  heathen  darkness  lying, 

I;     Where  no  light  has  broken  through — 

Souls  that  Jesus  bought  by  dying. 

Whom  his  soul  in  travail  knew — 
Thousand  voices 

Call  us  o'er  the  waters  blue. 

2. 
Christians,  hearken !  none  has  taught  them 

Of  His  l'>ve  so  deep  and  dear  ; 
Of  the  precious  price  that  bought  them  ; 
Of  the  nail,  the  thorn,  the  spear ; 

Ye  who  know  Him, 
Guide  them  from  their  darkness  drear. 


& 

Haste,  0  haste,  and  spread  the  tidings 
Wide  to  earth's  remotest  strand ; 

Let  no  brother's  bitter  chiding! 
Rise  against  us— when  we  stand 

In  the  judgment — 
From  some  far  forgotten  land. 


Lo  !  the  hills  for  harvest  whiten, 
All  along  each  distant  shore  ; 

Seaward  far  the  islands  brighten,— 
Light  of  nations  !  lead  us  o'er  : 

When  we  seek  them, 
Let  Thy  Spirit  go  before. 
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No.  139 


Mission  Field,  l.m. 


Dr.  Thos.  HAMMCfc 


The  harvest  truly  is  plenteous,  but  the  labourers  are  few. 
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1.     0  thou  who  from  thy  glo-rious  throne,  Hast  sent  thy  servants  to  pro-claim 
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Sal  -  va-tion   to        a  world  undone,  And  sound  through  all  the  earth  thy  name. 


From  Afric's  burning,  arid  sands, 
And  Asia's  mild,  resplendent  sky  ; 
Let  converts,  from  the  heathen  lands, 
As  doves  unto  their  windows  tly. 


3. 

For  all  the  pow'r,  beneath,  above, 
Thy  wounded  hands  sustain  ; 
Then  sway  the  sceptre  of  thy  love, 
And  let  thy  mercy  reign. 


No.  140 


No.  141 


1. 


AT  length  the  world  is  opening  wide 
To  messengers  of  gospel  grace  ; 
How  shall  the  heralds  be  supplied, 
For  all  the  millions  of  the  race. 


Lord,  let  the  churches  rise  and  shine 
Uuder  the  becknings  of  thy  hand 
Bid  thine  with  hallowed  zeal  combine, 
Obedient  to  thy  last  command. 

3. 

To  thee,  0  Lord  we  raise  our  cry, 
Now  be  thy  banners  wide  unfurled ; 
0  bring  the  latter  glories  nigh  ; 
Set  up  thy  kingdom  through  the  world. 


Our  waiting  eyes  are  unto  thee, 

To  thee  the  heritage  is  giv'n 

O  let  us  thy  salvation  see 

Make  earth  the  vestibule  of  heaven. 


GO,  much  lov'd  brethren,  haste  and  rear 
The  gospel  standard,  void  of  fear : 
Go,  seek  with  joy  your  destin'd  shore, 
To  view  your  native  land  no  more. 

2. 

Yes — Christian  Heroes  !  go,  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name ; 
To  barren  climes  the  tidings  bear, 
And  plant  the  Rose  of  Sharon  there. 

3. 

He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire, 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  hush  the  tempests  into  peace. 

4 
And  when  our  labours  all  are  o'er, 
Then  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall 
And  crown  our  Jesus  Lord  of  all ! 


MISSIONARY   ECHOES. 
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No.  142 


ZiOIl.    8's,  7's,  &  4's. 


Dr.  T.  Hautiwc*. 


'  0  Lord  our  Lord,  how  excellent  \$  thy  name  in  all  the  earth." 


m 
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Men  of  God  !  go,  take  your  stations  !  Darkness  reigns  throughout  the  earth. 
Go,   pro-claim  a-mong  the     na-tions    Joy  •  ful  news  of  heavenly     birth  : 

When  exposed  to  fears  and  dangers,    Je  -  sus    will  his  own    de  -  fend  ; 
Borne  a  -  far  midst  foes  and  strangers,    Je  -  sus    will    ap-  pear  your  friend, 


Bear  the  tidings  Of  the  Saviour's  matchless  worth.  Bear  l  he  tidings  Of  the  Saviour's  matchless  worth. 
And  his  presence  Shall  be  with  you  In  the  end.  And  hi>  presence  Shall  be  with  you  to  the  end. 


No.  143 


O'ER  the  realms  of  pagan  darkness, 
Let  the  eye  of  pity  gaze  ; 
See  the  kindreds  of  the  people 
Lost  in  sin's  bewildering  maze  ; 

Dark   ess  brooding 
O'er  the  face  of  all  the  earth. 

Darkness,  etc. 


Light  of  them  that  sit  in  darkness, 

Ri.se  and  shine,  thy  blessings  bring ; 
Light,  to  lighten  all  the  Gentiles, 
Rise  with  healing  in  thy  wing  : 

To  thy  brightness 
Let  all  kings  and  nations  come. 
To  thy,  etc 


May  the  heathen,  now  adoring 
Idle  gods  of  wood  and  stone, 

Come,  and  worshipping  before  him, 
Serve  the  living  Goa  alone  : 

Let  thy  glory 
Fill  the  earth  as  floods  the  sea. 


No.  144 


I. 


Let  thy,  eta 


YES,  we  trust  the  day  is  breaking ; 
Joyful  times  are  near  at  hand ; 
God,  the  mighty  God,  is  speaking, 
By  his  word,  in  every  land : 

When  he  chooses, 
Darkness  flies  at  his  command. 
When  he,  etc. 


While  the  foe  becomes  more  daring, 

While  he  enters  like  a  flood, 
God,  the  Saviour  is  preparing 

Means  to  spread  his  truth  abroad  : 

Every  language 
Soon  shall  tell  the  love  of  God. 
Every,  etc, 


O,  'tis  pleasant,  'tis  reviving 

To  our  hearts,  to  hear,  each  day, 
Joyful  news  from  far  arriving, 
How  the  gospel  wins  its  way, 

Those  enlightening 
Who  in  death  and  darkness  lay. 
Those,  eta 
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Ho.  145 


Your  Mission."* 


■work  to  day  in  my  vineyard." 


These  beautiful  words  were  written  by  Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates.  The  music  will  ba 
found  on  page  90  of  Musical  Leaves  as  sung  by  Philip  Phillips  at  New  York, 
Philadelphia,  Hall  of  Representatives,  Washington  (by  request  of  President 
Lincoln),  Cincinnati,  Chicago,  St  Louis  and  many  other  places  in  America  :  and 
as  sung  by  him  also  in  Europe  at  the  following  places  :  Dublin,  Belfast,  Glasgow, 
Edinburgh,  Leeds,  Sheffield,  Manchester,  Birmingham ;  Crystal  Palaoe  and 
Spurgeon's  Metropolitan  Tabernacle,  London ;  and  the  American  and  Wesleyaa 
Chapels,  Paris. 


1. 

IF  you  can  not  on  the  ocean 
Sail  among  the  swiftest  fleet, 
Rocking  on  the  highest  billows, 

Laughing  at  the  storms  you  meet, 
You  can  stand  among  the  sailors, 
Anchored  yet  within  the  bay  ; 
You  can  lend  a  hand  to  help  them, 
As  they  launch  their  boat  away. 

2. 

If  you  are  too  weak  to  journey 

Up  the  mountain  steep  aud  high, 
You  can  stand  within  the  valley, 

While  the  multitudes  go  by  ; 
Y  ou  can  chant  in  happy  measure, 

As  they  slowly  pass  along  ; 
Though  they  may  forget  the  singer, 

They  will  not  forget  the  song. 


If  you  have  not  gold  and  silver 

Ever  ready  to  command  ; 
If  you  can  not  to' ward  the  needy 

Reach  an  ever-open  hand  ; 
You  can  visit  the  afflicted, 

O'er  the  erring  you  can  weep  j 
You  can  be  a  true  disciple, 

Sitting  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 


If  you  can  not  in  the  harvest 

Garner  up  the  richest  sheaves, 
Many  a  grain  both  ripe  and  golden 

Will  the  careless  reapers  leave  j 
Go  and  glean  among  the  briers, 

Growing  rank  against  the  wall, 
For  it  may  be  that  their  shadow 

Hides  the  heaviest  wheat  of  all. 

5. 

If  you  can  not  in  the  conflict 

Prove  yourself  a  soldier  true  ; 
If,  where  fire  and  smoke  are  thickest. 

There  's  no  work  for  you  to  do  ; 
When  the  battle-field  is  silent, 

You  can  go  with  careful  tread, 
You  can  bear  away  the  wounded, 

You  cau  cover  up  the  dead. 

6. 

Do  not,  then,  stand  idly  waiting 

For  some  greater  work  to  do  ; 
Fortune  is  a  lazy  goddess, 

She  will  never  come  to  you. 
Go  and  toil  in  any  vineyard, 

Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare ; 
If  you  want  a  field  of  labor, 

You  can  find  it  any  where. 


Additional  Verses,  written  by  Chaplain  Lozier. 


K  you  can  not  be  the  watchman, 

Standing  high  on  Zion's  wall, 
Pointing  out  the  path  to  heaven, 

Offering  life  and  peace  to  all ; 
With  your  prayers  and  with  your  bounties 

You  can  do  what  Heaven  demands  j 
You  can  be  like  faithful  Aaron, 

Holding  up  the  prophet's  hands. 


If,  among  the  older  people, 

You  may  not  be  apt  to  teach  ;     [herd, 
'*  F^ed  my  lambs,"  said  Christ,  our  Shep- 

Place  the  food  within  their  reach. 
And  it  may  be  that  the  children 

You  have  led  with  trembling  hand 
Will  be  found  among  your  jewels, 

When  you  reach  the  better  laud. 


These  words  should  be  sung  as  a  Solo ;  the  tune  is  not  designed  to  be  sung  as  a  Chorua. 
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"What  are  You  Going  to  Do."* 

U0t  146,  Philip  Phillips. 

"  Wherewithal  shall  a  young  man  cleanse  Ml  waya"  by  heeding,  etc.  etc 

1.  O  what  are  vou  go- ing    to    do,  brother?  Bay,  what  are  you  goring  to     do?    louuave 

n    i*    ^^^^    hi      a  i*     n    r»    &  >    n  >  i*   ^      *  $ 


thought  of  some  useful  la-  bor,  But  what  is  the  end  in  view  ?  You  are  fresh  from  the  home  ofyonr 
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boy-hood,  And  just  in  the  bloom  of  youth*  Have  you  tast-  ed  the  sparkling  wa  -  ter    That 
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flows  from  the  fount  of  truth?    Is  your  heart  in  the  Saviour's  keeping?  Remember  he  died  for 


you  !  Then  what  are  you  go-ing    to    do 

-■*3t  -h  >  -*  J*  J*  J*  > 
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brother  ?  Say,  what  are  you  go- ing     to     do? 


2.  O  what  are  you  going  to  do,  brother? 

The  morning  of  youth  Is  past; 

The  visor  and  strength  of  manhood, 

My  brother,  are  yours  at  last. 
You  are  rising  in  worldly  prospects, 

And  prospered  in  worldly  things;— 
A  duty  to  those  less  favored, 
The  smile  of  your  fortune  brings. 
Cho. — Go,  prove  that  your  heart  is  grateful— 
The  I^inl  has  a  work  for  you  ! 
Then  what  are  you  going  to  do,  brother? 
Say,  what  are  you  going  to  do? 
8.  O  what  are  you  going  to  do,  brother? 
Your  MM  at  its  BOOH  is  high  ; 
It  shines  in  meridian  splendor. 

And  rides  through  a  cloudless  sky. 
You  are  holding  a  i  Igh  position, 
Of  honor,  of  trust,  and  fame; — 


Are  you  willing  to  give  the  glory 
And  praise  to  your  Saviour's  name? 
Cho. — The  regions  that  6lt  in  darkness 

Are  stretching  their  hands  to  you; 
Then  what  are  you  going  to  do,  "brother? 
Say,  what  are  you  going  to  do  ? 
4.  0  what  are  you  going  to  do.  brother? 
The  twilight  approaches  now; — 
Already  your  locks  are  silvered, 

And  winter  is  on  your  brow. 
Your  talents,  your  time,  your  riches, 

To  Jesus,  your  Master,  give; 
Then  ask  if  the  world  around  you 
Is  better  because  you  live. 
Cho.— You  are  nearing  the  brink  of  Jordan, 
But  still  there  is  work  for  you  ; 
Then  what  are  you  going  to  do,  brother? 
Say,  what  are  you  going  to  do  ? 


*  One  of  the  HmU-ttirring  song*  from  the  MVMOAI,   Lkavks,  and  dedicated  by  Vie  Author  to 
the  Young  Men'*  ChrUtian  AttoetaUomt  of  Uie  United  States. 
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Familiar  Hymns. 


No.  147-  "  Missionary  Hymn"  Key  F. 

1  Arabia's  desert  ranger 

To  Christ  shall  bow  the  knee, 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see 
With  ofFrings  of  devotion, 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

Iu  tribute  at  his  feet. 

2  Kings  shall  fall  down  before  him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  him — 

His  praise  all  people  sing; 
For  he  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore, 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

3  O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  his  throne  shall  rest; 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious, 

Ail  blessing  and  all  blest. 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  forever — 

His  great,  best  name  of  Love. 

No.  148.  "  Zion?  Key  D. 

1  Fathee,  let  thy  benediction, 

Gently  falling  as  the  dew, 
And  thy  evpr-gracious  presence, 
Bless  us  all  our  journey  through, 

May  we  ever 
Keep  the  end  of  life  in  view! 

2  Young  in  years,  we  need  the  wisdom 

"Which  can  only  come  from  thee  ; 
In  the  morn  of  our  existence 
Let  us  thy  salvation  see, 

Changed  in  spirit, 
Then  shall  we  thy  children  be. 

3  When  temptation  shall  assail  us, 

When  we  falter  by  the  way, 
Let  thine  arm  of  strength  defend  us, 
Saviour,  hear  ue  when  we  pray. 

Thou  art  mighty, 
Be  thou  then  our  rock  and  stay. 

4  Praise  and  blessing,  power  and  glory, 

Will  we  render,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
For  the  news  of  thy  salvation 
Shall  extend  from  sea  to  sea. 

All  the  nations 
Joyfully  shall  worship  thee. 


No.  149.  "  Martyr^ '  Key  P. 

1  Hark  1  what  cry  arrests  my  ear  ? 
Hark  !  what  accents  of  despair  ? 
Tis  the  heathen's  dying  prayer, 
Friends  of  Jesus,  hear,  O  hear  I 
■  Men  of  God,  to  you  we  cry, 
Rests  on  you  our  tearful  eye ; 
Help  us,  Christians,  or  we  die ! 

Die  in  dark  despair,  despair  1" 

3  Hasten,  Christians,  haste  to  save ; 
O'er  the  land  and  o'er  the  wave, 
Dangers,  death,  aud  distance  brave. 
Hark!  for  help  they  call,  t  i>y  c:dl 
Afrie  bends  her  suppliant  knee — 
Asia  spreads  her  hands  to  thee  : 
Hark  !  they  urge  the  heaven-born  plea, 
"Jesus  died  for  me,  for  me." 

3  Haste,  then,  spread  the  Saviour's  name; 
Suatch  the  firebrands  from  the  flame; 
Deck  his  glorious  diadem 
With  the  ransomed  souls  of  men. 
See!  the  pagan  altars  fall! 
See !  the  Saviour  reigns  o'er  all  1 
Crown  him,  crown  him  Lord  of  all  1 
Echoes  round  the  poles,  the  poles. 

No.  150.  "  Greenville,'"  Key  F 

1  Jesus  yet  shall  reign  victorious, 

All  the  earth  shall  own  his  sway  ! 
He  will  make  his  kingdom  glorious — 
He  shall  reign  through  endless  day. 
See  the  ancient  idols  falling, 

Worshipp'd  once,  but  now  abhorr'd  ! 
Men  on  Jesus  now  are  calling, 
Zion's  King,  by  all  adored. 

NO.  151-  "  Webb?  Ke>  J* 

1  To  Thee,  0  blessed  Saviour, 

Our  grateful  songs  we  raise ; 
Oh  tune  our  hearts  and  voices 

Thy  holy  name  to  praise. 
'Tis  by  thy  sovereign  mercy 

We're  here  allowed  to  meet, 
To  join  with  friends  and  teachers 

Thy  blessing  to  entreat 

2  Oh,  may  thy  precious  gospel 

Be  publish'd  all  abroad 
Till  the  benighted  heathen 

Shall  know  and  serve  the  Lord 
Till  o'er  the  wide  creation 

The  rays  of  truth  shall  shine, 
And  nations  now  in  darkness 

Arise  to  light  divine. 
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The  Love  of  God. 


No.  152 
Scholars. 


Arr.  by  Philit  Phiujiu 


0  that  men  teotUd  praise  the  Lord  for  his  goodness." 


P^m-:\;v\'?;m 


1.  What  led  the  Son      of      God        To      leave    his    throne    on    high, 

2.  What  moves  him  to  im  -  part        His        spi  -    rit      from        a  -  bove, 
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To    shed   his 
There-by      to 
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pre  -  cious   blood ;     To       suf   -    fer        and       to        die  ? 
fill       our     hearts    With  heaven  -  ly      peace     and      love? 
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Teachers. 
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Led    him    to       die      and 
Moves  him    to      give      his 
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His  pure  and 
His   pure  and 
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bound  -  less   love    to 
bound  -  less   love    to 
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die        and       suf  -  fer    thus, 
give        his       Spi  -  rit     thus. 


suf    -    fer 
Spi    •    rit 


thus,     .     Led    him    to 
thus,     .  Moves  him    to 
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Scholars. 
J     Why  are  we  taught  to  pray, 
And  read  His  word  of  truth, 
To  keep  His  holy  day, 
And  serve  Him  in  our  youth  ? 

Teachers. 
His  pure  and  boundless  love  to  us 
Has  raised  up  friends  to  teach  us  thus. 


Scholars. 

I     Our  warmest  thanks  we  owe, 

To  Thee,  0  God  of  grace  ! 

Our  hearts  should  overflow 

In  grateful  love  and  praise ; 

Teachers. 
Help  us,  0  Lord,  to  praise  Thee  thus. 
For  Thine  amazing  love  to  us. 
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Who  is  He  in  Yonder  Stall.* 


No.  153 


B.  E.  Hanbt, 


"  TTiouph  h*  MM|  rich,  yet  for  our  $ake*  he  became  poor.'' 


,t  ji  Moderato. 


1.  M  Who    is     He  in   yon  -  der  stall,     At  whose  feet     the  shepherds  fall?'* 

2.  "  Who    is     He  in   yon  -  der    cot,     Bending     to         his    toilsome    lot  f" 

wrjHJ  rt      • 0-r-0—  *• 0 0 0    -r-G 0 0—T-0—'- 0 0 0~T-i* 
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'  Tis     the  Lord —  oh,  wondrous   sto  -  ry ! —  Tis  the   Lord,      the  King  of 
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»  -  ry :  At  his  feet    we  humbly  fall ;  Crown  him,  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


•  / 


y  y  > 


S.  "  Who  is  He  who  stands  and  weeps 
At  the  grave  where  Lazarus  sleeps  ?" 
Cho.—  Tis  the  Lord,  etc. 

4.  ■  Who  is  He,  in  deep  distress, 
Fasting  in  the  wilderness !" 
Cho. — Tis  the  Lord,  etc. 


5.  "Lo!  at  midnight,  who  is  He 
Pravs  in  dark  Gethsemanef" 
Cho.—T\a  the  Lord,  etc. 


6.  "  Who  is  He,  in  Calvary's  throes, 

Asks  for  blessings  on  his  foes  ?" 
Cho.—  'Tis  the  Lord,  etc. 

7.  M  Who  is  He  that  from  the  grave 

Comes  to  heal,  and  help,  and  save  !" 
Cho. — 'Tis  the  Lord,  etc. 


8.  "  Who  is  He  that  on  yon  throne 
Rules  the  world  of  light  alone  I" 
Cho.— 'Tis  the  Lord,  etc. 

*  From  "Chapfl  Or.M«,"  \<j  permission. 
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Eternal  Joys. 


Ho.  154  ajwwxu,uu    v\jjiD.  dr  Thos.  Hastings. 

" He  that  overcometh  shall  inherit  all  things:  and  1  will  be  his  God,  und  he  shall  be  my  ton.' 

TREBLE.  I  ^        fc 
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!  Children.  Tell  us  now,  the  joys  of  heaven,    Ye  who  know  a  Saviour's  love ;  What  to 
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Chorwb  to  be  song  by  the  Teachers, 
alto. 


H  uman  tongue  can  ne'er  declare,  All  thattheyinherit  there,  All  that  theyinherit  there. 

TENOR. 


s^p^p 


Human  tongue  can  ne'er  declare,  All  that  theyinherit  there,  All  that  theyinhentthere. 


2  Will  they  dwell  with  Christ  for  ever, 

In  the  realms  beyond  the  tomb? 
And  will  he  be  absent  never, 
From  the  christian's  final  home  ? 
Teachers. 
They  with  Christ  shall  ever  dwell, 
See  his  face,  his  wonders  tell. 
Children. 

3  Will  they  see  the  Father's  glory, 

And  the  Holy  Spirit's  grace, 
W  hile  they  sing  redemption's  story 
In  that  holy  happy  place? 


Teachers. 
They  shall  see  that  vision  blest, 
When  they  enter  into  rest. 

Children. 
4  Lead  us  then  to  that,  salvation, 
Where  the  living  waters  flow, 
Guide  us  to  that  heavenly  station, 
For  the  way  full  well  ye  know. 

Teachers. 
All  these  blessings  they  receive, 
Who  In  Jesus  Christ  believe. 


HOME    MELODIES. 
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Be  a  Lover  of  the  Lord. 


No.  155 


8.  J.  Vail. 


J  hate  loved  thee.1" 


1.  Am     I       a      sol-dier  of  the  cross, — A  foll'wer  of    the  Lamb, — And  shall  I 

2.  Must    I       be     car-ried  to    the  skies    Ou  flowery  beds  of     ease;  While  others 

CHORUS. 

fear  to  own  his  cause  Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ?  You  must  be  a   lov-er   of  the 
Bfeght  to  win  the  prize,  And  sail'd  through  bloody  seas  ?  You  must  be,  <fec. 


arin-.t-f-fzqci. 


*-•*-   *-•■*-    -*.'.«. 

:— tr~ i    t  __r*t — r  t 


—-#-:-#— #i-|-^^-g-I-p^-#-E^  -  r— p— t^JE 

Lord,    You  must    be      a     lov  -  er    of    the  Lord,  Yes,    you  must  be      a 

| 1 1 L U-j p—i 1 

lov  -  er    of    the  Lord,  If  you  would  go   to  heav'n,  If  you  would  go  to  heav'n. 


3. 

Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  ff*-ace, 

To  help  me  on  to  God  ? —  Cho. 


Since  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign, 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord  ; 

I'll  hear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. —  Cho. 
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No.  156 


My  Home  is  There.*     wM.  b.  bbadbuby. 

uIn  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions.'* 


1.   A  -  bove       the 


waves    of      earth  -  ly  strife,      A  -  bove    the 

-rr-p — r — S-f-f-F* — t ± * — r — *- 

ft- A— A -sm—S-r-n-n TT-C-1 ' h—~± |S 


ills       and      cares  of        life.    Where   all       is 


peace  -  ful,  bright,  and 

r  r    g — r — t?-c-i — i — t? — I — ?-* 


-# 

V 


0 

It 


J___J. 


fail 


cv  — #-•  # 


My 


home      is  there,        My      home       is 

•#-  -0^-0-  iN  -#- 


there. 


Jzrra-S.-, 


CHORUS. 


v lorn: 

r 


=E3. 


:3£E*=:1-+E;Et~=- 


.  —  p— # — 0— 

5 5 ? In- 
land where  the      glo  -   ri  -  fied 

n      s     n 


t? — ?—  * — h 1— ? — *—  *— 


beau  -  ti   -    ful     home, 

From  Fresh  Laurels  by  permission  of  Biolow  &  Main 

♦This  is  one  of  tlie  beautiful  son«rs,  sung  by  the  children  at  the  church  in  Mont  Clair,  on  the  fun- 
eral occasion  of  Wm.  B.  Bbadbubt 
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4   —  0 0  0       \-    0.-0 0 A-0       0—]r-0J-——  0 0 0 V- 

% L_^ & +., C.^ r ? 

ev   -   er    shall      roam,  Where   an-  gels       bright wear  crowns  of 

? , — c r — ^-c^ — ^_t — >— r— I?— ' 


Where    an  -  gels,     an  -  gels  bright.weur  crowns,wear 


mm^mmmm^i^ 


My      home  is  there,    my    home     is 


there. 


crowns    of     light, 


2. 

Where  living  fountains  sweetly  flow, 

Where  buds  and  flowers  immortal  grow, 

Where  trees  their  fruits  celestial  bear ; 

My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 

Cho. — My  beautiful  home,  my  beautiful  home, 

In  the  land  where  the  glorified  ever  shall  roam, 
Where  angels  bright  wear  crowns  of  light, 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 


Away  from  sorrow,  doubt  and  pain, 

Away  from  worldly  loss  and  gain, 

From  all  temptation,  tears  and  care  ; 

My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 

Cho. — My  beautiful  home,  my  beautiful  home, 

In  the  land  where  the  glorified  ever  shall  roam, 
Where  angels  bright  wear  crowns  of  light, 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 

4. 

Beyond  the  bright  and  pearly  gates, 

Where  Jesus,  loving  Saviour,  waits, 

Where  all  is  peaceful,  bright,  and  fair ; 

My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 

Cho. — My  beautiful  home,  my  beautiful  home, 

In  the  land  where  the  glorified  ever  shall  roam, 
Where  angels  bright  wear  crowns  of  light, 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 
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True  Worship. 


No.  157 


Dr..  Thob.  Hastings. 


•*  The  Lord  s7iall  ye  fear,  and  him  shall  ye  worship." 


:^Ei 


x=x 


1.  Chil  -  dren,  when    we        sing      of       Je  -   sua,       Oh,      re  -  inem  -  ber 

2.  Je  -  sus,    once    for        sin-  ners   bleed -ing.     Now      in  heaven    is 


Q:.|^-t;-f: 


te= 


.. t 0 — T_#-« — 0 0 0 — 

:f=Fz=c=J-pn=i=-!i==S=E 


J—ISJ-4UX 


mmmmwm^mi 

that        he        sees        us,       That     he     looks     in 
in    -    ter  -    ced  -   ins.       Let      us     seek      to 


dzzri 


to      the    heart : 


1 


be      for  -  giv'n, 


Blgi:=^t==t=izfz=z=:p-T-fz=f==t=it:=iT-tzz=:J==«:=-r 


fl-L— i S— A i-T—J 1 J -+-T— I N—d E-c 

VJ #__ — # # 0—1 1 9 m_.x • m # — c 

Do       you     love    him     while    you    fear    him?     Do      you    trust    him, 
Let         us      feel     that       sin        is      hate  -  ful,       Let       us        all       be 

♦  •*.*.    ♦     t.    £    +.    m.     £ ;  £    4L      | 

a 0—'- — 0 0—0        — 0 0 „ #_        #_«_# m # 

9ia=E=g^E=EE^E^E=EEEE^EE;=^EEEEEi: 


m 


nd     draw   near     him  ?       Do       not    act     the         tri  -  fler's   part, 
e    -    ry      grate  -  ful,     While     we    lift     our       songs     to    heaven. 

Els|lliiii^liiEliiilll 


3  When  for  prayer  we've  met  together, 
Do  von  tell  our  heavenly  Father 

Of  the  very  things  you  need  ? 
Do  you  ask,  when  we  are  praying  ? 
Do  you  feel  what  we  are  say*nsr — 

Are  you  giving  earnest  heed  ? 


4  Let  us  not  be  present  merely, 
Let  us  worship  God  sincerely, 

When  we  siny,  and  when  we  pray : 
Wnen  we're  reading,  when  we're  speaking, 
When  his  bussing  we  are  seeking. 

Let  our  thoughts  ne'er  go  astray. 
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At  Jesus'  Feet.    C.  M. 


No.  158 


Dr.  Thos.  Hastings. 


uAnd  all  thing*  whatsoever  ye  «hall  «*k  in  prayer,  believing,  ye  shall  receive." 


Quick  but  Gen'le. 


Je  -  sus'  feet.  His     blessings     I     would 


'4 

1.  A  lit  -    tie    child     at 

2.  How   kiud     and    gra  -  cious    he     appears,  How    full    of     ten  -  der 


r    P-2- — # — +-• » » » 1 1 1 » 


E-  5~  t 


fc=± 


=^^A=gpz  ; 


up   -    on        the       mer  -  cy  -  seat,      To 
re  -   lieve     from       all       mv   fears,     And 

ra         n 


snare; 
love: 


He        sits 
Quick      to 


h. 


J._J_^1+J 


heart  -  en       un   -  to      prayer,    To       heark  -  en  un    -  to      prayer, 

bid       me      look     a   -    bove,     And       bid       me  look     a    -    bove, 
N 

_*:_*_£• #-T-o- — I -n — #-■ r-e- 


^mmm^mmmm^ 


8  5nt  everr  ardent  wi«sh  is  met, 
Nor  all  T  ask  bestowed. 
But  I  would  nevpr  once  forget 
That  wisdom  dwells  with  Ood. 

4  Where  he  withholds,  full  well  he  knows. 
Tb  better  than  to  gire ; 


And  when  he  graciously  bestows, 
I  joyfully  receive. 

5  I  would  be  ever  satisfied, 
In  waiting  his  behest; 
No  real  want  will  be  denied, 
He  giveth  what  is  best 
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no.  159        Jesus,  Saviour,  Pity  Me. 


"  The  Lord  pitieth  them  that  fear  him. 


i 


HH=¥^^ 


5 


*=* 


vr 


r  i 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sa-viour,  pi  -  ty      me !  Hear  me  when  I    cry    to    thee ! 


Ml    1       1 


m± 


>.  i     i 


12=:  i 


-4 — # — 4- 


M pL 


g=l    4       4      4  =t 


4^=5=Hi 


J     !    J 


Wffmr 


7^— P — ?r 


I've       a      ve  -  ry      sin  -  ful  heart,     Full    of     sin    in      ev'  -  ry    part. 


^■^ — »-^-  «    »    «i 


I 


P        P 


f=f 


S=S=5=t 


*=£ 


t=t 


I       can  ne  -  ver    make    it  good :    Wilt  thou  wash  me      in    thy  blood  ? 


w 


lip 


fc_t±_pz=p=  * 


=*=t 


?=}- 


t= 


t=t 


P=p: 


Je  -   sus,  Sa-viour,    pi  -  ty      me  !    Hear  me  when  I      cry    to    thee ! 


m-i-'-*-i-Hfm 


q=p: 


2  Short  has  been  my  pilgrim  way, 
Yet  I'm  sinning  ev'ry  day; 
Though  I  am  so  young  and  weak, 
Lately  taught  to  run  and  speak — 


Yet  in  evil  T  am  strong, 
Far  from  thee  I've  lived  too  long : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me ! 
Hear  me  when  I  cr3T  to  thee ! 
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Ill 


No.  160 


The  Angel  Band. 


John*  March,  Jun. 


And  Ood  shall  tripe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes,  and  tkert  shall  be  no  more  death. 


1.  Go,  o    •    pen  wide  the  door,  mo-ther,  And  let        the    an     -    gels 


<iS^ 


i^U 


A  A  A 


5=t 


g 


-    gels 


^^ 


5 


I 


HHS 


tef 


1=£ 


I  J  '  . 

in;    They    are    so  bright  and  fair,  mother,  So  pure     and  free  from  sin. 


j:   Sj     ^-^-^  =  =sc: 


i 


y^j/£jlLi 


w^ 


*=£. 


A% 


JE* 


^ 


^ 


=*^ 


*rf? 


? 


l  hear  them  speak  my  name,  mother;  They  soft -ly  whisper,  "Come!"  0 

J.  A*  A  A  A  xsJ 


^ 


:*-* 


£=£ 


J L.E. 


i 


-^-P- 


let      the  an  -  gels      in,      mother,  They've  come      to     take     me  home. 

A.  *A  A   A.  *A    ,     0.  *  \     iJ 


m 


E3C 


i 


»   r 


I 


2  I  know  that  death  has  come,  mother, 

His  hand  is  on  my  brow  ; 
You  cannot  keep  me  here,  mother — 

For  I  must  leave  you  now. 
The  room  is  growing  dark,  mother — 

I  thought  I  heard  you  weep ; 
'Tis  very  sweet  to  die  mother, 

Like  sinking  into  sleep! 


J 


» 


3pP 


3  I  now  must  say  farewell,  mother, 

For  I  am  going  home  ! 
Now  open  wide  the  door,  mother, 

And  let  the  angels  come  ! 
And  let  them  bear  me  far  away, 

Up  to  the  world  of  love, 
The  city  where  the  angels  stay, 

The  brighter  world  above. 


•  A  litt'e  girl,  who  was  about  to  expire,  said  to  her  mother,  *'  N<«w,  mother,  I'm  dying.     Open 
the  do<>r  and  let  the  angel*  in— they've  come  to  take  me  home."    Better  be  sung  as  a  solo. 
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HOME    MELODIES. 


Children's  Promise. 


W.  Hkdom. 


1  Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 


op««     m    heav'n,  Babes   such 

1    J- 


I 
Yes,      there    are      lit 


tie 


^S 


A 


22: 


4 


I2Z 


Sir 


j 


gug 


221 


laS 


^ 


^l      .pi        I     ,         I J-t-I^ I-t- 

C5 M— , 1 — ■— * — 1      '  ii        j     *• 


9 


i=K 


fts* 


r  ^ 


we      a    -    round  the    throne,     To     whom  the   King      of     kings  hatb 


^E£ 


\J_A.J.  M 


£ 


^MM 


M 


u 


/>/> 


]=* 


mm 


^~ 


2 


^jiven      A 

A 


lo  -  ry      like        his     own.      Je 

i  JS  J.  ^  j 


rlo 


S 


4 


ZAi 


sus,    thy     mer  •  cy, 


PP 


m 


±=r* 


E^ 


# 


^ 


S3 


££3E£| 


:« 


jE 


Z2=pT 


to      thee  j 


^ 


r     i    f 

rich        and    free,     Hath  suf 

^4 


fered    them 

J     j 


£ 


to      come 

i 

a 


i* 


Peace — joy — salvation  there. 
0  set  our  sin-bound  spirits  free, 
A  nd  suffer  us  to  come  to  thee  ! 

4  To  come  while  we  are  young  and  gay, 
While  life,  and  joy,  and  hope  run  high, 
To  come  in  sorrow's  gloomiest  day, 

To  come  when  death  is  nigh. 
Lord,  in  that  day  our  guardian  be. 
And  suffer  us  to  come  to  thee. 


2  0  let  us  think  of  them  to  day — 
Their  sweet  and  everlasting  song, 
And  hope  to  sing  as  loud  as  they 

In  the  game  heaven  ere  long. 
Jesus  !  may  this  our  portion  be — 
O  suffer  us  to  come  to  thee  ! 

S  To  come  with  humbleness  of  mind, 
With  simple  faith  and  earnest  prayer, 
To  seek  thy  precious  cross,  and  find 
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No.  162. 


He'll  Carry  us  Through.* 


Looking  unto  Jexu*,  the  author  and  finixher  of  our  faith." 


1e  » 


1.  Yield     not  to  tempta  -  tion,     For  weakness  is       sin; 

2.  Shun       e-  vil  conipan  -  ions,   Bad  language  dis  -  (lain, 

3.  To     lum  that  o'ercom  -  eth     God     giveth   a     crown; 


Each  vict'ry  will 
God's  name  hold  in 
Thro'  faith  we  shall 


=$53: 


£==^i: 


l 


4- 


d=r:fcrt: 


help  us  Some  other    to    win  ;  Fight  manful-ly  onward,  Dark  passions  suh- 
rev'rence,  Nor  take  it    in  vain  ;  Be  thoughtful  and  earnest,  Kind-hearted  and 
Tho'    oft-en  east  down ;  He  who  is  our  Saviour  Our  strength  will  re- 


m 


conquer 
I 


7 1   \A  l0^0jt 


-  due,  Look 
true,  Look 
new,       Look 


ev  - 
ev  - 

ev  - 


er  to 
er,  etc. 
er,  etc. 


Je  -    sus,     He'll     car  -  ry  you  through. 


i=^=teJ 


Refrain. 


Ask    the  Sav-  iour     to  help       you,     Comfort,  strengthen  and  keep     you, 


SrrTfr  jL-k   it  1>-S-*  1 1     & — 1T7^..  tS — w-t 


i 

Repeat  pp,  ad  lib. 


He      is    will-  ing     U>     aid       you,      He     will    car  -  ry    you  through. 
*  From  "Palmer's  Sunday  School  Music,'1  by  pvmlsslon. 
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The  Good  Shepherd, 


No.  163 


Dr.  Thob.  Hasting*. 


He  shall  gather  the  lambs  with  his  arm,  and  carry  them  in  his  bosom.' 

_»\ 


Quick,  but  Gentle. 


1.   Shep-herd,  while      thy      flock      are       feed  -  ing,      Take      these 


.* « 


? 


T" 


£3 


lambs  In      thiue      arms,         For  heaven's  nur  -  ture     plead-  ing. 

n ^  \  . „  *■* 

±JR?    |;  j    ?^^^IX-I    /IT,    p      |,   -.  fcFfrj'-'-dEgp 


2.  With  thy  chosen  ones  connected, 
Oft  they  run, 
Wand'ring  on, 
By  the  flock  neglected. 


3.  Shepherd,  every  grace  combining, 
Keep  these  lambs 
In  thine  arms, 
On  thy  breast  reclining. 


§n 


O,  How  I  Love  Jesus! 

(May  be  suns  after  any  tune,  where  thought  proper.) 


£ 


|S=(S 


±£ 


?£=# 


d  .      ^ 


5=8 


f-'^ 


m 


how   I   love  Je 


&3 


how    I  love  Je    -    sus, 


3=S 


y    w~w 


v  v 


te 


£ 


5=?P=R 


m 


m 


H^1^ 


-# #- 


how 


*— ' — ^ >- 


love   Je    -    sus,    Be-cause      he   first  loved      me  I 


r  •  g  g  g '  r  =t 


m 
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Days  Going  By.* 


No.  164. 


H.  Millard. 


Work  while  His  day." 


Moderato  con  express. 
1.  There  are  lonely  hearts  to   cherish,  While  the  days  are   go  .  ing     by, 


There  are  wea-ry  souls  who  per-ish,  While  the  days  are    go  -  ing    by; 


nm^* 


Ife^fg^s 


:»=S= 


*=£ 


& 1=- 


:i y- 


If        a  smile    we   can    re  -  new,         As      our  jour-ney    we     pur-sue, 

ad  lib. 


:^j-_jE^^?==?^=te=M 


O !    the  good  we   all  may  do,  While  the  days  are     go  -  ing     by. 


Chorus. 


*    •    * — *      * 


S^ 


r=r 


s=ii=igs^: 


While  the  days  are  go  -  ing    by,        While  the  days  are  go  -  ing       by, 


E*E?^md 


-*-g-£ 


v=.£=z 


:=>k=k-^— ^qfe 


:H=yc 


I         I         r^=:&zz 


±=*-lLU-±=$=£ 


All    may    find     a 


err-^s-^ 


field     of 


toil,  While  the  days  are    go  -  ing 


il 


tne  days  are    go  -  ing 


spa 

by. 


2  There 's  no  time  for  idle  scorning, 
While  the  days  are  going  by. 
Let  your  face  be  like  the  morning, 

While  the  days  are  going  by; 
O!  the  world  is  full  of  sighs, 
Full  of  sad  and  weeping  eyes  ; 
Help  your  fallen  brother  rise, 
While  the  days  are  going  by. 
While  the  days,  etc. 


3  All  the  loving  links  that  bind  us, 
While  the  days  are  going  by, 
One  by  one  we  leave  behind  us, 
While  the  days  are  going  by ; 
But  the  seeds  of  good  we  sow, 
Both  in  shade  and  shine  will  grow, 
And  will  keep  our  hearts  aglow, 
While  the  days  are  going  by. 
While  the  days,  etc. 


•  Published  in  sheet  form  by  Chas.  W.  Harris,  <81  Broadway,  N.  T.    Words  by  G.  Cooper. 
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No.  165 


Jesus  by  the  Sea.' 


Geo.  P.  Root. 


"  What  manner  of  man  is  this?  for  he  comniatideth  even  the  tcinds  and  the  water,  and  they  obey  him.* 


t >        k     ^    v    $  *    v    *    *    '    v    k  " "fi"  ^  1/  l      f"'u 

1.      O       I    love   to  think  of  Je  -  sus,    as   he     sab    beside  the  sea,  Where  the 

1*    N 


■J-  ***  ~9  -J*+  V   V  J.   V  V     j\  ^ 


C^L4r  •  rf- 
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^ 
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waves  were  only  munn'ring  on  the  strand  ;  When  he  sat  within  the  boat,  on  the 

N       i 
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31 
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r*?*  '    it  t'it  ^<-zv  *  ! 

sil  -  ver  wave  a-float,  While  he  taught  thp  waiting  people  on    the   land. 


g):     0  •  p—»=f    »Tp#-f>-f ]  P  '-i 


0  V   V 


|#^=^=q5f-}» — ^-.> — & — T>     >     »    j 


g 


love      to  think  of    Je  -  sus     by     the 
jjS     -m-  •  -+*  0-    -m-     m-    -m-    -m ^ 


■-^-m-^—w^m—m—m-  4    •       7 — 

V      $    V    V    V    V    V    > 


love     to  think  of  Je-sus  by  the    sea,      And  I  love  the  precious  Word,  which  he 


>■=£— k— k-t- 


•t3 


•  From  "Chapel  Gems,"  by  permission. 
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JESUS  BY  THE  SEA— continued. 


k     $ 


spake  to  them  that  heard 


r   5  ^^?^ki/-p-k5j 

heard,  While  he  taught  the  waiting  people  bv  the 


3=E3 


he  taught  the  waiting  people  by  the  sea. 

I 


££: — m-±-*_\'     »^  T*  '  0    0     0  - 


2  0 


he 


I    love    to    think  of   Jesus, 
walked  upon  the  sea, 

When  the  waves  were  rolling  fear- 
fully and  grand  ; 
How  the  winds  and  waves  were  still 
at  the  bidding  of  his  will, 

While  he  brought  his  loved  disciples 
to  the  land 

Chorus. 
0  I  love  to  think  of  Jesus  by  the  sea  ; 
O  I  h've  to  think  of  Jesus  by  the  sea ; 
How    he   walked    upon    the   wave,    his 

beloved  ones  to  save, 
While  he  brought  them  safely  o'er  the 

stormy  sea. 


3  0    1    love   to   think    of  Jesus,    as   he 

walked  beside  the  sea, 

Where  the  Ushers  spread  their  nets 

upon  the  shore  ; 

How  he  bade  them  follow  him,  and 

forsake  the  paths  of  sin,       [more. 

And  to  be  his  true  disciples  ever- 

Chorus. 

0,  I  love  to  think  of  Jesus  by  the  sea ; 
O,  I  love  to  think  of  Jesus  by  the  sea; 
And  I  long  to  leave  my  all,  at  the  dear 

Redeemer's  call, 
And  his  true  disciple  evermore  to  be. 


Our  Little  Talents. 

No.  166  

"  God  hath  chosen  the  weak  things  of  the  world,  to  confound  the  things  that  are  mighty. 


—9 1  S  Is* — *    I  ii   ^   S   h   *   ' 1    t    »  Nt — Nj',| — N   S   w    S  'l n 

-^j—      v-w   r   r  v   -y   ^    r   i  y   r^r^r  r   V   7y  '  I 


v   r^r   -  '    y   y   '    >  y  '    '    -  *    y  {, r  \     | 

1.     God  intiusts  to  all,  Ta.enU  few  or  many ;  None  so  young  and  small.That  they  Lave  not  any. 


*■£+ 


\.     \j     w     I  l>L/<  r     IS 


s 


y  y  V        '        V  V   '        '      I  k 

Tho'  the  gTeat  and  wise,  Have  a  greater  number.  Yet  my  one  I  prize.  Anil  it  mu-t  not  slumber. 


Every  little  mite, 

Every  little  measure, 
Helps  to  spread  the  light, 

Helps  to  swell  the  treasure. 
Little  drops  of  raiu 

Bring  the  springing  flowers ; 
And  1  may  attain 

Much  by  little  powers. 


God  intrusts  to  all, 

Talents  few  or  many  ; 
None  so  young  and  small, 

That  they  have  not  any. 
God  will  surely  ask, 

Ere  I  enter  heaven, 
Have  [  done  the  task 

Which  to  me  was  iriven ' 
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Climbing  up  Zion's  Hill. 

No.  167  Philip  Phillips. 

"They  shall  mount  up  with  wings  as  eagles,  and  they  shall  walk  and  not  faint.1" 


PP 


z*— : 


J* 


if    2     £     U       l*        * 
1.  I'm  try- ing    to    olimb    up     Zi  -  oh's    Hill,    For  the  Sav-  iour    whispers, -'Love me;1 


^=^r^-^h^^^P^^ 


&   k    *    w 

Though  ull      be  -  neath    is      dark    as     death,   Tet  the    stars    are  bright  a  -    bove    me. 


pz^E^zfezzzzgzzzrg^r^F-r — £=£—-* 


0—  -=* — Z?T 


z*zzzz£: 


fcjfa 


-* JS- 


^^z^^^S^^^^B^^^^I 


* — r 


Then    up  -  ward  still,    to      Zi  -  on's    Hill,     To   the   land       of  joy     and      beau  -  ty, 


er^tr  e-C-JUc-e  c  g  giJ-.  >  J-  g  ie  r=l 


> — k. 


*zzj5: 


ESzz==3zzE*z:z=:*zzr££  *5 


Efzzz^-Efzzzzg 


My  path    be  •  fore  shines  more  and    more,     As    it    nears    the    gold  -  en       cit  -    y. 


<aE=^Erz*z=E* 


S-zzzz^_r^ 


iSlzzzz* 


SzEEE 


*=t 


SOLO,  or  Semi-chorus.    JO  UET,  or  2d  Semi-chorus.  FUL  Z,  CHO  R  US.    Repeat  Chorus. 


^ 


ing,  climbing  up  Zion's  Hi 
g|z=*=»zz£g^Szqi: 

ZZzES— ^->_ZZP    .,    ~rr~lE 


'm  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill,  I'm  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill,  Climbing,  climbing,  climbing  up  Zion's  Hill. 


2  I  know  I'm  but  a  little  child, 

My  strength  will  not  protect  me ; 
But  then  I  am  the  Saviour's  lamb, 

And  he  will  not  neglect  me. 
Then  all  the  time  I'll  try  to  climb 

This  holy  hill  of  Zion, 
For  I  am  sure  the  way  is  pure, 

And  on  it  comes  "  no  lion." — Cfco. 


3  Then  come  with  me,  we'll  upward  go, 

And  climb  this  hill  together; 
And  as  we  walk  we'll  sweetly  talk, 

And  sing  as  we  go  thither. 
Then  mount  up  still  God's  holy  hill, 

Till  we  reach  the  pearly  portals, 
Where  raptured  tongues  proclaim  the  songs 

Of  the  shining-robed  immortals. — Cho. 
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No.  168. 


Pilgrim  on  the  Road.* 


Jas.  M.  North. 


"For  ice  setk  a  city  which  hath  foundations." 
ft 


1.  I'm     a     pilgrim,  pilgrim    on  the  road,  Lit-tle   pilgrim  on  the  road  To  the 

2.  I    was  burdeu'd,  burden'd  with  a  load,  Heavy  burden'd  with  a  load  When  I 


cit 


r     of  our  God ;  I  have  left  the  way  of  sin  That   I   had  long  wander'd 


started   on  the  road :  'Twas  the  sin  that  I  had  done  ;  My  own  hand  had  laid  it 
totter'd  o'er  the  road;  But  the  Saviour  took  the  pack  From  the  lit-  tie  pilgrim's 


Befrain. 


in,  And  I'm  pressing  tow'rd  the  land,  the  laud  of  glory. 
on  Ere  I  started  for  the  land,  the  land  of  glo-  ry, 
back,  And  I'm  trav'ling  on  with  lightsome  heart  to  glory. 


On,  on,  on  1  I'm  trav'ling 
On,  on,  <fec. 
On,  on,  <fec. 


I    II    r 


pvvA^LIe  • 


up: 
zs: 

7~7~V 


N— *i 


jail # — i    g  I  t—w=:9=Z-+-f—f — w=^  \  i    fj  \l 


long  have  wander'd  in,  And  I'm   trav'ling    to    the  land,  the  land    of    glo 


r7- 


^34444=^B4_gxxf tithe 


•  Words  by  Eev.  IL  0.  M'Cook,  by  permission. 
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No.  169 


The  Pilot. 


"  The  Lord  shall  guide  thee  continually.* 


1.  Toss'd    up  -  on     life's       rag    -    ing      bil  -  low,     Sweet     it      is,         0 
Thou    the  faith  -  ful      watch      art    keep  -  ing,     "All,    all's  well,"  thy 


m 


±M—±J3  ^  J    J  „  J.  -J*  j^r 


FINE. 


n=t 


*=t 


a 


i?E? 


f=^ 


g 


r  r  . .fwt .'    " '   r  r  r 

Lord,       to  know,  )  „,         ,. ,,  . 

con  .  stant        cheer,  j  Tnou  dld  sfc  Press    a 


sail  -   or's      pil  -  low, 


-f-r 


£ 


£=P- 


■» — h 


f 


[##^=^rH=^^ 


ne     -     ver     sleep  -  ing 


!?=*- 


Though  the  night    be 


dark       and       drear. 


And  though  loud  the  wind  is  howling, 

Fierce  though  flash  the  lightning's  red 
Darkly  though  the  storm-cloud's  scowling 

O'er  the  sailor's  anxious  head  ; 
Thou  canst  calm  the  raging  ocean, 

All  its  noise  and  tumult  still, 
Hush  the  tempest's  wild  commotion, 

At  the  bidding  of  thy  will. 


3. 

Thus  my  heart  the  hope  will  cherish, 

While  to  thee  I  lift  mine  eye, 
Thou  wilt  save  me  ere  I  perish, 

Thou  wilt  hear  the  sailor's  cry. 
And  though  mast  and  sail  be  riven, 

Life's  short  voyage  will  soon  be  o'er  ; 
Safely  moored  in  heaven's  wide  haven, 

Storm  and  tempest  vex  no  more. 


HOMF     VfFTOPT»<:. 
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None  but  Jesus. 


No.  170 


Rev.  11.  Lowrv. 


'Bow  shall  toe  —cape  if  tea  ntgUct  so  great  salvation." 


fo^^Mgmfefe 


I  '       '       "       I 

1.  Weep    ing    will      not     save     me —    Tho'  my  face  were  bathed  in  tears, 

2.  Work -ing    will      not     save     me —    Pur  -  est  deeds  that      I     can  do, 

i  til,    i  ,  i  .1  f  ■  r  rj-f-f-^Fr^Y—  E3E 


I 

That  could    not       al    -   lay   my  fears  Could  not  wash  the      sins    of  years — 
Ho  *  liest  thought  and     feel-ings   too,    Can  -  not  form  my     soul     a  -  new — 

j « 0 0 m—r-*  — s  "*  a   I  ■# — » — * — f— r~* — *—  P— r 

:?=» — ?— »— »EEtz— r— FFEEz^f— r~  r-F»— p— t— E 

-H-h 


Ml" 


Weep-ing  will  not  save    me.       Jesus  wept  and  died  for  me ;  Je-sus  suffered 
Work-iug  will  not  save     me.       Jesus  wept,  Ac. 


mmwwiMmmm^mMm 


■4=1= 


z— --zj — i_i_ ;_ j — i — |- 


on    the  tree 


Je  -  8us  waits  to  make  me  free  ;  He  a-lone  can  save     me. 

*-     *-     *"  f         J    .N 

.t_* «•; 


3  Waiting  will  not  save 
Helpless,  guilty,  lost,  I  lie; 
In  my  ear  is  mercy's  cry ; 
If  I  wait  I  can  but  die — 
Waiting  will  not  save  me 
Cho. — Jesus  wept,  <fcc 


4  Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me — 
Let  me  trust  thy  weeping  Son, 
Trust  the  work  that  he  has  done  ; 
To  his  arms,  Lord,  help  me  run — 
Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me. 
Clio. — Jesus  wept,  <fec. 


By  permission. 
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No.  171 


How  Shall  I  Die. 


Philip  Phillips. 


"  Prepare  to  meet  thy  God." 


SOLO 


=fc 


g$=j=j5gj=^f=3a=^5E3 


1.    Wheti,  where,       and    how    shall      I  die  ? 


In 


-g- — •  — ^  — & — fj — }t-F — •—     -9  +-0-0-0-0-*—  »-F 


v— *> 


youth  or      in   manhood,  or  when  I  shall  stand  O'er-mantled  with  age,  with  ray 


9*gp- =g=s=r--|^^S=jj^c^=p^=^^ 


5* 


staff    in      my  hand?  At  morn,  or     at  midnight,  or  when  shall  it   be,  Thou 


$m-- 


# 


0: 


—  kj_i»_*_f — __ 


n'£. 


_n£. 


spir  -  it      of  truth,  dare  I  hear  it  from  thee  ?  When,where,  and  how  shall  I  die  f 


tig: 
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CIIO JUS  or  QUARTETTE, 


My    bless  -  ed      Re  -  deem  -  er,      my     Sav  -  iour,   my      all,     Pre  - 

•0-  -0-  -0-  ST\ 

pare  me        for  death,         Ere  thy     summons   shall      call. 


2. 

"When,  where,  and  how  shall  I  die  ? 
Will  strangers  attend  me,  or  kindred  be  near, 
And  voices  that  love  me  fall  sweet  on  my  ear  ? 
Or  shall  I  alone  through  the  valley  depart 
With  none  to  support  me  or  comfort  my  heart  ? 
When,  where,  and  how  shall  I  die  ? 

Cho. — When  o'er  the  dark  river  I  pass  from  the  short, 
Go  with  me,  dear  Jesus, 
I  ask  for  no  more. 

3. 

When,  where,  and  how  shall  I  die  ? 
By  illness  protracted,  or  hasty  decline, 
Will  pain,  or  a  tranquil  departure  be  mine  ? 
Will  reason  forsake  me  or  conscience  be  clear, 
Will  hope  or  its  angel  of  mercy  be  near  ? 
When,  where,  and  how  shall  I  die  ? 

Cho. — Oh,  grant  I  may  pillow  my  head  on  thy  breast, 
Thou  guide  of  the  faithful, 
And  God  of  the  blest. 

4. 

When,  where,  and  how  shall  I  die  ? 
Though  solemn  the  question,  the  time,  or  the  place, 
'Twill  matter  but  little  if  God,  by  his  grace, 
Will  help  me  to  labor,  to  watch,  and  to  pray, 
And  wait  for  his  coming ;  I  know  not  the  day, 
When,  where,  and  how  I  shall  die. 

Cho. — One  blessing  I  crave,  'tis  the  greatest  of  all, 
Prepare  me  for  death 
Ere  thy  summons  shall  call. 


124 


HOME    MELODIES. 


No.  172. 


Guide.     7s. 


M.  M.  "Wells. 


*'  He  will  guide  us  into  all  truth." 


&       r 


—  jr-      p #~*-5i 


I 


Ho  -    ly   Spir  -  it, 
Gen  -  tly  lead     us 
d.  c.  Whisp'ring  soft  -  ly, 


n 


faith  -ful  Guide,  Ev  -  er  near  the  Christian's  side 
by  the  haud,  Pil-grims  in  a  des  -  ert  hm 
wand'rer,  come !    Fol-low    me,   111   guide  thee  home. 

ft* 


^^i^iE^isgii^ii^iiiili 


Wea  -  ry  souls 
© •-J-T- 

p  — rd±z: 


cj:|r»:z=! 


for  -  e'er    re-joice, 

x: 


While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice ; 

-  '   -a      *     **     •#-     -f^- 


"F=F 


!FJE?EK= 


§pf 


Ever  present,  truest  friend, 
Ever  near,  thine  aid  to  lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear, 
"When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint  and  hopes  give  o'er 
Whisper  softly,  wanderer,  come  ! 
Foliow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 


When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wondering  if  our  names  are  there  ; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood ; 
Whisper  softly,  wanderer,  come ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 


No.  173. 


Tenderly. 


Jesus  Waits  for  Tliee. 


H.  P.  Main. 


"  Ye  would  not  come  to  me  that  ye  might  have  life? 


1.  Come,  come  to  Jesus !  He  waits  to  welcome  thee,  0  WandVer !  eagerly  ;  Come,  come  to  .Jesus ! 


T^-^V^A^ 


♦•^ 


*-  +-*- 


w.i^Mm3mmmmmm% 


2  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  ransom  thee, 
O  Slave  !  eternally  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 

3  Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
He  waits  to  lighten  thee, 
0  Burdened!  graciously; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 

4  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  give  to  thee, 


3q= 

O  Blind  !  a  vision  free ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
O  Weary !  blessedly ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  1 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
He  waits  to  carry  thee, 
O  Lamb !  so  lovingly ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 


•  From  "  Hallowed  Somgs  " 
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No.  174. 


Keep  on  Praying 


»* 


T.  E.  Perkins. 


"Pray  without  ceasing.1 

|     IM  Time. 


^=p^§^iiipiip^ 


(Long  my    spi  -  rit  pined  in     sor-row,  Watching,  waiting     all       in     vain; 


Free  from  earthly  care  and  pain.  When  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying,  In  the  accents 


B^m 


?^^^p 


of  a  friend,  Cheer  up,  brother,  "  keep  on  praying,"  Keep  on  praying  to  the  end. 


,gfc£_E-  pr^ieg 


^m=a'. 


:sl^x 


H^HH 


Chorus. 


When  our  wayward  thoughts  are  straying,  When  God's  mercy  seems  delaying, 

*       *       A       *  .*_ 

_tr_TT ■£:—?£- g ■+-  '  -f»    _++ g-__g_ir_ 

-m  — * 
I  I 


Then  in  faith  we'll  keep  on  praying, 
ft   ft   £'f*   ft   £:«  Jj 


eep  on  praying,  Keep  on  praying  to  the  end. 


2  Ye,  who  sigh  for  holy  pleasures, 
Ye,  who  mourn  your  load  of  sin, 
•*  Keep  on  praying,"  heavenly  treasures, 

In  the  end  you're  sure  to  win. 
Wrestle  with  the  Lord  of  glory, 
Lay  your  troubles  at  his  feet, 
Plead  with  faith  in  Calvary's  story 
Till  your  joys  are  al1  complete. 
When  our,  etc. 


3  How  the  angel  band  rejoices, 

When  a  kneeling  mortal  prays; 
Hear  them  cry  in  heavenly  voices, 

"  Keep  on  praying,"  all  your  days. 
Pray  until  you  reach  fair  Canaan, 

Reach  tins  pearly  gates  of  day, 
Then  your  bliss  shall  end  in  glory, 
And  shall  never  pass  away. 
When  our,  etc. 


•  From  "Sabbath  C'abuls,"  by  permission. 
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No.  175 


Battling  for  the  Lord.      T.  e.  pe**™* 


I  must  work  the  works  of  him  that  sent  me  while  it  is  day  ;  the  night  cometh  when  no  man  can  vork.' 
Solo.  Chorus.  /-— v        Solo. 


f— rtp-jg 


£=£ 


P=?c 


— r— t— k- 

1.  We've  list-ed  in   a    ho-ly  war,  Battling  for  the    Lord!      E  -  ter-nal  life,  e- 
Chorus.  Full  Chohcs. 


i^^ 


J7j  II     I  j  _M^_hLpd^ 


3 
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n.t/f  r^r* 
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>  i 
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*=JL 


i 


US 


*       *      * 


£ 


y — I — ^""^ZZ 


ter-nal  joy,      Battling  for  the    Lord!  We'll  work  tillJe-sus  comes,    We'll 


mm 


work,  till  Jesus  conies,   We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes,  And  then  we'll  rest  at  home. 


2  Under  our  captain  Jesus  Christ, 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
We've  listed  for  this  mortal  life, 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
We'll  work,  etc. 

3  We'll  fight  against  the  powers  of  sin, 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
In  favour  of  our  heavenly  King, 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
We'll  work,  etc. 

CODA,  FOB  THE  LAST  VERSE. 


4  And  when  our  warfare  here  is  o'er, 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
This  strife  we'll  leave,  and  war  no  more, 
Battling  for  the  Lord  1 
We'll  work,  etc. 

5  Our  friends  and  kindred  there  we'll  meet. 

On  the  heavenly  shore  ! 
And  ground  our  arms  at  Jesus'  feet, 
On  the  heavenly  shore ! 
We'll  work,  etc. 


g^p^i^^p 


j |>  A  j  -ft 


-zt 


^tSE^^i 
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Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home  !  Prepare  me,  dear  Saviour,  for  glory,  my  home. 
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Not  with  the  Multitude.* 

No.  176  Rkv-  r-  Lowry. 

"And  seeing  (he  multitude  he.  went  up  into  the  mountain  to  pray.''' 

(  It      is     not     with    the   mul   -  ti  -  tude,    I     feel      my  heart  re  -  vive  ;  ) 
*  (  It       is     not     with    the    gid  -  dy  throng,  My  soul       is    kept   a  -  live  ;   ) 


? 
>    "7 


k) 


ft_, 


! ft «. 


£-4—  »-?-•    #—  ft — ft -+•-•— •    ft    ft-j      -a—         i-o -:E 

'Tis       in      the     si  -  lent      sa   cred  hour,  When  none    but  God    is      near, 

ft        £■'_.« — , — ft       _#_* — #_^_     ft_._ft_^-_f       T^.' 

-U—  -i — F-ft-5-  -ft  —  »  —  «—  h-ft — » —  ft — h— f~ft-s-  fa — h  —  r— r~e      r 

>=^t-^*-.J-i:ji}--;-zJ-5:fcj-f_f— *-y-.^E 

My  heart   is      fill'd  with    sa  -  cred  love,  And    rev  -  e    -  ren  -  tial  fear, 
— •_  _ft ft — (• ft ^-i ft       « ft ft |_ . — 

-^—  ft-J-ft — »  =  »  — »       •  •— 5 — ft  —  ft-Fi r F — F-l-g-^H- 


CHORUS. 


_. > 1 


Not  with     the   mul  -  ti   -    tude,      Not   with     the  mul  -  ti  -  tude,     No 


ft ft  .^_ft  _  ft fi         a ft. ft_i_ft_ft ft.         g  j_# 

place   is      so  sweet  as     the   mer-cy- seat, "When  none  but  God   is   near. 
N                                                                           i 
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2  It  Is  not  with  the  multitude, 
I  hear  the  still,  small  voice, 
Whici  whtepen  tmmmfm  of  love, 
And  hldi  my  heart  rejoice: 
Oh.  n<>;  "tis  when  withdrawn  from  earth, 

And  every  earth-hound  tie, 
I  heard  thy  kind  parental  voice. 
And  "Abba,  Father,"  cry.—Cho. 


8  It  is  not  M-ith  the  multitude, 

My  sweetest  joys  arise  ; 
Nor  even  with  the  saints  on  earth, 

Thnii'.'h  bound  by  sacred  ties; 
The  fellowship  of  saints  is  sweet, 

Kut  sweeter,  better  far. 
Is  fellowship  with  Christ  mv  Lord, 

The  bright  and  Morning  Star.— -OtA 


*  By  permission. 
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HOME    MELODIES. 


Familiar  Hymns. 


NO.  177.  Key  E. 

1  I  have  a  Father  in  the  promised  land, 
I  have  a  b  ather  m  the  promised  land. 
My  Father  calls  me  ;  1  must  go, 

To  meet  him  in  the  promised  laud. 
I'll  away,  I'll  away  to  the  promised 

land; 
My  Father  calls  me ;  I  must  go, 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 

2  I  have  a  Saviour  in  the  promised  land ; 
I  have  a  Saviour  in  the  promised  land. 
My  Saviour  calls  me  ;  I  must  go, 

To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 
I'll  away,  I'll  away  to  the  promised 

land ! 
My  Saviour  calls  me  ;  I  must  go, 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 

4  I  hope  to  meet  you  in  the  promised  land, 
I  hope  to  meet  you  iu  the  promised  land. 
At  Jesus'  feet  a  joyous  band, 
We'll  praise  him  in  the  promised  land. 
We'll  away,  we'll  away  to  the  prom- 
ised land ! 
At  Jesus'  feet  a  joyous  band, 
We'll  praise  him  in  the  promised  land 

No.  178.  Key  G 

1  Oh,  do  not  be  discouraged, 

For  Jesus  is  your  friend ! 
Oh,  do  not  be  discouraged, 

For  Jesus  is  your  friend  ! 
He  will  give  you  grace  to  conquer, 
He  will  give  you  grace  to  conquer, 

And  keep  you  to  the  end. 
Chorus. 
I  am  glad  I'm  in  this  army, 
Yes,  I'm  glad  I'm  in  this  army, 
Yes,  I'm  glad  I'm  iu  this  army, 

And  I'll  battle  for  the  school. 

2  Fight  on,  ye  little  soldiers, 

The  battle  you  shall  win ; 
Fight  on,  ye  little  soldiers, 

The  battle  you  shall  win ; 
For  the  Saviour  is  your  Captain, 
For  the  Saviour  is  your  Captain, 

And  he  has  vanquished  sin. 
I  am  glad,  etc. 

3  And  wheu  the  conflict's  over, 

Before  him  you  shall  stand ; 
And  when  the  conflict's  over, 

Before  him  you  shall  stand. 
Y  »u  shall  sing  his  praise  forever, 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  forever, 

Iu  Canaan's  happy  land. 
I  am  glad,  etc. 


No.  179  KeyG. 

1  Abound  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 

Thousands  of  children  stand  ; 
Children  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band  ; 

Siu-iug  glory,  glory,  glory. 

2  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 

That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love! 
How  came  those  children  there  ? 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  blood, 
Behold  them  white  and  clean  ; 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

4  On  earth  they  rought  their  Saviour's 

grace, 
On  earth  they  lo\ed  his  name  ; 
So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 
No    180  ''■Arlington,''  Key  G. 

1  Ske  Israel's  gentle  shepherd  stands 

With  all  engaging  charms ; 
Hark  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms. 

2  Permit  them  to  aj  pre  ach,  he  cries, 

Nor  scorn  their  humble  name; 
For  'twas  to  bles3  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 

3  He'll  lead  us  to  the  heavenly  streams, 

Where  living  waters  flow; 
And  guide  us  to  the  fruitful  fields 
Where  trees  of  knowledge  grow. 

4  The  feeblest  lamb  amidst  the  flock 

Shall  be  its  Shepherd's  care; 
While  folded  iu  the  Saviour's  arms, 
We're  safe  from  every  snare. 
NO.  181.  .,.      KeyG. 

1  We  are  out  on  the  ocean  eajlmg, 

Homeward  bound  we  sweetly  glide, 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing 
To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 
Cho.  All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over, 
Then  we'll  anchor  iu  the  harbor ; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing, 
To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 

2  Millions  now  are  safely  landed, 

Over  on  the  golden  shore, 
Millions  more  are  on  the  journey, 
Yet  there's  room  for  millions  more. 

3  When  we  all  are  safely  anchored, L^H0- 

We  will  shout— our  trials  o'er, 
We  will  Avalk  about  the  city, 

Aud  we'll  sin:'  forevermore. — Cho. 


Part  V.] 
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|RI11MPH    OF   THE   t§B05S>* 

"  God  forbid  that  I  should  glory  sane  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
Words  by  Fanny  Cbosbt.  ~ =o=— 


No.  182 

RECIT.   Bass. 


Music  by  F.  C.  Gough  &  P.  Phillips. 

No.  1  "  Prepare,  O  Earth." 
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gp 


Pi  e  -  pare,     O    earth,      the      way  of  God  pre  -  pare,     And 
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ff  Largo. 
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in    the   des  -  ert    let    his  path  be  straight ;  For,  lo !      the    sol  -  i  -  ta  -  ry 

lento. 
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place  shall  bloom,    the      wil  -  der -ness  6hall  blos-som  like   the  rose. 


3  *  *f      '^     ?J    -***   % 


1 A  short  oratorio  for  Sunday  School  Concerts. 
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No.  2.    The  Birth  of  Christ.    (Angel  Song.) 

RECIT.    Tenor. 


feritJdaate^aeyJfailbyLB 


Now  came  the  blessed      e   -  ra   promised  long,     O'er  Judah's  plains  the 


l\A  „    1 1  J  >  1—1-^- 
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Star  of  Ja-cob    rose,   And    to  the  shepherds,  lo  !   an  an-gel  said,  Behold  I 
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cm.        ra//. 


AIR. 


rffr^j^^^ 


bring  glad  tidings  of  great  joy.        Moderate. 
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1.  Be       not      troubled      at        my      pres-  ence, 

2.  Go      and    bow  your  -  selves  be  -  fore     him, 
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--:g—  -g- 

Send  your 
This    to 
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i  -  die 
you    shall 


fears    a  -    way,       Send  your    i  -  die       fears   a    -    way ; 
be       the     sign,        This    to     you  shall     be      the      sign ; 
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Lift  your  eyes  and  shout  hosan-  nas,    Christ  the   Lord  is       born  to    -   day, 
Ye  shall  find  him  in     a    man-ger,        In-fant  Saviour,    Lord  di  -  vine, 

V.'i' 
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Christ  the   Lord  is     born  to-  day. 
In  -  fant  Sav-iour,  Lord  divine- 
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No.  3.    Chorus  of  Angels  and  Shepherds. 

Angel*. 

.* I UT_4 — J_T-  J-J I-J-r— 4 T-4 l—r— I \ 


m^ 


Wake,  ve         por  -  tals 


of        the    skie3 ; 


*  f- 


S*—  9- 
An  -  gels,     strike  your 

8—  g-4-£% 


harps      a  -    gain :         Glo  -  ry        be       to        God     on     high,       Peace  oo 

Shepherds. 


earth,  ?ood  will   to      men 


In   -  fant     Sav  -  iour,      might-y     King, 
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Lord 
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of       all,      his       praise  we     sing ;       Spread  the        joy  -  ful 
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far, 
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See 
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ff  CHORUS— Angels  and  Shepherds. 


Wake 


Je 


por 

^       £        £ 

t 


tals       of 


the    skies  ; 


An  -  gels,     strike  your 
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Angels. 
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earth,  good   will     to        mei 


.^llr. 


tt=p 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  Hal-  le   -  lu  -  jah! 
*4L    *.    #.    #. 


• #- 

-F-F 
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8hepherds. 


Angels. 


fa 


npn«=» 


Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!      Hal  -  le   -    lu  -  jah!      Hal  -  le   -    lu   -jah! 
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Hal  -  le   -  lu  -  jah !    Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !     A      -      men 

|  fl   #•      *         A      A   &#.      *.  £      A        A         A         A 
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"  And  immediately  there  appeared  with  the  angel  a  multitude  of  tun  heavenly  hosts,  praising  God 
and  saying,  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good  will  towards  men." 
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No.  4.    Simeon  and  Christ  in  the  Temple. 

RECIT.     Bass. 


*=SHI 


2  Religi 

rir 


febS^iigs 


Lo !    in  the   tem-  pie  ag-  ed  Simeon  stood,  And 


^*****§n*^5   r 7 » *    g    5 
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when  the  parents  brought  the  holy  child   To  make  him  there  an  offering  to    the 
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Lord,      He  took   bim      in    his    trembling  arms,  and  said,      "  Oh,    let  thy 
servant,  Lord,  depart    in     peace,    For  thy  sal-  vation  now  mine  eyes  have  seen." 
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No.  5.    To  us  a  Child  is  born. 


CHORUS. 


To    us      a   Child  is     born,    To    us    a  Son  is    given,  To  us    a  Child  is 


9:Ie£; 


L±.a 


-4_«L 


-S-U 


born,  To      us    a  Son  is    given  ;  Thro'  him   the     na-tions  shall    re  -  joice,  And 
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learn    the   way  to  heaven,  And  learn  the   way   to  heaven  ;  To  him  shall  monarchs 


gpi 


is 


£»*f=f=4£S=^S^ 


:fz--t: 
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I r— ™  -r-| 1 — 3 * — c J-t — ~F  — c 

bow,  And  kings  be -fore    him  fall,     The  Gen  -  tile  world    his    power  shall 
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see,     And  own     him    Lord   of      all,     And  own      him     Lord  of        all. 
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No.  6.    His  Baptism. 
_ ~ 3:      1 ~       l:zzz:~ 


AIR.     Soprano. 
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Andante. 
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Baptised    of 
D.  s.  His  days  of 
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John,        from      Jor    -    dan's  "wave,         Be- hold  the     Saviour  rise,  And 
sore         temp  -  ta      -      tion     past,  Mis  mis  -  sion    now    be  -  gau,  The 
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see  the      Spir    -     it,     like  a      dove,         De  -  scend    -    ing 

glo     -     rious     work,      for    which         he     came,         To      res      -       cue 


« #^: 
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Fine. 


iiipifsii^liggi^i^i 

from     the       skies,  De   -  scend  -  iug       from the     skies. 

fall    -   en        man,    To        res  -   cue       fall  en       man. 
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"While  from  a      cloud  that      cir  -  cled  round,  Proclaimed   his     Fa  -  ther's 

,___4- 
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In    him  be-lieve,    re  -  joiceTTTT.  In  him    be-lieve,  re-joice." 

~+    •*    *•     -r  — "         **■■*•  2 
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"And  there  are  many  things  that  Jesus  did,  which  if  they  were  written  every  one,  I  suppose  that 
even  the  world  itself  could  not  contain  the  books  that  should  be  written." 
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No.  7.    His  Miracles. 


CHORUS.     Joyfully. 


Strew  the     way    with  palm  -  trees,     To      the      ho  -   ly        cit    -    ty ; 

!  »  »  fill,, 
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Children       in      the      tem    -    pie     Make     their    arch    -    es        ring 
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Strew  the    way  with   palm  -  trees,   Shout    a  -  loud    ho  -  san    -  na, 

If  A.  »  f 
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Bow    the     knee     be  -  fore        him,       Sa  -  lem's     might  -  y       King; 
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King. 


Bow    the    knee    be  -  fore 
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Sa   -   lem's    might  -  y 
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SOLO.— Tenor.     Andante. 
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He  whose  smile  re  -  fleet-  ing    light,  Tura'd  to  wine  the    wa  -    ter    bright ; 


pi  kkk*^  ^~3%  €?%rr^— f 
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legato. 


He    who    on    the    storm -y    deep  Hush'd  the  roll -ing    waves  to    sleep; 


^^^m&su^m^m. 
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Cleans'd  the  le  -  per     by      a     word,  HeaPd  the    sick,  the     deaf  re-  stored  ; 

-^  rit. 

— r— p  vr-  r— tr-|— r^^r^^ ±— ^rrs e 

^—  Repeat  Chorus. 

He    who  blest  the       loaves  that  fed         Hung-  ry  souls  with  liv  -  ing  bread. 
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SOLO.    Bass.    Lento. 


:--h  -q     -      - 

*       9  --  m  _  jl 


He  who  touch'd  the  sa  -  Lie    bier,     Dried  the  child-less      wid-  ow'a  tear, 
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He  who  then  but    gen  -  tly  spoke,    And  her    son    to       life       a  -  woke, 
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Why  re   buke   the     joy  -  oos  song,       Bursting   from  a      grate-ful  throng, 
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Repeat  Choru*. 


lease  to   chide  the   gathering  crowd,   Or    the  stones  will   cry       a  -  loud. 
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No,  8.    His  Betrayal. 


RECIT.    Tenor. 
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p  Joy  hides  her  face,    The   Sav  -  iour  is     be 
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trayed.     By     all 
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rude  -  ly    borne,      And  there  condemned    to 

_- 1 


die. 
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No.  9.    Christ's  Sufferings. 

DUET.— Soprano  and  Contralto. 

Surely  he  baa  borne  our  grief,  All  our  sorrows  he  has  known,  He  was  wounded 
lento.        ,  I       ^  ,      ,  |  , 
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2d  Voice. 


for  our  sins,  And  the  winepress  trod  a-  lone  ;  To  the  slaughter  he  was  led, 
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1st  Voice. 


2d  Voice. 


1st  Voice. 


He  the  pure,  the  just,  the  good,  Though  condemned  he  answered  not,  As  a  lamb  h< 
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f2d  Voice. 

;9  ~  ' 


meekly  stood  ;  Tho'  condemned  he  answered  not,  As  a   lamb  he  meekly  stood. 
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No.  10.    His  Crucifixion,  Death  and  Ascension. 


QUARTETT. 
Grave. 
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mf   They  nail'd  him  to  the  cross, 


'5 


,-j— j- 


:i--xi 


^I^J 


The  mighty  Lord  di 


w^^^s^mm^^msm 


77  ^*j*jt$j 


Drums. 


"  ~^\    — 1    — •;     ~*\ 

pp 


Tine,  The  earth  beheld  and  shook  with  fear,  The  sun  refused  to  shine. 


CHOMUS. 

Bold  and  stacato. 


5 


Re-joice,  0  earth !  let  heaven  re-joice,  And  shout  a -loud  in  choral  voice,  Our 


«*j*a 


ris  -  en   Lord  the  tomb   for-  sakes,  The  bonds  of    death  tri  -  umphant  breaks. 


m^ 


*j=t_ra— Sec: 
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And    now     at     God's  right  hand     e. 


bove,  He  pleads  our    cause  ;  0 


1-J    .Ri.^ 


I 

won  -  drous  love  !     Re  -  demp  -  tion's  glo 


&=£t 


rious  work     is     done,  Free 


Bit. 


I         I 
/    Cow  spirito. 


m=^ 


S~P 


J-lfei 


grace     to      all,  through  Christ  the    Lord. 


Re  -  joice,    0     earth  !  let 


i-J-    i  |  Jr  <l— |— j^ — ^ — i — j — J"| '  ^j-^-i-.-'h  r.  <■  >M- 

'"*■         i         -»  "I p         ~7        J        ~&        *  »        -4         1 

heaven  re  -  joice,  And  shout  a   -  loud    in      cho  •  ral     voice,    Our       ris  -  en 
JL      ^         JL  +      +  JL         JL      A-         4L  _♦ 

kvj  -*—  t=pi— Sqpzt  -F-r  J— ^-rz^— p^p  it—  S=pJ=c:z:r 

1 1    i§  ■  i c-r— r      »— 7-^— .— t=F ^-t— Y^ 

Lord  the     tomb    for-sakes,  The  bonds   of    death    tri  -   umph-  ant   breaks. 
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The   Story  of  "Christian."* 

No.  183  u  Philip  Phillips. 

"Words  by  Fanwt  Crosby. 

"  T7iy  statutes  have  been  my  songs  in  the  house  of  my  pilgrimage."1 


With   care-less  step  he      hur-rieson      A -long  the  path  of    sin;      The 


win-dows    of       his     soul  are  closed,  And    all     is  dark  with  -  in :     On 


1    ]     ! 


t f  — f t 1= 


per  -  il's    aw  -   ful    brink  he  stauds,  A         chasm  yawns  be  -  low,      A 


^ 


J_^_a «. 


BE 


crag  that  scarce  his      feet  will  hold  Hangs   on   that  waste   of        woe. 
0 — z — 0 0 — 1.0 0 0—  ±-0     3 — 0 «—i— a- l 

I  -0-       -#■       T*  *l 


^Hi^ 


— »-»- 1 — *i * »— f-* 


:»-S=5— *— — f 


Z3=HS= 


1 ■» 


*  Theme  from  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.    A  short  Cantata  for  Sunday  School  Concerts,  occu- 
pying fifteen  minutes. 
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DUET. 


Yet  warned  by  conscience — see,  be  turns !  Sbe  bids  bim  quickly       fly  ;  God's 
Yet      see,  be  turns  !  Sbe    bids  him  quickly      fly, 


ipp^rii|ig|p£iiipi 


■>.'M 


I -J 


SpP^Pjjj=E^ 


Spir  -  it  pleads  with     ear-nest  call — Why,  sin- ner,  wilt    thou     die?  Con- 


fip-*-* — £ — »-F-^-v-?-j— y   F-#— ^-j-y-Fg — «-F 


^=^^^TT^3 


demned  and  lost,    the   weight  of  guilt  Hangs  heav-  y      on     bis     soul  ;  From 


-& *- 


n 


-A^—X 


tit 


?=•---#- 
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;b 


Si  -  nai's  mount  its    lightning's  flash,  And    loud  its    thun    -      ders    roll. 


S6^^^=?=-.=;S 


i^fav-^pH — j^it^*3*^j 


-P=F- 


±=afc*ai*s? 


V  I  f 


3 =*=3==*4Ja=S^— £4*=  *-  :===§=fe 


— ^-„-*-* 


ifiig^^i^^^i^^p^ 


SOLO. 


u  Where    shall      I      go  ?"  "  I  am     the  door,"  A      still  small  voice    re  - 


fe 


*— l— 4"¥— at — *  — *— I— • * — #— L-» -_• — 5— t 


^ 


plies ;     He  sees   the   cross —  his    bur-  den  falls — The  Sav-iour    bids    him 

n 


#-r#- 
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KM;   He   looks  aud  wou-uers — looks  a  -  gain,    His      rapture,  who   can 


speak !  While  from  his  head  the  springs  of  joy  Send  wa  -  ter     to     his  cheek. 

•t  —  ■*■¥■- 


f 


sissies 


m\ 


CHORUS.— Soprano.     AlUgTO. 

And     now         he      climbs,  he  climbs  the  toilsome  bill,  He  nears  the  palace 
Alto. 


Tenor. 


sffigig^^i^ 


And     now         he     climbs,  he  climbs  the  toilsome  hill, 


B^gg^S^^^r^^ 


Q5Hrx 


/>ta. 


£T*— ■+ — - 
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¥-0 


-t/- 


fair,      He  nears  the  palace   fair;  He  views,     he   views  its  mountains  from  a- 

He  nears  the  palace  fair ;  He  views,  he  views  its  mountains  from  a- 

l •_^_5^5 —0—0 — •^-5:5— #-L#-^— #— #-[ -^-#  m  Z-L0— H— 0— t-.— L- 


dz^qztr*--- 1 


spm^m^^^^^Bi^pa 


*3te±f^±3qp» 


#    ^# 


Slower. 


—^0^0jiz€zzim-m  —.-lip  rjz^jr^.      xsrz^ 


far,     And  feels  the  ge-nial       air,      And  feels  the  ge  - nial     air;      He 


^^^m^^S^^^-^m 


Hgn 


=L=*=fcr * 


3gE^^=fc*.-.-||4±±gE^ 


F-f-^r 


far,     And  feels  the  ge-  nial       air,      And  feels  the  ge-  nial      air ;       He 

I- — r  I  1        K     1        k    'T*    .    Sl&ioer. 
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walks   the     vale     and     shade     of    death,  And     yet      he     fears     no 


?-C 


?0 0 m 9  -1—  0 0 a ^—■L-0 0 0 0 l 


5V 


>-jy 0 0'- 0 »—  t— 0 # 0 »-  1-0 


0 — r    ^     f 


wali*  the     vale     and     shade     of    death,  And      yet      he      fears     no 

V* 0 ZaTti— —  |?l 


/rs       /^       ^  r^    dron^.    /"/• 


3iJ!>    #*^ — ^ 


^^^^^^p 


ill,       And     yet      he  fears     no        ill ;        A    -   pol  -  lyon     by      his 

/7\  <7\  T\    /Tv 


^m 


/7\  /^  TV    /CS 


^TTf^f^^^pggg^ 


ill,        And      yet       he  fears     no        ill ;        A  -    pol  -  lyon      by      his 


aproigai^^ 


zg,  _ d_J N  r^=^-^— -=^-c-d-J-^_  F_iT^xpr^- — p 
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sword    is    crushed,Thro'  God,  thro'    God     he      con  -  quers  still,      Thro' 


Z—t-0  -t  #-._#-:i_E#-i__#-.-E#-«  _#_i_E#_._*_. 

tiL^-E£z=f:-bF=p— Er=zp-tF=t-= 

sword    is     crushed,Thro'  God,  thro'    God    he      con  -  quers  still, 


^ 


Thro' 


+1        C  *     4L»JL 


4*-  r*- 


fei?iir^spiiipg 


t=t: 


Faster. 


^^m^m^mmm^^^ 


God,     thro'      God,      he      con  -  quers     still.       And       now  be  - 


V-P-kA 


God,     thro'      God       he       con  -  quers     still. 


And  now    be 


,-— ^  ,  -  Faster. 
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iff: 


t  i^iM^im^mmsm-. 


side,       be  -   side     the     tree      of        life,      That  grows    in       Beu-lah 


. >  ,       #— r 


gzi:^— fr-Ezc_pzz^E — zz 

he     tree      of        life, 

^P>-Tj"j  _3zzzz!ESzE  zzEzz? -F  t  -f-— —  F~ 


side,       be   -  side     the     tree     of        life, 


sjprdTlh'fol    i-»— r  ,#*  ,f^L^#^:zz:zjLf--*zzzzfrpiqg,#   ■     j: 


gfrgfegHsg; 


: ^-E-»-i4 — 9-E-* ? — nT.-y— , 


land,    That  grows  in     Beulah's     land,  Where  blooms,where  blooms  the 


drdrrv;zd-d5: 


?  — — — =— p«— «=:«= — pzqr^u  _  3=^:1=— a  rrr 


That  grows  in    Beulah's      land,   Where  blooms.where  blooms  the 
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gar  -  dens    of      the      king,     Be  -  hold    the    Pil  -  grim      stands,    Be  - 


^IgillllPI 


E-*_—  tZDt 


&=■= 


_lj 0 0 0—L-0  1-0--0  — 


0- 

-c=p: 


:— 3: 


# 


gar  -  deDS    of      the       king,     Be  -  hold    the    Pil  -  grim      stands,    Be 


S^^^^^^jgjfe 


Slower. 


hold  the    Pil-grim    stands  :  Now  plunging    in    the      dis  -  mal  flood,  Its 


-#•_-# 


H^^Hi^^ 


hold  the    Pil-grim     stands  :  Now  plunging    in    the      dis  -  mal  flood,  Its 


=|-b-r— ---Fz— e-Ff^_*—  z-bzt—  b—  t: 


J* 


fs     Slower. 
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Very  slow. 


■wa  -  tere   o'er    him       east,      Its      wa  -  tere  o'er  hiin       cast ;  A 

(7 — 1  K-r~i 1 — zNrr 

V*-      it       T'-+ 
wa  -  tere    o'er    him       cast,      Its      wa  -  tere-  o'er  him       cast ;  A 

, - m  _, 


Very  slow. 


SI^^li^il^FJ^il^i 


E-fr-f-T-T'-f- 


-*•■**.    •*-        !'.< 


shout !    he        ris   -  es !       mounts  the      air !    And  heav'n  is     gained  at 


£dzzfc«- 
* 


P^p^^a^s^^ 


shout  '.he        ris  -  es !      mounts  the      air  !    And  heav'n  is     gained  at 


s^^ii 


£i£iSE^^II=El 


sjz ? r^ r_zu^_»_^_ozr_r i_r r_c( pa 
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last, A     shout !  he       ris  •  es  !  mounts  the       air !      And 


1 L| — | +— H \h-*-\- 1 q- z— *1 — ! ^~ [ 


last. , 


A      shout ! 


he       ris  -  es  !  mounts  the       air  !      And 


gjpE^p^^^3^i£^ 
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^Pim 


heav'n   is    gained  at 

fc=3=E=t 


last,    And     heav'n  is    gained     at      last 


gp^-..  iynj^p^?feiyf 


heav'n  is    gained  at  last,   And     heav'n  is    gained     at      last. 
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fPrice  10  cents  each.    $8  per  100. 


PART  V! 


BnUTKl.  .-cor-i'mlo  Art  of  Conrrr—.  In  ih.  ...r  IM».  by  P«MLIP  PHILLIPS, 

In  UuCbrk'i  Offl.  .  of  >h«  Pi.tr'-i  Court   of  Ih*  UoJiod  SUM 

for  lb«  Southern  District  of  ."«.»  Tor*. 


158 


SONGS    FOR   THE    RIGHT. 


Save  the  Fallen. 


No.  184 


8.  J.  Vaiu 


They  have  wandered  a*  blind  men  in  the  streets  :  they  have  polluted  themselves  with  blood' 
*     *     H     N~ 


BE 
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-fc— IH- 
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VWi-it 
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JZt3±L 
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f 
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?n  r 
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1.  Lord,    be- fore  thy  ho-ly 
-m-*—m— a — 4— m — m- 


I        k    k 


al    -   tar,    Now,  thy  blessing  we   implore, 
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Grant  we  may  not  faint  or  fal   -   ter 


r-  I,  "  1/  t,    I 

Till  our  glo-rious  work  is  o'er. 
s     S     N        i 


i 


»■>       f     •     P-#=E 


2Z 


f  •  r  f;  r  ft-g 
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k  k  k 


^  /  /  y  / 


~      Tii  m    i 


zy-y 


^H2- 


Sa-viour,  help  us ;  we  are  try 


r 
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Souls 


k    k    k     r    „      |_ 
im-mor-tal    to  re-claim ; 
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221 


I 


2$: 


>   \ 


"Er>  >  h  -h 
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Thro'  intemp'rance 
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they  are  dy 
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I 

ing, 


Snatch 
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them  from  its  burning  flame. 
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CHORUS. 
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Save   the  fall-en, 


3 
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make  them 
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1         k  k    k  k   k     I 

so-ber ;    May  they  feel  their  sins  forgiv'n  ; 
*    *    *    |t 


k    /    k    k— v- 


SONGS    FOR   THE    RIGHT. 


159 


SAVE  THE  FALLEN-«»irt»H«/. 


$ 


J r  J  >  k 


K    S    N 


^ 


H3 


When  this  transient  life  is 


f.V^JUl 


ver,  Give  them,  Lord,  a  place  in  heaven. 

I  I  N    N 


£fcl 


S 


»>       * 


3C3C 


U   >   U   /  £ 


^2_ 


f    k    1/    k   ^ 

9 


Lo,  the  tempter  now  assailing 

Hoary  age  and  smiling  youth  ! 
Shall  his  cruel  arts  prevailing, 

Stop  the  springs  of  hallowed  truth  ? 
Lord,  forbid  it !  hear  us  pleading,  — 

Jesus,  thou  hast  died  to  save  ; 
Let  thy  mercy  interceding, 

Keep  them  from  a  drunkard's  grave. 
Save  the  fallen,  &c. 


1  I 

#       3. 

O'er  the  hearts  that  pine  with  anguish, 

Pour  thy  healing  oalm  divine  ; 
O'er  the  wasted  forms  that  languish, 

Let  the  beams  of  comfort  shiue  ; 
hi  thy  strength,  if  still  united, 

We  the  erring  may  restore, 
Then  intemp' ranee,  crushed  and  blighted, 

We  will  banish  from  our  shore. 

Save  the  fallen,  &c. 


First  Commandment  with  Promise. 


No.  186 


"  Honour  thy  father  and  thy  mother.' 
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1.    To  thy  father  and  thy  mother       Hon-our,  love,  and  rev'r-ence  pay  ; 


^¥ 


t=t 


-i-H 
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ft 
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This  command,  before  all 


•       1^       , 
other,      Must  a  Christian  child     o  -  bey. 


*-* 


^ 


1=+ 


^zs: 
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Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord,  fulfilled  it, 
In  his  home  at  Nazareth, — 

So  his  heavenly  Father  willed  it — 
While  a  child  he  dwelt  beneath. 


Help  me,  Lord,  in  this  sweet  duty, 
Guide  m<:  in  thy  steps  divine  ; 

Show  me  all  the  joy  and  beauty 
Of  obedience  such  as  thine. 


Then,  when  years  are  gath'ring  o'er  them. 

When  they're  sleeping  in  the  grave  — 
Sweet  will  seem  the  love  I  bore  them, 

Right  the  rev'rence  which  I  gave, 
5. 
All  my  wilful  ways  confessing, 

Now  I'd  keep  this  first  command- 
Seek  to  win  the  appointed  blessing — 

Life  within  the  promised  land. 
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Swear  not. 


No.  186 


Philip  Phillips. 


1  But  above  all  things  swear  not,  out  let  your  yea  be  yea,  and  your  nay,  nay.y 


— *-*-H— 1—  ■ 

1.   They  took    my     Sav 


:E^^-ZFJ:=EI7E=EF:=^=:^~^ 


my     sav  -  lour  s  name  in  vain 
2.  Where  pleas-  ure    lured    the     soul    a  -  way, 


A     thorn  was    in    each 
To    leave  the  pleas-ant 


m 


— — 0 — — 0  — 0 — 0 — 0 — — 0 — | — —   0  — 0 — 0 — 0 — ,_. 


cru   -   el     word,    That  pierced  his 
pati      of    truth,     The       cold,    the 


^ir^=E5= 


heart 

— "#"- 


cred   brow   a  -  gain,   While 
■less,    and   the  gay,      The 

%mmkm 


h— r>_ 
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mer  -  cy     trem  -  bled        as      she 
vet  -  'ran     sire,     the        care  -  less 

r*     *     Is  ^ 
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heard, 
youth- 
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Befrain. 
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They  took  my   Saviour's 
-   All    took  my   Saviour's 
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name     in      vain, 
name     in      vain, 

N 


And  nailed  him     to       the      cross      a    -    gain. 
And  nailed  him     to      the      cross      a    -    gain. 


m^mMmmm^^^m 


They  took  my  Saviour's  name  in  vain, 
In  festive  hall,  in  crowded  street ; 

With  idle  jest,  and  song  profane, 

They  trod  his  law  beneath  their  feet. 

They  took  my  Saviour's  name  in  vain, 

And  nailed  him  to  the  cross  again. 


Poor,  sinful  man,  why  wilt  thou  spurn 
Redeeming  love,  so  pure  and  free  ? 

Awake,  repent,  believe,  return, 

While  yet  his  Spirit  pleads  for  thee. 

Take  not  my  Saviour's  name  in  vain, 

Or  nail  him* to  the  cross  again. 


SONGS    FOR   THE    RIGHT. 


161 


No  187 


The  Morning  Star,  c.m.d. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


"  We  art  troubled  on  every  tide,  yet  not  distressed  :  we  art  perplexed,  but  not  in  despair. 

c I 
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1.  Sol-dier    of  Christ,  why  thus  castdown?  Why  drops  thy  nerveless  hand? 
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Have  faith  and  hope  and   courage  gone?  Fear'st  thou  the  a  -  lien    band? 
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Take  heart, 'twill  not  be  al- ways  night :  Thro'  riv-en  clouds  a 


far 
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do  wn  in  rays  ot  diamond  light/fhe  bright  and  morning  star,The  bright  and  morning  star 


2  Seek  not  the  ground  in  weak  despair, 

Nor  break  'neath  suffering's  r<»d; 
The  tight  thou  wagest  is  the  care 

Of  the  all-loviug  God.  [life; 

Joy  comes  through  sorrow ;  death  brings  4 

Peace  rides  on  battle's  car  ; 
A'  d  beams,  on  darkest  night  of  strife,  | 

The  bright  and  morning  star. 

3  Press  tin  the  fi>e!   God  rules  the  years,    I 

Wrong  shall  not  triumph  long; 
Ex|»ectant  faith  already  hears 
Truth's  glad,  victorious  song. 


The  nations  soon  shall  own  their  king, 
The  wise  from  near  and  far, 

Once  more  to  him  their  offerings  bring — 
The  bright  and  morning  3tar. 

Then  fear  not,  Christian,  for  the  right ! 
Nor  falter  'mid  the  fray  ; 

For  truth  is  victor  :  error's  night 
Flies  from  the  coming  day. 

Thine  eye,  thro'  dust  and  tears  may  see- 
On  heaven's  broad  scroll  afar, 

The  promise  sure  :   "I  '11  give  to  thee 
The  bright  and  morning  star." 
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The  Law  of  God. 


No.  188 
mf 


Arr.  by  Philip  Phillim*. 


"  Thou  shalt  keep  therefore  His  statutes  and  His  commandments. 


-VH  .     1        \d     J    J  ,     !         !       hrr-4-rJ— j-4-4 


I.  God  spake  these  words  :  0  Israel,  hear  What  I  shall  now    coin  -  mand  : 


fe£ 


P     ?     ?       ?' 


t— i        i  I 


£=£ 


nzt 


S^£ 


# 


3a: 


Thy  Lord  and     on  -  ly     God    am  I,      Who,    with    Al 


£=# 


P 


I         I 
y  Lord  and     on  -  ly     God    am  I,      Who,    with    Al-migh-ty    hand, 


3=t 


m 


-p-p- 


ff: 
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<5      £? 
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ores. 


^pP^S 


I         |  I      '  'III  ' 

From     E-gypt's  land  and  from    the  house    Of  bond-age    set       thee  free  ; 


w^ixm 
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22_ 
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!e 


And  therefore,  Is  -  rael,  thou  shalt  have  None    o  •  ther  gods  but  me.    Reap, 
PP  -mis-     '        rail.  ^  ^ 


221 


Z2I 


i 


221 


(*-&- 


22: 


221 


Thou  shalt  no  graven  image  make, 

Nor  likeness  shalt  thou  feign, 
Of  anything  that  heaven  or  earth 

Or  watery  deeps  contain. 
Thou  shalt  not  bow  thyself  to  them, 

Nor  outward  worship  pay  ; 
Much  less  shalt  thou  in  heart  adore, 

And  to  an  idol  pray. 

Response — Have  mercy,  &c. 

(For  Verse  in.  see  following  page.) 


IV. 

Remember  thou  the  Sabbath  day 

To  keep  with  holy  care  : 
Six  days  for  labour  thou  shalt  take, 

The  .seventh  shalt  revere. 
The  Lord  thy  God  the  seventh  day 

His  Sabbath  did  ordain, 
In  which  thou  shalt  from  every  kind 

Of  worldly  work  refrain. 

Response  —  Have  mercy,  &c. 
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THE  LAW  OF  GOD— continued. 


1 


±t: 


1 3E 


3Z 


3= 


5 


^S: 


-^— — - 


EC 


<  I      '  'III 

in.  The     sa  -  cred  name  of   God,  thy  Lord,  Thou    ne  -  ver  shalt  pro  -  fane 

/ 

^ — a—* 


I'll 

For    God  will  them  not  guilt-less  hold    Who  take  his   name  in  vain. 


22=£ 


*-^ 


rail. 
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P^: 


?■„   g 


^21 
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(/'or  Ferae  iv.  see  preceding  page.) 


Thy  parents  honour,  that  thou  may'st 

Both  long  and  happy  live 
In  that  bless' d  land  which  God,  thy  Lord, 

Did  for  thy  dwelling  give. 

Response — Have  mercy,  &c. 

VL 

Thou  shalt  not  kill  :  avoid  whate'er 
To  life  would  hurtful  prove  ; 

To  all  mankind  thou  shalt  perform 
The  offices  of  love. 

Response — Have  mercy,  &c. 

VII. 

Adult'ry  thou  shalt  not  commit, 
But  keep  thee  chaste  and  clean  : 

The  temples  of  the  Lord  must  not 
Defiled  be  with  sin. 

Response— Have  mercy,  &c. 


VIII. 


Thou  shalt  not  steal :  detest  all  fraud, 
And  never  seek  by  wrong 

To  take  unto  thyself  what  to 
Another  doth  belong. 

Response — Have  mercy,  &c. 

IX. 

False  witness  thou  shalt  never  bear 

Against  another's  name  ; 
Hate  lies,  love  truth,  and  e'er  defend 

Thy  neighbour's  honest  fame. 

Response — Have  mercy,  &c 

3C 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  house  or  wife, 

Or  man,  or  maid,  of  his, 
Or  ox,  or  ass,  or  aught  whereof 

He  rightful  ownei  is. 

Response — Have  mercy,  &c. 


RESPONSE,    TO   BE   SUNG  AFTER   EACH   VERSE. 
.  a  tempo.     ,  ft  ■     i  cres-  i        j       i^j 
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^ns 
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sis 


Have  mercy     on     us,    Lord,  we  pray,  And  all    our  hearts  in  -  cline^ 
a  tempo.  cres. 


y>:      p-i-fg=g-fg — &-\f>  '  f  p-H-p-H 
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"With     di  -  li  -  gence  and   care     to  keep  These  right-eo us  laws  of     thine. 

P  >  rati. 


7Z. 
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Do  the  Right. 


No  189 


Phiuf  Phillip*. 


No  man,  having  put  hi*  hand  to  the  plough,  and  looking  back,  is  JU  for  the  kingdom  of  God. 


2=26 


+*3f* 
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4— I-' 

m 
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III! 


m 


1.  Courage,    brother,    do  not  stumble,  Though  thy  path  be  dark  as  night; 


l-^Pt?    2 


"g  ■. 


W£. 


+9^*^ 


There's  a    star      to    guide  the  humble;  "Trust in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

rit. 


l-i 
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5 


1 — t- 
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T=F 
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t) 
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i  r  i 

Do  the  right, 


Do  the  right,  "Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 


wm 


U 


nt. 


d-      I     I      Ml 
& — •— m-r+-m-  9 


1.1. 


TT 
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« 


?2= 


I      I 


Let  the  road  be  rough  and  dreary, 
And  its  end  far  out  of  sight, 
Foot  it  bravely  !  strong  or  weary, 
•'  Trust  in  God,  aud  do  the  right." 

Do  the  right,  &c. 


Perish  policy  and  cunning  ! 
Perish  all  tliat  fears  the  light ! 
Whether  losing,  whether  winning, 
"  Trust  in  God,  aud  do  the  right." 
Du  tue  right.  Ac 


4. 


Trust  no  party,  sect,  or  faction ; 
Trust  no  leaders  in  the  tight : 
But  in  ev'ry  word  and  action, 
**  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 
Do  the  right,  &c. 

5. 

Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee, 
Some  will  Hatter,  some  will  slight ; 
Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee, 
"Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  rght." 
Do  the  right,  &o» 
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No.  190 


Ten  Commandments. 

"And  0<>d  spakt  these  words,  laying — " 

55 


8.  J.  Vaiu 


gdh*£i 


±«  FPFT* 


Down  the  ages  long  departed.  For  a  moment  look  and  wonder;  Listen  to  the 


£fc> 


ten  commandments,  Louder  far  than  Sinai's  thunder,  Hear  a  voice  which  speaks  to  thee, 

rit.  rit. 

> S    >,J»    N    |,    N    >-f*-*^-~^ -* 


Thou  shalt  have  no  gods  but  me ;  Hear  a  voice  which  speaks  to  thee, Thou  f  halt  have  no  gods  but  me. 


2  See  the  clouds  are  round  about  him, 
And  the  awful  trumpet  soundeth, 
While  the  Lord  upon  the  mountain, 
His  unchanging  law  propouudeth, 

Jealous  is  thy  God,  and  thou 
To  an  idol  shalt  not  bow. 

Jealous  is,  etc. 

3  Lo  !  he  rides  upon  the  tempest, 
Death  and  hell  themselves  do  fear  him 
All  the  worlds  he  hath  created, 
When  he  speaketh,  let  us  hear  him. 

Never  shalt  thou  take  the  name 
Of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain. 

Never  shalt,  etc 

4  Standing  by  the  quaking  mountain, 
All  the  hosts  of  Isr.iel  tremble; 

In  the  presence  of  the  holy, 
Who  can  triHe  or  dissemble? 

Thou  shalt  mind  the  Sabbath  day 
Keep  it  holy,  hear  him  say. 

Thou  shalt,  etc 

5  King  of  kings  !  Jehovah  !  Jireh  ! 
Thou  art  Go  1,  there  is  no  other; 
From  of  old  we  hear  thee  saying, 


Thou  shalt  honour  Father,  Mother, 
That  thy  days  full  long  may  be 
In  the  land  God  gives  to  thee. 

That  thy  days,  etc. 

6  Awful  words  from  Sinai  sounding, 
Who  shall  question  or  gainsay  them? 
Graven  deep  on  marble  tables, 

Who  shall  dare  to  disobey  them  ? 
There,  thou  shalt  not  kill  was  writ, 
Nor  adultery  commit. 

There,  thou  shalt.  etc. 

7  Lo  !  he  looks  through  all  disguises ; 
Tears  each  flimsy  veil  asunder ; 
Like  the  lightning  are  his  glances. 
And  his  voice  is  like  the  thunder. 

And  to  us  he  doth  reveal 
This  his  wilL  thou  shalt  not  steaL 
And  to  us,  etc. 

8  No  false  witness  'gainst  thy  neighbour 
Shalt  thou  bear,  and  thou  shalt  never 
Covet  aught  that  he  possesseth, 
Sait.h  thy  Ood    who  lives  for  ever; 

Th°  ereat  God,  who  from  on  high 
Waits  to  judge  thee  by-and-by. 

The  great  God,  etc. 
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No.  191  Depart  from  Me. 

Theme  by  Miss  M.  Lindsat.  Arr.  by  PniLir  Phillips. 


'■Lord,  Lord,  open  to  us.    But  he  answered  and  said,  Verily,  I  say  unto  you  I  know  you  not, 
Soprano. — Solo  or  Chorus. 


i^fe^g^^&zf 


#— l- 


Late,  late,  so  late  !  and  dark  the  night,  and  chill !  Late,  late,  so  late  !  But 


Alto 

4 


E3Efi^^eBEE 


Z 0 0---^-0 #-I-^ — i — zfzzzzpzz^; 

Late,  late,  so  late !  and  dark  the  night,  and  chill !    Late,  late,  so  late  !  But 
n — ?■*-  — *— P- ?-r-0 — 0 — §>-  •—  #^s T-m --.-  a-ft-» =— r 
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2d  Voice. 


pegiiiiiigiiii 
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we     can      en  -  ter     still. 


Too 


late! 


fe^j^ii 
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too 
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late,     ye 


E^ 


we      can       en  -  ter     still. 


*  fff    *  '"        I   IT    * 


Ife 
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g^— hz=il^S==^ 


cannot       en-  ter        now 


Too         late,         too 


late,   ye 


&^8i||SlP?lfefcfe&^| 


:sa 
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Solo  or  Chorus. 


— *  —  *— v *  —  * 


sa^-rjl 


can  -  not 


en  -  ter 


No    light  had  wo  :   for 


fife 


No     lijjht  had  we  :   for 


^^^^g^^g^^^P 


jMi^Nq^^ife^e^a^ 


that  we    do     repent,   Aud  learn-ing   this,  the  Bridegroom  will  relent 


-9  --  * — +*~d-4 #-T-#-s-S— # ^J— w'^m-r-wr-d 

that  we     do     repent,   And'  learn-ing   this,  the  Bridegroom  will  relent. 

1  — "-?- p  -  u  ~  p- c — >™ — v^ — k*-1-^— ^— ^—^-p — c 


£</  Foir*'. 
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Too         late, 

©H  * 1 

it*  # 


too 


late,  ye     cannot       en-ter        now  ; 

3i 


■(V 


3 .«: — :  :_«__^^_M__in^i^-X3r;i»_qii!: 


Too  late,  too  late,     ye    cannot       en-ter        now. 
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Solo  or  Chorus. 


:|2Tzs:Tzqz=z^—  ±±— 


No  light  I   so  late!    and  dark  and  chill  the  night;  Oh,   let    us      in,    that 

#_I_#„_  0 0 0-±-9 ^ #.__^I_#  — 1-# 0 0 0--,—  0  —  L 

No  light!   so    late!    aud dark nad  chill  the nigit;    Oh,    let    us     in,    that 


:fe-=i=^— 


we  may  find  the  light,    Oh,    let     us      in,    that  we   may  find  the  light. 


?-*=*= 


0 — 0—^.-0^-0 


we  may  find  the  light,    Oh,    let  •  us      in,   that  we  may  find   the  light. 


/     i/     ^ 

#d  Foice 


0-1-0- j-  .— ^-^-T-"3-© C 


Too  late, 


Too 


:rf: 


late,      ye     cannot       en-ter        now. 
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Is   not    the  Briilei;rt»oui  still  with  grace  replete  ?     Oh,    let     us      in,    that 


^'    * 


0—0.     0      0  0  x-m        0  ~9 *        *        J         — * —   #        0    .     0     C 

Is   not   the  Bridegroom  still  with  grace  replete  ?     Oh,    let     us      in,    that 

supplicando. 

Eg* 2-»     .     '  ■  -7    JP-R—  £— /— £-?-ff— -?— £- -E-g-t 

.  •/  V  V 

we  may  kiss      his    feet;         Oh,     let      us      in,  oh,    let     us      in, 

Z  0 0 —  t       Z? — 0 L_# *_  -    0  _.  # L_€ £ • 0 L 


we  may  kiss      his   feet; 


Oh,      let     us      iu, 


oh,    let     us      in, 

-*— f 
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£=* 


Oh,    let       us        iu,        tho*         late,      to         ki^s        his       feet. 
Oh,      let       us        in,      tho'  late,       to         kiss       his       feet. 

mi 


2d  Voice. 


No! 
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no! 
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Too 
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late,       ye    cannot 
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No.  192 


The  Fountain. 

"  He  shall  separate  himself  from  wine  and  strong  drink. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  A  song 

2.  A  song 

3.  A  song 

4.  A  song 


the 
the 
the 
the 


fountain!  Glad  -  ly  glow-ing,  free  -  ly   flow-ing 

fountain!  Ev  -  er     smiling,  ne'er  be-guil-ing! 

fountain!  Hail   the  treas-ure  without  meas-ure! 

fountain!  Sweetly  sing  -  ing,  glad-ly  spring-ing; 

♦  »  ^.        JL        JL  ~ 


t-t—t—r 
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Down  from  the 

Down  from  the 

Down  from  the 

Down  from  the 
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raoun  -  tain,  Flow   -   ing 

moun  -  tain,  Flow   -    ing 

moun  -  tain,  Flow   •   ing 

moun  -  tain,  Flow  -   ing 


I 
fresh 
fresh 
fresh 
fresh 


iSBi 


and  free  I 

and  free ! 

and  free! 

and  free ! 


i=f 


Chorus, 


Come 
A- 


to     the    foun  -  tain,    Come     to    the    foun 
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Come,    oh, 


Come 


to 


come  to  the  fountain,  Oh, 


the      foun-tain 


come    to 


tain, 

I- 


l 

i 

Come       to     the    foun  -  tain,    Come,   oh  come    to      the 

Come,    oh,  come  to  the  fountain,  to     the     foun       -     tain, 


. 0 0 -0—0—0 —  ^ ^ —    ^ 0.. 


the 
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foun-tain. 
Come  to 


the 


foun  -  tain  /  Of   Tern  -  per  -  ance    with     me. 


© 0 0^—  r0 0 0 — ■■#    *    # 0 1 r©— r 


foun-tain,     to       the    foun  -  tain 
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ho.  193  Love  not  theJWorld.         H.  P.  uM 

"  For  what  is  a  man  profited  if  he  shall  gain  the  whole  world  and  lost  his  own  soul  f" 


^±$i®m$umm£ 


1.   Why  should  we      co    -   vet  the     joy      of     a     day- 


Things  that  will 


i    V 


SfcS** 


fade     in   a  moment  a- way? 


Toiling  for  wealth  and  its  honours  to  gain, 
CHORUS. 


u 


Why  are  we   liv-ing  for  trifles  so  vain  ?  Trust  not  the  world  in  its  beauty  ar 


-9- r^  i     mi < — SrH !— v  •■  J      fr    i^l     ii     ! ^-^S^^ 1 — *rr 


-  rayed,  Though  at  our  feet  all  its  treasures  be  laid ;  What  would  it  profit  its 


wmm 


§gp@! 


FfTTFt. 


U 


wealth  to      con  -  trol  ?       What  can      we    give     in  exchange  for  the  soul  ? 


We  have  no  promise  that  fame  will  endure. 
Splendour  will  never  our  pardon  secure. 
Gold  cannot  brighten  the  gloom  of  the 

grave. 
Only  the  merits  of  Jesus  can  save. 
Trust  not  the  world,  etc 


Blessed  are  they  who  are  lowly  in  heart ; 
They,  who  like  Mary,  have  chosen  their 

part ; 
Learning  of  Jesus,  their  master  above, 
Lessons  of  patience,  of  meekness,  and  love. 
Trust  not  the  world,  etc 
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No.  194 


When  to  say  "No." 


T.  Martin  Townh. 


4<  I  will  instruct  thee  and  teach  thee  in  Vie  way  which  thou  shalt  go." 

js_^_^ 1     J    J     ._|_4 


)    y~# M — 0— *— *— 0      -^4 1- 


*rq=d-:. 


ri-t 


1.  No     is    a  ver-y    lit- tie  word;  In  one  short  breath  we  say  it 

lit-  tie  word, 


^^H==iigigiP 


Sometimes  'tis  wrong  but  often  right, 


So     let    me   just -ly  weigh  it 


_._ 0    m—H—m—0—m    -m — tt —  *  __  *_    ^ —  p 
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oft^en  right,  ' 
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No     I    must  say,when  asked  to  swear,  And  no  when  asked  to   gam-ble ; 

I        i        I 
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E 


No,  when  strong  drink  I'm  asked  to  6hare,   No,    to    a  Sunday's  ram-  ble. 


=(=£=£ 
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2  No,  though  I'm  tempted  sore  to  lie 
Or  steal,  and  then  conceal  it ; 
And  no  to  sin  when  darkness  hides, 
And  I  alone  should  feel  it 
Whenever  sinners  would  entice 
My  feet  from  paths  of  duty, 
No,  I'll  unhesitating  cry — 
No.  not  for  price  or  booty. 


3  God  watches  how  this  little  word 
By  every  one  is  spoken, 
And  knows  those  children  as  his  own 
By  this  one  simple  token. 
Who  promptly  utters  No  to  wrong, 
Says  Yes  to  right  as  surely — 
That  child  has  entered  wisdom's  ways 
And  treads  her  path  securely. 
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"Renounce  the  Cup." 

jjo,   195  Arr.  by  Philip  Puiluim. 

"  Ye  shall  drini  no  wine,  neither  ye  nor  your  sons  forever.'1'' 
RECITATIVE. 

M 


drunkard  reacned  his  cheerless  home, The  storm  without  was  dark  and  wild,  He 

=fc-J 
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forced  his  weeping  wife  to  roam,  A  wand'rer  friendless  with  her  child ;  As  thro*  the  falling 


-i^«---g~ 
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snow  she  press' d,  The  babe  was  si  eeping  on  her  breast,The  babe  was  sleepingon  her  breast. 
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2  And  colder  still  the  winds  did  blow, 
And  darker  hours  of  Right  came  on, 
And  deeper  grew  the  drifted  snow, 
Her  limbs  were  chilled,  her  strength  was  gone. 
0  Qod  t  she  cried  in  accents  wild, 
If  I  must  perish.  save  rny  child  ; 
If  I  must  perish,  save  my  child. 

8  She  stripped  the  mantle  from  b-r  l.rcast, 

And  bared  her  h.Mim  to  the  storm, 

As  round  the  child  she  wrapped  the  vest, 

She  smiled  to  think,  that  it  was  warm. 

With  one  cold  ki^s,  a  tear  of  grief, 

The  broken-heart. -d  found  relief. 

The  broken-h.-arted  found  relief. 
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4  At  morn  her  cruel  husband  passed. 

And  saw  her  on  her  snowy  bed, 
Her  tearful  eyes  were  aimed  at  last, 
Bar  cheek  was  pole,  her  spirit  tied; 
He  raised  the  mantle  from  the  child, 
The  babe  looked  up,  and  sweetly  smiled, 
The  babe  looked  up,  and  sweetly  smiled. 

5  Shall  this  sad  warning  plead  in  vain  • 

Poor  Ihonghlleaf  one,  it  *pe<tk-»  t<>  you; 

N'»o  brwk  the  tempter**  crueJ  c/tain, 

Ifo  more,  your  <lre<i<lful  icn  1/  pursue  : 

IiinoiDice,  the  cup.  to  Jexuxfly — 

Immortal  soul,  why  will  you  die? 

Immortal  soul,  why  will  vou  die? 
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We'll  Work  until  we  Die. 

T.  Martin  Townb. 


No.  196 


Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to  do  do  it  with  thy  mighV 


ifcrts-^«-/J-H=5=HII^i-;-^^-,<tJ-H=I|=x::t 


1.  We're  looking  unto  Jesus,  Our  banner  waves  on  high,  And  this  our  "watchword '' 

2.  The  "  night  of  death  "  approaches,  And  angels  in  the  sky     Re-peat  the  chorus 


ev  -  er,    We'll  work  un  -  til   we     die.      We  love  our  Master's  ser-vice.  And 
ev  -  er,     Go    work  un  -  til  you   die.  "Come  o  -  ver  now  and  help  us,"  The 

I  ^  >   h  Is 


"  see-ing  eye  to  eye,"  With  grace  divine  to  help   us,  We'll  work  until  we    die. 
heathen  loudly   cry,  And  "  looking  uu-  to      Je  -  bus,"  Go  work  un-  til  you  die. 

Refrain. 
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We'll  work, 


work,    we'l 
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-r— I — t—  b- 


we'll  work,  we'll  work  tin-til  we    die,  We'll  work,    we'll 
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"Te'll  work,  we'll  work  tin-til  we  die,  We'll  woi 
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work,         we'll  work  un-til  we  die. 
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til   we  die, We'll  work  un  -  til  we  dia. 


3  The  field  is  white  to  harvest, 
The  days  are  speeding  by, 
Go  forth,  be  earnest  workers, 
And  work  until  you  die. 
And  when  the  strife  is  over, 
Far  up  above  the  sky, 
With  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus, 
We'll  live  and  never  die. — Ref. 
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No.  197 


O,  Tell  Me' Not. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


Fur  the  drunkard  and  the  glutton  shall  come  to  poverty" 


mmmgmwmmm^wm. 
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l.O,  tell  me  not  of  happiness,  For  me  its  smiles  are  o'er,  My  cup  of  sorrow  now  is  full, 
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I  shall  be  glad  no  more,  I  am  a  drunkard,  old  and  vile,  No  hope  is  there  for  me. 


Oh  touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dle  not,    And  thou  shalt  hap-py       be, 
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Oh  touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dle    not,  And  thou  shalt  happy 

Sl      +      Si      ~ 


be. 
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2  My  wife  sits  weeping  in  that  home, 
Whence  every  joy  hath  fled  ; 
I  hear  her  mild  rebuking  tone, 

O,  would  that   I  were  dead  ! 
Ah,  she  has  died  ■  thousand  deaths, 

And  shed  s;id  tears  tor  me. 
Oh  touch  not.  taste  not,  handle  not, 
|     And  she  may  happy  be. 

'i  I  've  children  in  their  quiet  grave, 
s<»nie  stayed  behind  to  mourn  : 

I  would  that  they  were  in  the  land, 
Whence  they  could  ne'er  return  ; 

For  they  will  rise  to  curse  my  name, 
No  light,  no  love  to  i 

Oh  touch  not.  taste  not,  handle  not, 
And  they  shall  happy  be. 


4  I  've  lost  my  hope.  I  've  lost  my  trust, 

I  've  broken  every  tie, 
And  I  must  wander  through  the  world, 

A  living  death  to  die  ; 
My  heart  aches  with  a  thousand  pangs, 

Naught  but  despair  I  see. 
Oh  touch  not.  taste  not,  handle  not, 

And  thou  shalt  happy  be. 

5  We  've  trod  thro'  many  a  devious  path, 

(  tf  sorrow,  sin,  and  shame, 
But  there,  beside  the  Temp'rance  Pledge, 

We  first  restored  our  name. 
And,  brother,  whosoe'er  thou  art. 

Stand  last,  and  thou  shall 
That  he  Who  tSCtea  nml  handles  not. 

May  also  happy  be. 


176 


SONGS    FOR    THE    RIGHT. 


No.  198 


Who  Hath  Sorrows? 


^AMrtM«AMWSAM/WWwWS/^ 


•They  that  tarry  long  at  the  wine." 


Harvey  Camp. 


j — ,  _  ^_l__e  ,_#: 


1.  Who  hath  sorrows?  who  hath  woes?  Who  hath  babblings?  who  hath  strife? 

2.  Look     not     on    the  wine  when  red,  When    it    foams  and  sparkles  bright; 

3.  "  I        was  stricken,"  thou  shalt  say,  "  Yet,  when  beat-en,    felt     no  pain  ; 
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Careless  wounds  and  fancied  woes?  Reddened  eyes — em-bit-tered  life? 
Lo  !  it  hides  an  ad  -  der's  head,  Like  a  ser  -  pent  it  will  bite. 
When  shall  wake  the  morning  ray  ?     I       will  seek     it     yet     a  -  gain." 
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They  that  tar  -  ry  at  the  wine;  They  that  love  the  feast  and  song; 
Wantons  then  will  charm  the  eye,  Things  perverse  thy  heart  disclose ; 
Lord,  thy  peo-ple's  hearts  in-cline        To     a  -  rouse  from  thoughtless  ease; 
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They  that  various  drinks  combine- 
On  the    bil  -  lows  shalt  thou   lie, 
Oh  !  as  -  sist     the  kind  de  -   sign 


Ear  -  ly  haste  and  tar  -ry  long. 
At  the  mast  head  seek  re  pose. 
Of    pre  -  vent-ing  scenes  like  these. 
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No.  199 


Weep  for  the  Fallen. 


Kn'.umi. 


"  Meekness,  Temperance — Against  such  there  is  no  law.' 


u 
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1.  Weep  for   the    fall-en  !  hang  your  heads  In  sor-row,  And  mournfully 

2.  Vole  -  es      of    wail-ing    tell    of    hope-less    anguish,  While  sorrowing 


I       I 
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Ring  the  requiem  sad  and  slow.  Thousands  have  perished  hy  the  fell  destroyer; 
mothers  bid   us 


onward  go, 

i 


Hark 


to  their  accents,  theirs  the  broken-hearted 
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Oh,  weep  for    youth    and  beau 
Who  weep  for  youth    and  beau 


Oh,  weep  for  youth  and  beau  -  ty, 
Who  weep  for  youth  and  beau-ty, 
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Oh,    weep 
Who  jreep 


for 
for 


youth  and  beau-ty 
youth  and  beau-ty 


3  Hear  how  they  bid  us  Hound  the  timely  warning, 

While  yet  there  is  hope  to  Bhun  the  cup  of  woe. 
For  is  it  nothing,  ye  who  see  no  danger, 

To  weep  for  youth  and  beauty  in  the  grave  laid  low? 

4  Wmo  for  thfl  fallen  ;  but  amid  vour  sorrow. 

still  point  to  the  pledge  thai  freedom  can  bestow, 
Rescue  the  nation  from  the  fell  destroyer, 
For  why  should  youth  and  beauty  in  t  lie  grave  lie  low  ? 

*  i'rum  "  Tkwimam  k  Limits." 
12 
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NO.  200 


Drinker,  Turn. 


^^AVVNA^WVVVS^ft'NA^iVVVVVV 


Habvey  Camp. 


Wine  is  a  mocker,  strong  drink  is  raging,  and  whosoever  is  deceived  thereby  is  not  wise. 

Andante.— Flowing  Style. 
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1.  Drink 
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er,      turn     and     leave 
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your  bowl ;       Turn 


and 
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save  your  death  -  less  soul ; 
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From 


your    lips     the     poi  -  son 
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fling 
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Dash 
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way 
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2  Husband  !  turn,  nor  let  your  feet 
Enter  that  accursed  retreat ; 
Look !  your  partner's  tearful  eye 
Eloquently  asks  you,  Why  ? 


4  Father !  turn ;  your  prattler's  voice 
Bids  you  seek  your  fireside  joys; 
Leave  the  revel ;  homeward  haste, 
And  those  purer  pleasures  taste. 


3  Brother !  leave  the  place  of  glee ; 
Quickly,  quickly  turn  and  flee! 
See  your  sister's  swelling  breast, 
Deep  with  anxious  fear  distressed. 


5  Fathers,  brothers,  husbands,  come— 
Help  to  banish  from  your  home. 
And  from  earth,  the  deadliest  foe 
That  assails  our  peace  below. 
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God  Speed  the  Right. 


No.  201 


Fbom  the  German. 


"And  every  man  that  striveth  for  the  mastery  is  temperate  in  all  things" 


/  M'ilh  Siriril. 
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Be      that 
Ne'er  de  - 


heaven  our  prayer  ascending,  God 
no    -  ble    cause  contending,  God 

ain    re  -  peat-ed,  God 
ing  though  defeat  -  ed,   God 
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speed  the  right ! ) 


prayer  a  -  gj 
spair  -  ing  th 


speed  the  right! 

speed  the  right! 
speed  the  right! 
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Be  their  zeal   in  heaven  record  -  ed,  With  success   on  earth    re  -  warded. 

Liite  the  good  and  great  in    sto-  ry,  If       they  fall,  they  fall  with  glo  -  ry. 
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God 
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speed    the        right ! 


God 


speed    the 
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right ! 
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3  Patient,  firm,  and  persevering, 

Godspeed  the  right! 
Ne'er  the  event  our  danger  fearing, 

God  speed  the  right ! 
Pains,  nor  toils,  nor  trials  heeding, 
And  in  heaven's  own  time  succeeding. 

God  speed  the  right ! 


4  Still  their  onward  course  pursuing, 

God  speed  the  right ! 
Every  foe  at  length  subduing, 

God  speed  the  right! 
Truth,  thy  cause,  whate'er  delay  it, 
There  's  no  power  on  earth  can  stay  it. 

God  speed  the  right ! 
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Familiar  Hymns. 


No-  202-  Tune,  "  Boylston,"  Key  C. 

1  How  long,  0  Lord,  our  God, 

Shall  sin  and  sorrow  reign, 
And  drunkards  love  to  tread  the  road 
That  leads  to  endless  pain. 

2  With  zeai  and  pity  move, 

All  those  that  fear  thy  name, 
So  shall  they  spread  the  cause  of  love 
The  drunkard  to  reclaim. 

3  Thy  goodness  and  thy  power, 

And  mercy  never  cease  ; 
Thou  canst  the  drunkard  yet  restore 
To  happiness  and  peace. 

4  Come,  and  strong  drink  remove, 

And  bring  the  better  day, 
When  all  men  shall  thy  precepts  love, 
And  thy  commands  obey. 

No-  203-  Tune,  "  Hamburg;'  Key  F. 

1  Slavery  and  death  the  cup  contains ; 
Dash  to  the  earth  the  poisoned  bowl ; 
Softer  than  silk  are  iron  chains 
Compared  with  those  that  chafethesoul. 

2  Hosannas,  Lord  !  to  thee  we  sing, 
Whose  power  the  giant  fiend  obeys ; 
What    countless    thousands    tribute 

bring, 
For  happier  homes  and  brighter  days. 

3  Thou  will  not  break  the  bruised  reed, 
Nor  leave  the  broken  heart  unbound, 
The  wife  regains  a  husband  freed, 
The  orphan  clasps  a  father  found. 

4  Spare,   Lord,   the   thoughtless,  guide 

the  blind  ; 
Till  man  no  more  shall  deem  it  just, 
To  live,  by  forging  chains  to  bind 
His  weaker  brother  in  the  dust. 

No-  204.  Tune,  "  Hebron;1'  Key  B^. 

1  Let  temperance  and  her  sons  rejoice, 
And  be  their  praises  loud  and  long, 
Let  every  heart  and  every  voice, 
Conspire  to  raise  a  joyful  song. 

2  And  let  +he  anthem  rise  to  God, 
Whose  favoring  mercies  so  abound, 
And  let  his  praises  fly  abroad, 
The  circuit  of  the  earth  around. 

3  His  children's  prayer  he  deigns  to  grant, 
1  te  stays  the  progress  of  the  foe, 
And  temperance  like  a  cherished  plant, 
Beneath  his  fostering  care  shall  grow. 


No-  205-  Tune,  "  Webb,""  Key  Bfe. 

1  Lift  high  the  temperance  banner ! 

Aye,  proudly  let  it  wave, 
To  save  the  poor  inebriate 

From  a  degraded  grave. 
Then,  children,  at  your  station, 

To  quell  the  raging  storm  ; 
Let  hearts  and  hands  united 

Strive  for  a  glad  reform. 

2  Come,  join  the  noble  army, 

Enlist  now  for  the  fight ; 
Maintain  our  nation's  honor, 

Firm  stand  ye  for  the  right. 
Promote  the  cause  of  temperance, 

T'  assist  poor,  fallen  man  ; 
Put  on  the  glorious  armor  ; 

Be  foremost  in  the  van. 

3  Then  rally  round  the  standard, 

And  let  the  work  go  on, 
Until  the  last  dim  vestige 

Of  intemperance  is  gone. 
Be  earnest  in  the  battle, 

Your  weapons  boldly  wield  ; 
You'll  surely  gain  the  victory, 

And  make  the  monster  yield. 

No-  206-  Tune,  "  Old  Hundred,'"  Key  G. 

1  Great  God,  whose  hand  outpours  the 

rills 
And  springs  that  burst  from  all  the  hills, 
At  whose  command  the  rock  was  riven, 
Who   send'st   on  all   thy  rain    from 

heaven. 

2  We  bless  thee  for  the  crystal  draught 
By  sinless  man  in  Eden  quaffed  : 
Type  of  that  fount   whose    streams, 

above 
Flood  endless  worlds  with  life  and  love ! 

3  Help  us  to  heed  Thy  word  divine, 
And  look  not  on  the  crimson  wine, 
To  fear  and  flee  th'  accursed  thing 
As  serpent's  bite  or  adder's  sting. 

4  Stay  thou,  O  Lord  !  the  tide  of  death  ! 
Rebuke  the  demon's  blasting  breath  ! 
And  speed,  oh  !  speed,  on  every  shore, 
The  day  when  strong  drink  slays  no 

more! 
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No  207 


Fear  God.  cm. 

"  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom." 


R.  Simpson. 
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In  earth  and  sea  and  skies, 
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The  source  of    wis  -  dom    is       thy  fear,   Oh  make  us      tru  -  ly      wise. 


2.  Teach  us  to  know  thy  perfect  law, 
Whose  judgments  truth  unfold, 
More  sweet  than  honey  in  the  comb, 
More  precious  far  than  gold. 


3.   Lo  !  wisdom  crieth  at  the  gate, 
And  spreads  her  hands  abroad ; 
0,  hear  the  voice,  ye  sons  of  men, 
And  learn  the  fear  of  God. 


no.  208  Blest  be  the  Tie.  s.m.  Naoiu. 

**  Behold  how  good  and  how  pleasant  it  is  for  brethren  to  dwell  together  in  unity." 
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1.  Blest    be        the      tie       that  binds  Our  hearts      in      Christian  love; 
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The      fel  -  low  -  ship     of      kin  -  dred  minds,  Is     like       to     that      a  -  bove. 


2.     Before  our  Father's  throne, 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers, 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 


3.   When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 
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ROCk   Of  AgeS.    7's  (6  lines).    DB.  T.  hash™* 

But  the  Lord  it  my  defence,  and  my  Qod  it  the  rock  of  my  refuge. 

A S 


1.   Rock  of      A  -  ges !    cleft  for     me,       Let   me    hide     my-self  in     Thee : 
D.C.     Be     of     sin      the       per-fect  cure ;    Save  m«,  Lord,  and  make  me  pure. 
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D.C. 


Let    the     wa    -    ter  and  the  blood,   From  thy  wound-ed  side  which  flowed, 


2  Should  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
Should  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
This  for  sin  could  ue'er  atone  ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone  ; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cliug. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages  !  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


No.  210 


Father,  Take  my  Hand. 

At  for  me,  I  will  call  upon  God,  and  the  Lord  thall  tave  me." 


Geo.  B.  Loomis. 
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Fa  -  ther,  I  stretch  my  hand  to  thee      No        other 


Hi     a 


other  help         I        know ; 


-& 


I 


If    thou  withdraw  thy  -  self  from  me,     Ah  !  whither  shall       I 


go? 


2  Surely  thou  canst  not  let  me  die  ; 
0  speak,  and  I  shall  live  ; 
And  here  1  will  unwearied  lie, 
Till  thou  thy  Spirit  give. 


3  How  would  ray  fainting  soul  rejoice, 
Could  I  but  see  thy  face ; 
Now  let  me  hear  thy  quick'ning  voice, 
And  taste  thy  pard'niug  gracu. 
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Realms  of  the  Blest,  s's. 


No.  211 


Clements, 


i 


44 


It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be.' 


^gg 


so  fail 
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1.     We  sing  of  the  realms  of  the  blest,   That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 


E3EEE 


t=U=£ 


-^4f- 


i     S  .  *  d    -j 


>.  s  n- 


E&: 


And   oft  are  its  glo-ries  confessed, — But  what  must  it    be    to  be  there? 
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But     what. 


But   what  must  it    be       to    be    there  ? 


(*=p: 
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And  oft    are   its  glories  confessed, — But  what  must  it   be     to  be 


there! 


ZZ 


We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 
<  )f  robes  which  the  glorified  wear — 
The  church  of  the  first-born  above, 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 


3. 
Do  thou,  Lord,  'midst  pleasure  or  -woe, 
For  heaven  our  spirits  prepare ; 
And  shortly  we  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  thereu 
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No.  212 


Welcome  Home.    C.  M. 

"  Come,  ve  blested  of  mv  FathtT,  inherit  th>  kingdom  prepared/or  you." 

"J -J 


Aminjred. 


J       J      J      J         J        J.    fcj      J     J     J     J      J       !         , 


LiH-i        •   J   J   J 


1.   Give  me  the  wings     of     faith  t<>  rise  Within    the  veil,  and  see      The 
%    Oucethey  were  mourners  here  below,  And  pour  d  out  cries  andtears;  They 


saints     a -bore,  how  great  their  joys,  How  bright  their  glories      be. 
wrestled  hard,     as      we     do  now,  With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

CHORUS.  ^^  ••■^  I  w 
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They'll  sing  their  welcome  home  to  me,  They'll  sing  their  welcome  home  to  me, 
I 
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And  th  j  eng<ds  will  stand  on  the  heavenly  <trmd.  And  sing  their  welcome  home. 
D.C.  And  the  angols  will  bt;ind  uii  tiie  hc;ivci..y  strand,  And  smg  i  Licir  welcome    .     .     home. 


3  I  ask  them  whence  their vict'ry  came: 
They,  with  united  bre;itn, 
Ascrihe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb — 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 


Welcome  home,  welcome  home  ; 


4  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise 
Po?  his  <>wu  pattern  given  ; 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  heaven. 
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No.  213 


1.  Sweet  hour 
d.  o.  And    oft 


Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer 

"  Evening,  morning,  and  noon  will  1  pray." 

i  S    ^ 


Wm.  B.  Bradbubt.* 
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^*=tt=i 


9yi-e 


of  prayer !  sweet  hour    of  prayer !  That  calls 
the     tempter's  snare   By      thy 

*.         JL         JL      m.         JL         JL 


me    from,  a 
re  -  turn  sweet 


ifc$ 


Ifpppppm=f3-:liipil 


world 
hour 


3il_— ^5=p=t-^:f:=?=F— ?= 


Fath  -  er's  throne  Make 
tempter's   snare    By 

#■       ■*■       4t 


2.  J:  Sweet  hour  of  praver !  :[ 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear, 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness, 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless  ; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
J:  I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 

And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour   of 
prayer!  :| 

♦From  Fresh  Laurels,  by  permission  of  Biglow  &  Main 


J:  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  :| 
May  I  thy  consolation  share, 
Till  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home  and  take  my  flight : 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize ; 
\:  And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  the  air, 
Farewell,   farewell,    sweet    hour   of 
prayer!  :| 
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No.  214 


With,  me  Abide. 


Arr.  by  Phillips. 


"  Abide  with  us;  for  it  is  towards  evening,  and  the  day  is  far  spent." 


I 

1.  A  -  bide  with    me 


fast     fulls  the     ev  -  en  -  tide :     The 

~|— ,— i * m m a fil 


darkness 
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deep  -  ens ;    Lord,  with  me     a  -   bide ;  When 
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oth  -  er     help 


mm 

i 


~—t « 


era 

r 


C .LH 1 1 C-|- ®— C 


=t 


S=grfl-H-ff-hg 


fail,  and  comforts  flee,     Help     of  the  helpless,  oh,  a  -  bide    with    me. 
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2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see, 

O  thou  who  chaugest  not — abide  with  me. 

3  Thou  on  my  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile, 
And,  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhile, 
Thou  hast  not  left  me  oft  as  I  left  thee ; 

On  to  the  close,  0  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

4  I  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour, 

What  but  thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power; 
Who  like  thvself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be, 
Through  clouds  and  sunshine— oh,  abide  with  me. 

5  Hold  on  thy  cross,  before  my  closing  eyes ; 

Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee, 
In  life  and  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 
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No.  215 


Waiting  by  the  River. 


Db.  Tuos.  Hastings. 


"  There  shall  be  no  more  death.'''' 


1.    I      am  wait-  ing   by  the    riv-er,  And  my  heart  has  waited  long  ;  Now   I 

— *=f  -/t-f-r-rrr-r-rt-^F-r-1 — ^r—  b  - c 

think      I    hear  the    cho  -  rus       Of    the    an  -  gels  wel-come  6ong ;     Oh,    I 

I  — r — p, i*  r«» |—  r — r - '-ij= — c * — c — c 

see     the  dawn  is     breaking    On   the   hill  -  tops    of    the  blest, "  Where  the 
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wiek  -    ed  cease  from  troubling,      And  the    wea 


ry    be     at       rest." 
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Far  away  beyond  the  shadows 

Of  this  weary  vale  of  tears, 
There  the  tide  of  bliss  is  sweeping 

Thro'  the  bright  and  changeless  years ; 
Oh  !   I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Tn  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
"Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  be  at  rest." 


3. 

They  are  launching  on  the  river, 

From  the  calm  and  quiet  shore, 

'  And  they  soon  will  bear  my  spirit 

Where  the  weary  sigh  no  more ; 

For  the  tide  is  swiftly  flowing, 
And  I  long  to  greet  the  blest, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  froi 
And  the  weary  be  at  rest." 
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No.  216 

Lively. 


Title  Clear. 

Freadmen'a  Melody  arr.  with  Cho.  by  T.  C.  O'Kane. 

I  know  thdt  nnj  Redeemer  liveth.'1 

— rr 


ljivri'l.  -  w 

(  When  I     can  read  my   ti  -  tie  clear,  ti  -  tie  clear,  When  I  can  rend  my  ti-  tie 
'    I'll    bid  farewell  to    ev-ery   fear,  ev- ery  fear,  I'll    bid  farewell  to   ev-ery 
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clear,  ti-  tie  clear,When  I   can  read  my  ti  -  tie     clear,  To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
fear,  ev-ery  fear,  I'll     bid  farewell  to   every  fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes, 


FF 


Cho.  We  will    stand  the         storm,  We  will 

We  will   stand,  stand  the  storm,  It   will    not     be    ver-j#long;   We  will 
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an    -    -    chor  by     and  by,  by     and    by,     We  will 

an  -  chor   by      and      by,     We    will     an  -  chor  bv     and    by,     We  will 
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stand  the    storm,  We  will  anchor  by  and    by. 

stand,  stand  the  storm ;  It  will  not  be  very  long,  We  will  anchor  bv  and  by,  by  and  by. 

!     N   ft  :     h   s  ♦  m  *-  <-  ±1  J  i  +  j 
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2  Let  cares  Hke  a  wibl  4elarf  come, 

Let  storms  nfatrrnw  fall — 

Bo  I  but  *nfelv  r««ne'i  my  home, 

My  Go<l,  my  heaven,  my  all. 


I 
8  There  I  slnll  bathe  mv  weary  soul 

In  •m-hs  nf  lion-,  cn'v  rest. 
An  I  not  i  wiv.-  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  |»e:iceful  breast. 
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Mansions  Blest 

Music  and  Words  by  Db.  Tuos.  Hastings. 
;  In  my  FaVu.r's  house  are  many  mansions.'''' 


No.  217 
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mansions     blest, 
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a  -  bove, 
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Where 


saints   de 
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Je  -  bus'      love 


part  -  ed      rest 
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There,      there  with  joys 
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un  -   told, 
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His       glo-ry  they     be- hold, 
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with  harps    of     gold,    Heaven's    bliss     to       prove. 
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2  In  that  celestial  home 

May  we  appear, 
Where  sorrows  never  come, 

Or  guilt  or  fear  : 
Oh,  what  a  holy  place, 
When  all  the  ransomed  race 
Sing  of  redeeming  grace, 

Jesua  is  there. 

8  There,  in  that  spirit  land 
All,  all  is  pure, 
Pleasures  at  God's  right  hand, 
Ever  endure. 


There  all  in  Christ  complete 
God's  happy  children  meet, 
Angels  and  friends  to  greet, 
Resting  secure. 

4  None,  none  can  enter  heaven, 

Who  live  in  sin  ; 
None  who  are  unforgiven, 

Can  dwell  therein. 
Oh !  thou  to  Jesus  fly, 
His  pard'ning  blood  is  nigh, 
On  him  alone  rely, 

Wash  and  be  clean. 
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Bartimeus.    8s  and  7s. 


No.  218 


Daniel  Read. 


te^fe 


God  forbid  that  J  should  glory,  save  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord." 
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1.  Iu     the  cross  of  Christ    I     glo-ry,  Towering  o'er    the  wrecks  of  time  ; 

2.  Wheu  the  woes  of    life     o'ertake  me,  Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  au  -  noy, 
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I  I 

All  the  light    of      sa  -  cred  sto-ry       Ga  -  thers  round  its     head  sub-lime. 
Ne  -  ver shall  the  cross  for-sake  me:    Lo  !     it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


w5=rH^^gm 
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3. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 
Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day. 


Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


No.  219 


Bless  Us  To-night. 


He  teill  bless  them  that  fear  the  Lord. 
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1.   Fa-ther    of     love      and  power,  Guard  thou  our  eve  -  ning  hour,  Shield 
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with      thy  micht.         For    all    tin 
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ly  might. 
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thy     care     this  day, 
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Our  grateful 
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BLESS  US  TO-NIGHT— continued. 
I        1        llJ        J-'       '    " 


^su 


-*=?=$- 


M-i—aE 


A    J.     A    i    A 


iEfl 


thanks  we    pay,      And    to    our    Fa  -  ther   pray,     Bless    us        to-night ! 
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2. 

Jesus,  Emmanuel, 

Come  in  thy  love  to  dwell 

In  hearts  contrite  ; 
For  many  sius  we  grieve, 
But  we  thy  grace  receive, 
And  in  thy  word  believe,  — 

Bless  us  to-night. 


3. 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  dove, 

Sued  forth  thy  light  ; 
Heal  every  sinner's  smart, 
Still  every  throbbing  heart, 
And  thine  own  peace  impart, — 

Bless  us  to-night. 


No.  220 


New  Haven.   6s  and  4s. 


Dr.  Thos.  Hastings. 


"  Have  faith  in  God." 
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My  faith  looks  up  to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry, 

I       I      I  fc    I 
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Saviour  rti    vine  !  Now  hear  me 
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while  I    pray,  Take  all  my  guilt    away, 
I        IS     I 


mmmm 

O      let  me  Irom  this  day,  Be       wholly  thine. 
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2. 

May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart ; 

My  zeal  inspire  : 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless 

A.  living  fire. 


While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day  ; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 
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Congregational   Chorus. 

A##  221  Philip  Piullips. 


S 


"  Let  the  people  praise  thee,  0  God,  let  all  (he  people  praise  thee. 


L  Ye*,    let      OCjr con  -  gre-gaHtloni  rtltg.     And  let  our  earthly  temples  ring  With 
2.  O        rapturous  mu-sic,  how  sublime  !     I    wept  aud  thought  the  oldeu  time  Of 


hvtnus  of  jov  from  ev  -  ery   soul.    In  ev  -  ery  church  from  pole  to  pole,  Let 
Watts'  and  Wesley's  earnest  throng  Had  with  its  flame  inspired  the  song;  O, 
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all     u   -    ni  -  ted    join,  and  raise   This  old   fa  -  mil  -  iar     song   of  praise, 
let    us     sing    with  one    ac  -  cord,   Join  heart  and  voice  to  praise  the  Lord. 

COROXATIOX.     Chorus  to  1st  Verse. 

Firm 

zt 


•til.  ^ 

7-   ,     1    .14-1 — 1 — ^ti-rJT  1     ■   J   ^F=i   H — \\4~  !     1   A\J2 — ^^^ 


1.  0,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing  My  great  Redeemer's  praise:  The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
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The  triumphs  of  his  grace.    The  glories  of  mv  God  and  King,    The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 


OLD  HUN DIl ED.     Chorus  to  2d  Verse. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  :  Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below; 


Prajse  him   a  -  boye,  ye     heavenly  host ;  Praise  Father,  Ron,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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No.  222. 


SOLO. 


Calling  us  Away. 

"  Here  we  have  no  continuing  City." 


"Walter  Kittkidge. 


Spg§3^^g^l|lS 


1.  Give  me   the  wings  of    faith  to    rise,       Within    the  veil,    and   see     The 

2.  Once  they  were  mourners  here  be  -  low4    And  pour'd  out  cries  and  tears ;  They 

3.  I     ask  them  whence  their  vict'ry  came  :  They  ,withu -nit  -  ed  breath,  As- 


saints    a   -   bove,    how   great  their  joys,  How  bright  their  glories     be. 
wres-tled     hard,      as        we       do  now,  With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears, 
cribe  their    con  -  quest    to     the  Lamb, — Their  triumph  to    his    death. 


DUET. 


Ma  -  ny      are     the  friends,    Who    are      wait  -  ing        to  -  day, 

CHORUS  to  eaeh  verse. 


Hap-py     on    the   gold   -   en   strand; 


-  ny    are    the  voi  -  ces 
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ing    us      a  -  way,     To  join  their  glorious  band ;     Calling  us    a-way, 
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Call  -  ing      us        a  -  way, 


V        V        V        • 
Call  -  ing      to       the     bet  -  ter    land. 
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Home  of  the  Soul. 


No.  223 


Philip  Phillips. 


"And  Ikert  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  it  anything  that  dtfleth.  neither  whatsoever  worketh  abomination 
or  maketh  a  lie;  but  they  which  are  written  in  the  Lamb's  Book  of  Life." 


P^FPSI 


j=££tH-fi-?Mm 


w 


1.     I   will  sing  you  a     song     of  that  beau- ti-ful  land,  The  far      a- way 
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home  of  the  soul,  Where  no  storms  ever  beat  on  the  glittering  strand,  While  the 
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While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty      roll. 
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2.  4. 

O  that  home  of  the  soul  in  my  visions  and  dreams,  That  unchangeable  home  is  for  you  and  fur  me, 

Its  bright  ia«per  walls  I  can  see,  |     Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands; 

Till  I  fancy  hut  thinly  the  veil  intervenes,  The  kin-;  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  he, 


Between  the  fair  city  ami  me 

Between  the  fair  city,  &c. 

3. 

There  the  great  tre«  of  life  in  its  beauty  doth  grow. 

And  the  river  of  life  tioweth  by  ; 
For  no  death  ever  enters  that  city,  you  know, 
And  nothing  that  maketh  a  lie. 
And  nothing  that,  Ac. 


And  he  holdeth  our  crowns  in  his  hands. 
And  he  holdeth,  Jke. 
5. 

O  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  land, 
Sn  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  1 

With  Bonus  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands, 
To  meet  one  another  auain. 

To  meet  one  another,  &c. 

"  Now  I  saw  In  my  Dream  that  these  two  men  went  in  at  the  Gate:  and  lo,  ax  they  enteied,  tbey  were  trans- 
figured, and  they  had  Raiment  put  on  that  shone  like  Gold.  There  was  also  that  met  them  with  Harps  and 
Crowns,  and  g-ave  them  to  them,  the  Harp*  l«  prais<-  withal,  and  the  Crowns  in  token  of  honor.  Then  I  heurd  in 
my  Dieam  that  all  the  Bells  in  the  City  run?  again  for  joy,  «nd  that  it  was  !-aid  unto  them,  Entrr  ye  into  the  joy 
of  your  Lord.  N ow  just  as  the  Gates  were  opened  to  let  in  the  men.  I  looked  in  after  them,  and  behold,  the  City 
shone  like  the  Sun;  the  Streets  alsowere  paved  wiih  Gold,  and  in  them  walked  many  men.  with  Crowns  on  their 
heads,  Palms  in  their  hands,  and  polden  Harps  to  sing  prait.es  withal.  After  that  they  shut  up  the  Gates  Which 
when  I  had  seen,  I  wished  mycelf  among  them." 

•  Taken  from  the  "Singing  Pilgrim." 
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No.  224 


We'll  Meet  and  Rest. 


Philip  Pbujjfb.* 
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There  remaineth   therefore  a  rent  to  the  people  of  Ood." 
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1.  Where  the  fa  -  ded  flow'r  shall  freshen— Freshen   ne  -  ver  more  to   fade  ; 

2.  Where  no  sha-dow  shall  be-  wil-der  ;  Where  life's  vain  parade   is    o'er; 
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Where  the  sha  -  ded  sky  shall  brighten — Brighten   ne  -  ver  more  to   shade. 
Where  the  sleep     of    sin     is     bro-ken,     And  the  dream-er  dreams  no  more  ; 
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Where  no   tern  -  pest  stirs  the    echoes 
Midnight  wak  -  ing,  twilight  weeping 
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Of   the  wood,    or  wave,  or    hill  ; 
Heavy    noon-tide — all  are   done; 
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*  These  beautiful  verses  were  handed  to  me  by  the  author,  Rev.  H.  Bonar,  while  at  his  home  in 
Edinburgh,  Scotland. 


SERVICE   OF   SONG 


197 


WE'LL  MEET  AND  REST— continued. 


Where  the  morn  shall  wake  in  gladness,    And  the  noon     the  joy  pro  -  long 
Where  the  child   has  fouud  its    mo-ther  ;  Where  the  mo  -  ther  Hnds  the  child  ! 


Where  the  day-light  dies   in     fragrance,  'Mid  the  burst    of    ho  -  ly     song  : 
Where  dear  f am  -  i  -  lies  are    gather* d,   That  were  scatter' d  on   the   wild: 
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Bro  -  ther,  we  shall  meet  and    rest 
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3. 

Where  the  hidden  wound  is  healed  ; 

Where  the  blighted  life  reblooms  ; 
Where  the  smitten  heart  the  freshness 

Of  its  buoyant  youth  resumes  ; 
Where  the  love  that  here  we  lavish 

On  the  withering  leaves  of  time, 
Shall  have  fadeless  flowers  to  fix  on 

In  an  ever  spring-bright  clime ; 
Where  we  find  the  joy  of  loviug, 

A  8  we  never  loved  before — 
Loving  on,  unchill'd,  unhinder'd — 

Loving  once  and  evermore : 

Brother,  we  shall  meet  and  rest 
'Mid  the  holy  and  the  blest ! 


Mid  the    ho  -  ly  and    the    blest ! 
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Where  a  blasted  world  shall  brighten, 

Underneath  a  bluer  sphere, 
And  a  softer,  gentler  sunshine 

Shed  its  healing  splendour  here  ; 
Where  earth's  barren  vales  shall  blossom, 

Putting  on  their  robes  of  green, 
And  a  purer,  fairer  Eden 

Be  where  only  wastes  have  beeu  ; 
Where  a  King  in  kingly  glory, 

Such  as  earth  has  never  known, 
Shall  assume  the  righteous  sceptre, 

Claim  and  wear  the  holy  crown  : 

Brother,  we  shall  meet  and  rest 
'Mid  the  holy  and  the  blest  1 
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No.  225 


Why  Not  To-night?    8's. 


1  Choose  ye  this  day  whom  ye  will  serve. 


Philip  Phillip*. 
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tJ        1.   Oh  !  do  not   let    the  word  depart,   And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light ; 
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Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  heart ;  Thou  wouldst  be  sav'd — why  not  to-night  ? 
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«7      Why  not  to-night  ?  why  not  to-night?  Thou  wouldst  be  sav'd — why  not  to-night? 

slower. 


2  To  morrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  long  deluded  sight ; 
This  is  the  time  !  Oh,  then  be  wise  ! 
Thou  would'st  be  saved — Why  not  to- 
night ? 

3  The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give — 
It  has  no  new,  no  pure  delight  ; 

Oh,  try  the  life  which  Christians  live ! 
Thou  would'st  be  saved — Why  not  to- 
night ? 


4  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still, 

And  wilt  thou  thus  His  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will. 
Thou  would'st  be  saved — Why  not  to- 
night ? 

5  Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 

Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  unite; 
Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun  ! 
Thou  would'st  be  saved — Why  not  to- 
night ? 


SERVICE    OF    SONG. 


199 


No.  226 


Jordan's  Ford.* 


He  eomethftirth  like  a  fiouctr  and  is  cat  down." 


Rev.  R.  Low  by. 


•   —  I  i      y  ~  \ 

1.  Dark  is  many  a     day  below.  Thick  the  clouds  that  hover  ;  Sad    is  many  a 
I,   How  the  fl'utiuLC  hopes  of  earth.  Hold  us  in    de  -  ris  -  km,  When  they  draw  us 
3.     Inward  rolls  the  bitter  surire,  Drenching  heart!  with  sorrow,  Moanful  flies  the 
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bosom's  throe,  'Neath  its  sackcloth  cov  -  er ;  Wintry  blasts  with  cruel  doom, 
thro'  the  dearth.  To  their  false  E  -  ly  -  sian  !  How  the  sceues  in  worldly  glare, 
night-lv  dinje      0  -  ver  each   to  -  mor  -  row  ;  Low  the  plaint  that  sadly  steals 
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Xip  the  plants  we  cherish.  Buds  of  rare  and  sweet  perfume  Bloom  awhile  and  perish. 

Lure  to  disappoint  us.  Tempt  our  steps  with  visions  fair,  And  with  tears  anoiut  us  t 

Overjoys  entombing ;  Drear  the  soul  that  never  feels  Flowers  of  glory  blooming. 
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But,      be-vorid     the      Jor- dan's   ford,  Shines  the    heavenly     por   -  tal, 
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By  permission  from  Chapel  Melodies. 
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No.  227 


St.  Thomas,  s.m. 


Iwillpraitt  thee,  0  Lord,  vrith  my  whole  heart: 


1.  A  -  wake  and  sing   the 

2.  Sing      of      his     dy  -  iug 


song 

Of 

Mo  -  ses 

and    the     Lamb ; 

love, 

Sing 

of    his 

ris  •  ing    power: 
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Wake,    ev  -  ery  heart  a' id     ev  -  ery  tongue,    To  praise  the     Sa-viour's  name. 
Sing    how    he     in  -  ter-cedes    a  •  bove      For  those  whose  sins  he      bore. 


Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say 
Ye  blessed  children,  come  j 
Soon  will  he  call  us  hence,  away 
To  our  eternal  home. 


There  shall  each  raptured  tougue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim  ; 
And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 


No.  228. 


I  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  of  thine  abode, 
The  church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  preeious  blood. 


I  love  thy  church,  0  God, 
Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 


For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
F«>r  her  my  prayers  ascend, 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 


No.  229 


I. 


"Il/TY  soul,  repeat  his  praise, 
■***-     Whose  mercies  are  so  great, 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2. 

His  power  subdues  our  sins, 
And  his  forgiving  love, 
Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

3. 

High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 
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Ko.  230 


Hebron,  l.m. 


Dr.  L.   Mabox. 


"  Truly  my  »oul  teaiteth  upon  God,  from  Mm  corwth  my  salvation.1. 
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1.   Je  -  bus,  where'er  thy  peo-ple  meet,  There  they  be-hokl  thy  nier  •  cy  seat ; 
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"Where'er  they  seek  thee,  thou  art  found,  And  every    place     is  hallow'd  ground. 


For  thou  within  no  walls  c»n fined, 
Dost  dwell  with  those  of  humble  mind  ; 
Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  thee  to  their  home. 


a 

Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few, 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew  ; 
Here  to  our  waiting  hearts,  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 
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No.  232 


THUS  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on— 
Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 


Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home  : 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  past, 
And  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 


Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  tlesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  souud. 


HOW  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds 
In  sweet  commuuion  kindred  minds : 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run, 
Whose  hearts,  whose  faith,  whose  hopes 
are  one. 

2 

To  each,  the  soul  of  each  how  dear  ! 
What  tender  love,  what  holy  fear, 
How  does  the  generous  flame  within 
Refine  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin. 


Nor  shall  the  glowiug  flame  expire, 
When  dimly  burns  frail  nature's  fire 
Then  shall  they  meet  in  realms  abov< 
A  heaven  of  joy — a  heaven  of  love. 
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No.  233 


Ward.  l.m. 


Arranged  by  Dr.  Mabob. 
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4  nd  he  ihewed  me  a  pure  river  of  Water  of  Life.' 
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1.  There  is  a  stream  whose  gen-tle  flow    Supplies  the     ci  -  ty   of     our  God, 

2.  That  sacred  stream,  thy  ho-ly  word,    Supports  our  faith,  our  fears  controls. 
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Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  through,  And  wat'ring  our    di-  vine    a  •  bode. 
Sweet  peace  thy  pro-mis-es      af  -  ford,  And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 


No.  234 

piOME,  let  us  tune  our  loftiest  song, 
^    And  raise  to  Christ  our  joyful  strain ; 
Worship  and  thanks  to  him  belong, 
Who  reigns,  and  shall  for  ever  reign. 

2. 

His  sovereign  power  our  bodies  made  ; 
Our  souls  are  his  immortal  breath  : 
And  when  his  creatures  sinn'd,  ne  bled, 
To  save  us  from  eternal  death. 

3. 

Burn  every  breast  with  Jesus'  love  ; 
Bound  every  heart  with  rapt'rous  joy ; 
And  saints  on  earth,  with  saints  above, 
Your  voices  in  his  praise  employ. 


Extol  the  Lamb  with  loftiest  song, 
Ascend  for  him  our  cheerful  strain  ; 
Worship  and  thanks  to  him  belong, 
Who  reigns,  and  shall  for  ever  reign. 


No.  235 


1. 


TUST  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
"      But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bidst  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come  I 

2. 

Just  is  I  am — p>or,  wretched,  blind; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  thee  to  find, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come  ! 

3. 

Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ! 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe,  N 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come  ! 


Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come  1 
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No.  236 


Greenville,  8's  &  vs,  Double. 


Booskao. 


"  0  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  he  it  pood  ;  for  hit  mercy  endureth  for  ever. 


1.  Come,      thou       e   -  ver  -  last  -  ing        Spi    •    rit,   Bring     to         ev  -  ery 
All        the      Sav-iour's    dy  -  ing        me   -    rit,     All       his      suff- 'rings 
i>.c.  Now        re   -  veal    his   great  sal     •     va  -   tion     Un   •    to        ev  •  ery 


Fine. 


1st  Time.       |2dTiiie. 
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thank  -  ful      mind     )  True     re  -  cord  -  er        of    his      pas  -  sion, 

for      man  -  kind  :  \  Now    the      liv  -  ing    faith  im 

faith  -   ful      heart. 


part. 


2  Come,  thou  Witness  of  his  dying ; 
Come,  Remembrancer  divine ; 
Let  us  feel  thy  power  applying 
Christ  to  every  soul  and  mine  : 


Let  us  groan  thine  inward  groaning ; 

Look  on  him  we  pierced,  and  grieve; 
All  partake  the  grace  atoning; 

All  the  sprinkled  blood  receive. 


No.  237 

LORD,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing ; 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  ; 
0  refresh  us,  0  refresh  us, 

Travelling  through  this  wilderness. 
O  refresh  us,  etc. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  thy  Gospel's  joyful  bound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  « hy  salvation 

in  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ; 
May  thy  presence,  may  thy  presence 

With  us  evermore  be  fouad. 

May  thy  presence,  etc. 

3  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 

Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 

Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 
May  we  ever,  may  we  ever 

Reigu  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 
May  we  ever,  etc. 


No.  238 

ZION  stands  with  hills  surrounded, 
l     Zion,  kept  by  power  divine: 
All  her  foes  shall  be  confounded, 

Though  the  world  in  arms  combine  : 
Happy  Zion,  happy  Zion, 
What  a  favour'd  lot  is  thine  1 
Happy  Zion,  etc. 

2  Every  human  tie  may  perish ; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove; 
Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish  ; 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove; 
But  no  changes,  but  no  changes 

Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 
But  no  chauges,  etc 

3  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  the*, 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  ii  ion- bright, 
But  CM  never  cease  to  love  tine  ; 

Thou  art  precious  in  his  light  : 
God  is  with  thee,  God  is  with  thee,— 

God,  thine  everhisting  tight. 
God  is  v\  ith  thee,  etc. 
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No.  239 


Dundee,  cm. 


GCIL.  FfcAJTO. 


'In  thy  presence  it  fulness  of  joy.' 

/3\ 


1.  Sin  -  ner,  the  voice     of   God    re  -  gard  ;  His   mer  -  cy  speaks  to  -  day  ; 

2.  Like  the  rough  sea    that  can  -  not  rest,  You   live    de  -  void    of    peace 

J       J 
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He      calls  you    by    his    sovereign  word.  From  sin's  de  -  structive    way. 
A      thousand  stings  with  -  in  your  breast  De  -  prive  your  soul    of     ease. 


No.  240 

0FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
'     A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road, 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  then  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void, 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  0,  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 


No.  241 

OFOR  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 
'     Though  pressed  by  every  foe, 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe  ; 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 
But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God  ; — 

3  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 

Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled, 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  a  dying  bed  1 

4  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 

And  then,  whatever  may  come, 
We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 
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Ho  242 


Retreat.  l.m. 


Dr.  Haotdkis. 


"Othou  that  keareit  prayer,  unto  thee  shall  ailJUth  come.' 


i — --i 1 — i 1 — ■ ■ — i — ■ — 1- 

1.   From  eve  -  ry   stormy  wind  that  blows,  From  every   swelling  tide     of  woes, 


There  is      a  calm,     a  sure     retreat;  'Tis  found  beneath  the  iner  -  cy      seat. 


There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads  ; 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet, - 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 


3. 

There,  there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar ; 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more , 
And  heaven  comesdown  our  sou  Is  to  greet, 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 


No.  243 


1. 


No.  244 


T)RAYER  is  appointed  to  convey 
-*-      The  blessings  God  designs  to  give  : 
Long  as  they  live  should  Christians  pray ; 
They  learn  to  pray  when  first  they  live. 

2. 

If  pain  afflict,  or  wrongs  oppress  ; 
If  cares  distract,  or  fears  dismay  ; 
If  guilt  deject ;  if  sin  distress  ; 
In  every  case,  still  watch  and  pray. 

3. 

'Tis    prayer    supports    the    soul    that's 

weak : 
Though   thought   be   broken,    language 

lame  : 
Pray,  if  thou  canst  or  canst  not  speak  ; 
But  pray  with  faith  in  Jesu*'  name. 


"ITXHAT  various  hindrances  we  meet 

In  coming  to  a  mercy  seat ; 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2. 

Prayer  makes  the  darken'd  cloud  with- 
draw; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw ; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love  ; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3. 

Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer    keejw    the    Christian's    armour 

bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  seee 
The  weakest  saint  uj>on  his  ki 
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No.  245 


Hamburg,  l.m. 


Dr.  L.  Mabo*. 


'  /  will  cry  unto  God  most  high  :  unto  God  that  performeth  all  things  for  me.' 


i      U     ■      'U  i     i   i     i 

Life  is  the  time    to    serve  the    Lord,  The  time  t'ensure  the  great  re  -  ward 


Life  is  the  hour  that  God  hath  given 
T'escape  from  hell  and  tiy  to  heaven  ; 
The  clay  of  grace  ; — and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  ol  the  day. 


There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  passed 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste  ; 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair, 
Reign  in  eternal  silence  there. 


No.  246 

1. 

BEHOLD,  a  stranger's  at  the  door  ! 
He    gently    knocks— has    knocked 
before  ; 
Has  waited  long — is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 


But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will !  — the  very  friend  you  need  ! 
The  Man  of  Nazareth  !  —'tis  he, 
With  garments  dyed  at  Calvary. 


Oh,  lovely  attitude  ! — he  stands 
With  melting  heart,  and  laden  hands  ! 
Oh !     matchless     kindness  !  —  and     he 

shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 


Admit  him  ere  his  anger  burn— 
His  feet  departed  ne'er  return  ; 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
When  at  his  door  denied  you'll  stand ! 


No.  247 


1. 


OHOW  pity,  Lord  !  0  Lord,  forgive  ! 
lO     Let  a  repenting  rebel  live. 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 


My  crimes  are  great,  bid;  don't  surpass 
The  jK>\ve    and  glory  of  thy  grace  ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound,  - 
So  let- thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 

3. 

0  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 


Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord 
Whose   hope,   stdl    hov'ring   round   thy 

word. 
Would    light    on    some    sweet   promise 

there,  -- 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
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Olmutz.  s.m. 


No.  248  Arranged  by  Dk    Maboit. 

"For  ht  tatitfleth  the  longing  soul,  andjilleth  thr  hun;rry  soul  with  goodntns" 


1.     Blest     are  the  sons       of        peace,  Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are         one 


^=m 


i — —i — i — i 3 r 

Whose  kind  designs     to  serve  and  please  Through  all  their  ac  -  tions      run. 


Blest  is  the  pious  house, 
Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet ; 
Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows, 
Make  their  communion  sweet. 


3. 

Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills, 
The  saiuts  are  blest  above, 
When  joy  like  morning  dew  distils, 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 


No.  249 


1. 


TJOW  gentle  God's  commands  ! 
"*-*-     How  kind  his  precepts  are  ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2. 

Beneath  his  watchful  eye 
His  saints  securely  dwell ; 
That  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up, 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

& 

Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 
Haste  to  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 


No.  250 

1. 

A  NOTHER  day  is  past, 
^-     The  hours  for  ever  fled, 
And  time  is  bearing  us  away 
To  mingle  with  the  dead. 


Our  minds  in  perfect  peace 
Our  Father's  care  shall  keep  ; 
We  yield  to  gentle  slumber  now, 
For  thou  canst  never  sleep. 

3. 

How  blessed,  Lord,  are  they 
On  thee  securely  stayed  ! 
Nor  shall  they  be  in  life  alarmed, 
Nor  be  in  death  dismayed. 
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No.  251 


Warwick,  cm. 


Stanley. 


"Barly  in  the  morning  will  I  direct  my  prayer*  unto  thee.' 

5* 


1.  JLord,  in      the  morn-ing  thou  shalt  hear  My  voice    as  -  cend-ing      high. 


To    thee  will      I      di  -  rect  my  prayer, — To  thee  lift    up    mine     eye  : — 


Dp  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 
To  plead  for  all  his  saints  ; 

Presenting,  at  the  Father's  throne, 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 


O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  righteousness, — 

Make  every  path  of  duty  straight 
And  plain  before  my  face. 


No  252 


1. 


THERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never- with'ring  flowers : 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dress'd  in  living  green  ; 

So,  to  the  Jews,  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  roll'd  between. 


Cou id  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  laudscape  o'er, 

^  uc  j  ordan's  stream,  Dor  death'scold  flood 
Should  flight  us  from  the  shore. 


No.  253 


1. 


ONCE  more  we  come  before  our  God 
Once  more  his  blessing  ask  : 
0  may  not  duty  seem  a  load, 
Nor  worship  prove  a  task. 

2. 

Father,  thy  quick'ning  spirit  send 
From  heaven,  in  Jesus'  name, 

And  bid  our  waiting  minds  attend, 
And  put  our  souls  iu  frame. 

3. 

May  we  receive  the  word  we  hear, 

Each  in  an  honest  heart ; 
And  keep  the  precious  treasure  there, 

And  never  with  it  part. 

4. 

To  seek  thee,  all  our  hearts  disp  se ; 

To  each  thy  bleating  suit ; 
A  nd  let  the  seed  thy  servant  sows. 

Produce  abundant  fruit. 
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Ho.  254 


Boy  Is  ton.  s.m. 


Dr.  L.  Ma  sob. 


"  For  this  God  is  our  Oodfor  ever  and  ever,  he  will  be  our  guide  even  unto  death.' 


1.  Be  -  bold  the  throne  of     grace ;       The       pro-mise  calls     us  near ; 

2.  Thine      image,  Lord,     be  -  stow,      Thy      pre-sence  and     thy         love, 


There        Je-sus  shows    a       smi-ling  face,  And   waits  to    an  -  swer      prayer. 
That       we  may  serve  thee  here  be  -  low,  And   reign  with  thee    a     •    bove. 


3. 

Teach  us  to  live  by  faith,* 
Conform  our  wills  to  thine; 
Let  us  Victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 


If  thou  these  blessings  give, 
And  thou  our  portion  be, 
All  worldly  joys  we'll  gladly  leave, 
To  find  «ur  heaven  in  thee. 


No.  255 


K  0.256 


A  ND  are  we  yet  alive, 
"*-*■  And  see  each  other's  face  ? 
Glory  and  praise  to  Jesus  give, 
For  his  redeeming  grace. 

2. 

Preserved  by  power  divine 
To  full  salvation  here, 
Again  in  Jesus'  praise  we  join, 
And  in  his  sight  appear. 

3. 

What  troubles  have  we  seen ! 
What  conflicts  have  we  pas3'd  ! 
Fightings  without,  and  fears  within, 
Since  we  assembled  last! 


1. 


14 


T\ID  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
"*-^  And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2. 

The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
The  wond'ring  angels  see  ; 
Be  thou  astonish'd,  0  my  soul ; 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3. 

He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear : 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found. 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 
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No.  257 


Martyn.  siinesv's. 


a  B.  Marsh. 


"  He  xhall  defend  thee  under  his  wings." 
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.    (     Je  -  sus,  lo  -  ver    of    my  soul,      Let   me  to    thy   bo  -  son 
)  While  the  near-er    wa  -  ters  roll,  While  the  tern-pest  still      is 

D  c.  Safe    in  -  to    the   ha  •  ven  guide,    O      re-ceive  my  soul     at 


fly,  .  . 
high;. 

last.    . 
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Hide  me,  O     my   Sa-viour,     hide,  Till   the  storm  of  life      is        past; 


2. 

Other  refuge  have  I  none  ; 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee 
Leave,  0  leave  me  not  alone  ; 
Still  support  and  comfort  me ; 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd ; 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defeuceless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art ; 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee  : 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart ; 
Rise  to  all  eternity 


No.  258  1. 

*TT7HILE,  with  ceaseless  course,  the  sun 
"       Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here  : 
Fix'd  in  an  eternal  state, 
They  have  done  with  all  below : 
We  a  little  longer  wait, 
But  how  little,  none  can  know. 


2. 

As  the  winged  arrow  flies, 
Speedily  the  mark  to  find  ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 
Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind,- 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 
Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream  ; 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise  j 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 
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No  259 


Rockingham,  l.m. 


Dr.  L.  Maoox. 


"  7V»/y  my  soul  waitetk  upon  God  ;  from  Him  cometh  my  salvation. 


1.  Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone,   Let  my  re  -  li-gious  hours  alone; 
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Fain  would  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  see ; 

2. 

0  warm  my  heart  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindle  there  a  pure  desire  : 
Come,  sacred  Spirit,  from  above, 
And  fill  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 


1       '         I  I 

I      wait  a    vi  -  sit,  Lord,  from  thee. 

3. 
Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine ! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine  ; 
Thy  glorious  name  shall  be  adored, 
And  every  tongue  confess  thee  Lord. 


No.  260 


1. 


"I  TY  Father,  when  I  come  to  thee, 

I  would  not  only  bend  the  knee, 
But  with  my  spirit  seek  thy  face, — 
With  my  whole  heart  desire  thy  grace. 

2. 
My  Saviour,  guide  me  with  thine  eye ; 
My  sins  forgive,  my  wants  supply  ; 
With  favour  crown  my  youthful  days, 


No  261 


pREAT  God,  behold,  before  thy  throne 
^     A  band  of  children  lowly  bend ; 
Thy  face  we  seek,  thy  name  we  own, 
And  pray  that  thou  wilt  be  our  Friend. 

2. 
Thy  Holy  Spirit's  aid  impart, 
That  he  may  teach  us  how  to  pray ; 
Make  us  sincere,  and  let  each  heart 


And  my  whole  life  shall  speak  thy  praise.    Delight  to  tread  in  wisdom's  way. 


3. 

Thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord,  imj>art ; 
Impress  thy  likeness  ou  my  heart ; 
May  I  ol>ey  thy  truth  ■  love, 
Till  raised  to  dwell  with  thee  above. 


3. 

0  let  thy  grace  our  souls  renew, 
And  seal  a  sense  of  pardon  there; 
Teach  us  thy  will  to  know  and  do, 
And  let  us  all  thine  image  bear. 
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No.  262 


Evan.   cm. 


Old  Scotch  Melody 


mm 
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Thou  shalt  not  be  afraid  for  the  terror  by  night." 
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1.  In    mer  -  cy,  Lord,   re-mem  -  ber    me,  Through  all  the  hours  of   night, 
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And  grant   to     me  most    gra-cious  -  ly 


The  safe-guard  of  thy  might. 

A    4    J 


2. 

With  cheerful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes, 
Since  thou  wilt  not  remove  : 

0,  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 


Or,  if  this  night  should  prove  my  last, 
And  end  my  transient  days  ; 

Lord,  take  me  to  thy  promised  rest, 
Where  I  may  sing  thy  praise. 


No.  263 


COME,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powera  ; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 


In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs, — 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 

Hosannas  languish  on  our  tonguea; 
A  nd  our  devotion  dies. 

3. 

Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ; 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 

And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 


Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powera  ; 

Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
An  I  that  shall  kindle  ours. 


No.  264 


COME,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour's  name, 
And  joy  to  make  it  known  ; 
The  Sov'reign  of  your  hearts  proclaim, 
And  bow  before  his  throne. 


Behold  your  Lord,  your  Master,  crown'd 

With  glories  all  divine, 
And  tell  the  wond'ring  nations  round, 

How  bright  those  glories  shine. 

3. 

When,  in  his  earthly  courts,  we  view 

I  he  glories  of  our  King, 
We  long  to  love  as  angels  do, 

And  wish,  like  them,  to  sing. 


And  shall  we  long  and  wish  in  vain  ? 

Lord,  teach  our  songs  to  rise  : 
Thy  love  can  animate  the  strain, 

And  bid  it  reach  the  skies. 
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Jesus,  our  Shepherd,    s.m. 


No.  265 


Mi/  nhetp  hear  my  voirt.' 


J.    ZUNDKL. 


1.    [was    a  waud'ring  sheep,     I    did  not  love  the  fold  ;         I  did  not  love  my 
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Shepherd's  voice,  I  would  not  be  con-troll' d  ;       I    was     a    wayward  child,        I 


,     did  not  love  my  home ;  I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice,   I  loVed  a  -  far  to  roam. 

H  ^i .  ».    «  *     I       *    I       s    J       M     >  J       SI       k     i 
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2. 

The  Shepherd  sought  his  sheep, 
The  Father  sought  his  child  ; 

They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild  : 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 
Famish'd,  and  faint,  and  lone  ; 

They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 
They  saved  the  wandering  one. 


3. 

Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 
'Twas  he  that  loved  my  soul, 

'Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood, 
'Twas  he  that  made  me  whole  : 
'Twas  he  that  sought  the  lost, 
That  fouud  the  wandering  sheep, 

'Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold— 
'Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 


No.  266 


THE  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 
I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
Wha*.  caz  I  want  beside? 
He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 


If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim  ; 
And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way, 

For  his  most  holy  name. 

While  he  affords  his  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear,       [(lark  shade? 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death'i 

My  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 
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With  the  Lord. 


No.  267. 


I.  B.  WOODBUBY. 


So  shall  we  ever  be  with  the  Lord." 


1.  For    ev  -  er  with    the  Lord, 
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A  -  men,    so  let     it 


be; 
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Life  from   the  dead  is  . 
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Ab- sent  from  him     I      roam; 
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Yet    night  -  ly    pitch  my    mov-  ing    tent 


day's  maTch  near-  er  home  ;    Near-  er  home,  near  -  er  home,    A  day's  march  near-er  home. 
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My  Father's  house  on  high, 

Home  of  my  soul,  how  near 
At  times,  to  Faith's  foreseeing  eye, 

Thy  golden  gates  appear. — Here  in,  &c. 

My  thirsty  spirit  faints 
To  reach  the  land  I  love, 


The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. — Here  in,  dbc. 

4  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! 
Father,  if  'tis  thy  will, 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
Ev'n  here  to  me  fulfil. — Here  in,  &c. 


No.  268. 

1  SoLDiKRSof  Christ,  arise! 

And  put  your  armor  on; 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 

Through  his  eternal  Son. 

Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  in  his  misrhty  power, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts, 

Is  more  than  conqueror. 


2  Leave  no  unguarded  place, — 

No  weakness  of  the  soul ; 
Take  every  virtue,  every  grace, 

And  fortify  the  whole. 

Indissoliibly  joined, 

To  battle  all  proceed  ; 
But  arm  yourselves  with  all  the  mind 

That  was  in  Christ,  your  Head. 
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Onward,  Christians! 


No.  269 


"  Tn  ertrt/thinfj  (jive  thank*." 

4- 


WUrttemberg  Melody. 


i.   Oft     in      sor  -  row,  oft      in      woe,     On- ward,  Christians,  on- ward      go, 
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Fight  the  fight,     maintain  the     strife,  Strengthen'd  with  the  bread  of     life. 


Onward,  Christians,  onward  go, 
Join  the  war  and  face  the  foe ; 
Will  ye  flee  in  danger's  hour? 
Know  ye  not  your  Captain's  power  ? 


3. 

Onward  then  in  battle  move ; 
More  than  conqueror's  ye  shall  prove; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go ! 


dSraas. 


No.  270 
OLD  HUNDREDTH.    L.M." 


BEFORE     MEAT. 

See  page  193. 


T)E  present  at  our  table,  Lord, 

Be  here  and  everywhere  adored ; 
These  mercies  bless,  and  grant  that  we 
May  feast  in  Paradise  with  thee. 


No.  271 
SESSIONS.    L.M. 


AFTER     MEAT. 
See  page  98. 

TT7E  thauk  thee,  Lord,  for  this  our  food} 

But  most  of  all  for  Jesu's  blood: 
Let  manna  to  our  souls  be  given, 
The  bread  of  life  sent  down  from  heaven. 
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Bright  Home. 


'/n.  my  father's  house  are  many  mansions.'1'' 


Arr.  by  Phillips. 


Bright  home  of    our  Saviour,  what  glo  -  ries    a  -  wait     The  spir  -  its  that  pass  thro'  th; 
bright     pearly  gate;    What  an   -    thems  of  rap  -  tnre,  un  -  ceas  -  ine  and  high,    Com- 
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rus  that  glad    -    dens  the   sky? 


Home, 
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home, 
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sweet,  sweet  home;  Pre  -  pare      me,  dear    Sav-iour,  for    yon    -    drr  blest  home. 
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2  The  home  of  the  ransom'd,  the  land  of  the  blest; 
Where  pilgrims  shall  enter  a  glorious  rest ; 
Shall  wander  in  gladness  the  pastures  of  green. 
And  drink  the  still  waters  of  pleasures  serene. 

3  The  home  that  our  Saviour  has  gone  to  prepare — 
No  heart  can  conceive  of  the  blessedness  there, 
Of  raptures  unending  awaiting  the  just, 

When  pure  in  his  likeness  they  rise  from  the  dust. 

4  We  bless  thee,  dear  Saviour,  who  calPst  us  to  share 
The  beautiful  home  thou  hast  gone  to  prepare ; 

We  trust  in  thy  mercy,  that,  wash'd  from  our  sin, 
Through  yonder  bright  gates  we  may  all  enter  in. 

*  Air— home,  sweet  horn*. 
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Closing  Day.    s.m. 


No.  273 


Rkv.  A.  E.  Lobdl 


1  At  for  man,  hit  days  art  at  grant.' 
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And  kind- ly     teach      us     to      re  -  pent,     We  should  at  once    be  •   gin. 


'Tis  not  enough  to  say 
We're  sorry  and  re}K.nt, 
Yet  still  go  on,  from  day  to  day, 
Just  as  we  always  went 

3. 

Repentance,  is  to  leave 
The  sins  we  loved  before, 
And  show  that  we  in  earnest  grieve, 
By  doing  so  no  more. 


Lord,  make  us  thus  sincere, 
To  watch  as  well  as  pray  ; 
However  small,  however  dear, 
Take  all  our  sins  away. 

5. 
And  since  the  Saviour  came, 
To  make  us  turn  from  sin, 
With  holy  grief  and  humble  shame, 
May  we  at  once  begin. 


No.  274 


1. 


fTHE  day  is  past  and  gone; 
*•     The  evening  shades  appear  ; 
Oh  may  we  all  remember  well, 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 

2. 

We  lay  our  garments  by, 
Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 
So  death  shall  soon  disrobe  us  all 
Of  what  we  here  possessed. 


Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  our  fears ; 
May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep. 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4. 
And  when  our  days  are  past, 
And  we  from  time  remove, 
Lord,  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest. 
The  bosom  of  thy  love. 
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No.  275 


Coronation,   cm. 


"All  the  earth  shall  be  filled  with  His  majesty." 


Oliver  Hounn. 


'II  I 

1.  All    hail  the  power  of     Je  -  sus'  name,  Let      an  -  gels  prostrate    fall ; 


Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al       di     •     a  -  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord      of       all. 

m     ,    .. r-, 1 I- 


Bring  forth  the    roy  -  al     di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  him    Lord  of      all. 


2  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe 
On  this  terrestrial  ball 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

To  him,  etc. 


3  0  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ! 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 
We'll  join,  etc. 


No.  276 

OFOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace ! 

The  glories  of,  etc. 

2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, — 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honours  of  thy  Name. 

To  spread,  etc. 

3  Jesus !—  theNamethatcharmsourfears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 
'Tis  music,  etc. 


No.  277 

COME,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs, 
With  angels  round  the  throne  : 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

Ten  thousand,  etc. 

2  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  power  divine  ; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give^ 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 

And  blessings,  etc. 

3  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

Of  Him,  etc. 
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Both  Sides  the  River. 

For  now  we  see  through  a  glims  darkly,  but  t/ien/ace  to/ace." 

Philip  Phillips. 


No.  278 


leet-iug  dream,   On  -  ly  strangers  here   we  roam ; 
,       ^  £      #•      l     4* 
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Life     is    but    a      changeful  scene,    Yon-der    is     the    Christian 
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Just  be-yond  the     roll-ing  tide       An  -  gels  watch  us      on     the 
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shore, 
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Where  the   pearl-y      wa  -  ters  glide,     And  the   wea  -  ry    thirst  no  more. 


2  Here  we  feel  the  tempter's  power, 

Here  we  sigh  for  living-bread. 
Clouds  of  gloom  and  darkness  lower, 

While  a  rutrered  path  we  tread. 
There  no  cruel  thorns  are  found, 

Doubt  and  fear  and  storms  are  o'er, 
There  the  fruits  cf  joy  abound, 

We  shall  hunger  there  no  more. 

8  Here  we  breathe  the  sultry  air 
Of  a  lonely  desert  plain, 
Tria's  here  the  heart  must  bear 

Worn  by  sickness,  racked  with  pain. 


There  the  waves  of  death  are  passed, 
There,  among  the  pure  and  blest, 

Safely  anchored  home  at  last, 

There  our  wandering  feet  shall  rest. 

Here  our  fondest  hopes  are  brief, 

Kindred  ties  are  broken  here; 
Morning  brings  a  night  of  gi  ief, 

Joy  is  mingled  with  a  tear. 
There  shall  faith  be  lost  in  sight, 

There  a  loug  eternal  day, 
Christ  the  Lamb  shall  be  the  Light, 

He  will  wipe  our  tears  away. 
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No.  279 


Cleansing  Fountain.     C.  M. 


1.  There  is        a    fountain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Im  -  man-uel's  veins, 
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And  sin  -  ners  plunged  beneath  that  flood,     Lose  all    their  guilt  -y     stains; 
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Lose    all    their  guilt  -  y 


stains,   Lose     all    their  guilt  -  y      stains  ; 
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2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

4  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  6ong 
I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save, 

When  this  poor,  lisping,  stammering  tongue, 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


No.  280. 

1  Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue ; 
It  has  no  charms  for  me : 

Once  i  admired  its  trifles  too, 
But  grace  hath  set  me  free. 

2  As  by  the  light  of  opening  day 
The  stars  are  all  concealed, 

So  earthly  pleasures  fade  away, 
When  Jesus  is  revealed. 

4  Creatures  no  more  divide  my  choice ; 

I  bid  tbem  all  depart : 
His  name,  bis  love,  his  gracious  voice, 

Have  fixed  my  roving  heart. 
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Familiar  Hymns. 


No.  281.  M  Bethany,"  Key  G. 

1  Neaker,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be,  Nearer,  etc. 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven  ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me,    Nearer,  etc. 

4  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
•  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  etc. 


No.  282. 


Oak"  Key  G. 


1  I'm  but  a  stranger  here, 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  my  home, 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  every  hand; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempest  rage, 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Short  is  my  pngrinage, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
Time's  cold  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  overpast ; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

3  There  at  my  Saviour's  side, 

Heaves  is  my  home, 
I  •hall  be  irloritied. 

•  -n  n  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  loved  meet  and  best, 
There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

No-  283  **  BoyUton?  Fey  C. 

1  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed; 
At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  gire  thou  no  heed, 
Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 


2  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown  ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strewn. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 

Cold,  heat,  ami  moiet,  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 


No.  284. 


Gather  at  the  River"  Key  Ely. 


Shall  we  gather  at  the  river, 

Where  bright  angel  feet  have  trod? 

"W  i.h  its  crystal  title  forever 
Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God? 

Cuo.  Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river, 

The  beautiful,  the  beautiful  river; 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  the  river, 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

2  On  the  margin  of  the  river, 

Washing  up  its  silver  spray, 
We  will  walk  and  worship  ever. 
All  the  happy,  golden  day. — Cho. 

3  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 

Lay  we  every  burden  down; 
Grace  our  spirit  will  deliver, 
Andprovide  a  robe  aud  crown.— Cho. 

4  Soon  we'll  r-aeh  the  silver  river, 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Soon  oar  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. — Cho. 


No.  285. 


Shiniyig  Shore"  Key  G. 


1  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  st ranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, 
These  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 

Cuo.  For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 
Our  friends  are  passing  over  ; 
And  just  before  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  We  '11    gird   our    loins,    my    brethren 

dear, 
Our  heavenly  home  discerning; 
Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning. — Cho. 

3  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 

Each  cord  on  earth  to  >ev.  r, 
Our  king  s.iys  come,  and  there  's   our 
home, 
Forever,  oh,  forever  ! — Cho. 
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